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PREFACE. 



BY THE EDITOR. 



Obstacles have loDg existed to my presenting the public with a perfect edition 
of Shelley's Poems. These being at last happily remdved, I hasten to fulfil an 
important duty, — that of giving the productions of a sublime genius to the world, 
with all the correctness possible, and of, at the same time, detailing the history of 
those productions, as they sprung, living and warm, from his heart and brain. I 
abstain from any remark on the occurrences of his private life ; except, inasmuch as 
the passions which they engendered, inspired his poetry. This is not the time to 
relate the truth ; and I should reject any colouring of the truth. No account of 
these events has ever been given at all approaching reality in their details, either as 
regards himself or others ; nor shall I further allude to them than to remark, that 
the errors of action, committed by a man as noble and generous as Shelley, may, 
as far as he only is concerned, be fearlessly avowed, by those who loved him, in the 
firm conviction, that were they judged impartially, his character would stand in 
fairer and brighter light than that of any contemporary. Whatever faults he had, 
ought to find extenuation among his fellows, since they proved him to be human ; 
without them, the exalted nature of his soul would have* raised him into something 
divine. 

The qualities that struck any one newly introduced to Shelley, were, first, a gentle 
and cordial goodness that animated his intercourse with warm afiection, and helpful 
sympathy. The other, the eagerness and ardour with which he was attached to the 
cause of human happiness and improvement ; and the fervent eloquence with which 
he discussed such subjects. His conversation was marked by its happy abundance, 
and the beautiful language in which he clothed his poetic ideas and philosophical 
notions. To defecate life of its misery and its evil, was the ruling passion of his 
soul: he dedicated to it every power of his mind, every pulsation of his heart 
He looked on political fr'eedom as the direct agent to effect the happiness of man- 
kind ; and thus any new-sprung hope of liberty inspired a joy and an exultation 
more intense and wild than he could have felt for any personal advantage. Those 
who have never experienced the workings of passion on general and tmselfish subjects. 



cannot understand this ; and it mnst be difficult of comprehension to the younger 
generation rising around, since they cannot remember the scorn and hatred with 
which the partisans of reform were regarded some few years ago, nor the perse- 
cutions to which they were exposed. He had been firom youth the victim of the 
state of feeling inspired by the reaction of the French Revolution ; and believing 
firmly in the justice and excellence of his views, it cannot be wondered that a nature 
as sensitive, as impetuous, and as generous as his, should put its whole force into the 
attempt to alleviate for others the evils of those systems from which he had himself 
suffered. Many advantages attended his birth ; he spumed them all when balanced 
with what he considered his duties. He was generous to imprudence, devoted to 
heroism. 

These characteristics breathe throughout his poetry. The struggle for human 
weal ; the resolution firm to martyrdom ; the impetuous pursuit ; the glad triumph 
in good ; the determination not to despair. Such were the features that marked those 
of his works which he regarded with most complacency, as sustained by a lofty 
subject and useful aim. 

In addition to these, his poems may be divided into two classes, — the purely imagi- 
native^ and those which sprung from the emotions of his heart. Among the former 
may be classed ^' The Witch of Atlas," ^' Adonais," and his latest composition, left 
imperfect, '^ The Triumph of Life." In the first of these particularly, he gave the 
reins to his fancy, and luxuriated in every idea as it rose ; in all, there is that sense 
of mystery which formed an essential portion of his perception of life— a clinging to 
the subtler inner spirit, rather than to the outward form — a curious and metaphysical 
anatomy of human passion and perception. 

The second class is, of course, the more popular, as appealing at once to ^notions 
common to us all ; some of these rest on the passion of love ; others on grief and 
despondency ; others on the sentiments inspired by natural objects. Shelley's con- 
ception of love was exalted, absorbing, allied to all that is purest and noblest in our 
nature, and warmed by earnest passion ; such it appears when he gave it a voice in 
verse. Yet he was usually averse to expressing these feelings, except when highly 
idealised ; and many of his more beautiful effusions he had cast aside, unfinished, and 
they were never seen by me till after I had lost him. Others, as for instance, 
*' Rosalind and Helen," and *^ Lines written among the Eugancan Hills," I found 
among his papers by chance ; and with some difficulty urged him to complete them. 
There are others, such as the *^ Ode to the Sky Lark," and ^^ The Cloud," which, in 
the opinion of many critics, bear a purer poetical stamp than any other of his pro- 
ductions. They were written as his mind prompted, listening to the carolling of 
the bird, aloft in the azure sky of Italy ; or marking the cloud as it sped across the 
heavens, while he floated in his boat on the Thames. 
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No poet was ever wanned by a more genuine and unforced inspiration. His 
extreme sensibility gave the intensity of passion to his intellectual pursuits; and 
rendered his mind keenly alive to every perception of outward objects, as well as to 
his internal sensations. Such a gift is, among the sad vicissitudes of human life, the 
disappointments we meet, and the galling sense of our own mistakes and errors, 
firaught with pain ; to escape from such, he delivered up his soul to poetry, and felt 
happy when he sheltered himself firom the influence of human sympathies, in the 
wildest regions of fancy. His imagination has been termed too brilliant, his thoughts 
too subtle. He loved to idealise reality ; and this is a taste shared by few. We are 
willing to have our passing whims exalted into passions, for thb gratifies our vanity ; 
but few of us understand or sympathise with the endeavour to ally the love of 
abstract beauty, and adoration of abstract good, the r6 ayaBhv Km r6 Kokhv of the 
Socratic philosophers, with our sympathies with our kind. In this Shelley resembled 
Plato ; both taking more delight in the abstract and the ideal, than in the special 
and tangible. This did not result from imitation ; for it was not till Shelley resided 
in Italy that he made Plato his study ; he then translated his Symposium and his 
Ion ; and the English language boasts of no more brilliant composition, than Plato's 
Praise of Love, translated by Shelley. To return to his own poetry. The luxury 
of imagination, which sought nothing beyond itself, as a child burthens itself with 
spring flowers, thinking of no use beyond the enjo3rment of gathering them, often 
showed itself in his verses : they will be only appreciated by minds which have 
resemblance to his own ; and the mystic subtlety of many of his thoughts will share 
the same fate. The metaphysical strain that characterises much of what he has 
written, was, indeed, the portion of his works to which, apart from those whose 
scope was to awaken mankind to aspirations for what he considered the true and 
good, he was himself particularly attached. There is much, however, that speaks 
to the many. When he would consent to dismiss these huntings after the obscure, 
which, entwined with his nature as they were, he did with difficulty, no poet ever 
expressed in sweeter, more heart-reaching, or more passionate verse, the gentler or 
more forcible emotions of the soul. 

V 

A wise friend once wrote to Shelley, " You are still very young, and in certain 
essential respects you do not yet sufficiently perceive that you are so." It is seldom 
tliat the young know what youth is, till they have got beyond its period ; and time 
was not given him to attain this knowledge. It must be remembered that there is 
the stamp of such inexperience on all he wrote ; he had not completed his nine-and- 
twentieth year when he died. The cahn of middle life did not add the seal of the 
virtues which adorn maturity to those generated by the vehement spirit of youth. 
Through life also he was a martyr to ill health, and constant pain wound up his 
nerves to a pitch of susceptibility that rendered his views of life diflerent from those 
of a man in the enjo3rment of healthy sensations. Perfectly gentle and forbearing in 
manner, he sufiered a good deal of internal irritability, or rather excitement, and his 
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fortitude to bear was almost alwa3r8 on the stretch ; and thus, during a short life, 
had gone through more experience of sensation, than many whose existence is pro- 
tracted. " If I die to-morrow," he said, on the eve of his unanticipated death, " I 
have lived to be older than my &tber." The* weight of thought and feeling burdened 
him heavily ; you read his sufferings in his attenuated ficaiiie, wiufe 70a pvoemd 
the mastery he held over them in his animated countenance and brilliant eyes. 

He died, and the world showed no outward sign ; but his influence over mankind, 
though slow in growth, is fast augmenting, and in the ameliorations that have taken 
place in the political state of his country, we may trace in part the operation of his 
arduous struggles. His spirit gathers peace in its new state firom the sense that, 
though late, his exertions were not made in vain, and in the progress of the liberty 
he so fondly loved. 

He died, and his place among those who knew him intimately, has never been 
filled up. He walked beside them like a spirit of good to comfort and benefit — to 
enlighten the darkness of life with irradiations of genius, to cheer it with his sympa- 
thy and love. Any one, once attached to Shelley, must feel all other affections, 
however true and fond, as wasted on barren soil in comparison. It is our best 
consolation to know that such a pure-minded and exalted being was once among us, 
and now exists where we hope one day to join him ; — although the intolerant, in 
their blindness, poured down anathemas, the Spirit of Good, who can judge the 
heart, never rejected him. 

In the notes appended to the poems, I have endeavoured to narrate the origin and 
history of each. The loss of nearly all letters and papers which refer to his early life, 
renders the execution more imperfect than it would otherwise have been. I have, 
however, the liveliest recollection of all that was done and said during the period of 
my knowing him. Every impression is as clear as if stamped yesterday, and I have 
no apprehension of any mistake in my statements as far as they go. In other respects, 
I am, indeed, incompetent ; but I feel the importance of the task, and regard it as 
my most sacred duty. I endeavour to fulfil it in a manner he would himself approve ; 
and hope in this publication to lay the first stone of a monument due to Shelley's 
genius, his sufferings, and his virtues : 

S' al scgtiir son tarda, 
Forae awcrrk cbe '1 bcl nonie gentile 
Consacrcro con quc«ta stanca pcnna. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

In revisiDg this new edition, and carefully consulting Shelle/s scattered and 
confused papers, I found a few fragments which had hitherto escaped me, and was 
enabled to complete a few poems hitherto left unfinished. What at one time escapes 
the searching eye, dimmed by its own earnestness, becomes clear at a future period. 
By the aid of a friend I also present some poems complete and correct, which hitherto 
have been defaced by various mistakes and omissions. It was suggested that the 
Poem *^ To the Queen of my Heart," was falsely attributed to Shelley. I certainly 
find no trace of it among his papers, and as those of his intimate friends whom I 
have consulted never heard of it, I omit it. 

Two Poems are added of some length, " Swellfoot the Tyrant," and " Peter Bell 
the Third." I have mentioned the circumstances under which they were written in 
the notes ; and need only add, that they are conceived in a very different spirit from 
Shelley's nsual compositions. They are specimens of the burlesque and fancifnl ; but 
although they adopt a familiar style and homely imagery, there shine through the 
radiance of the poet's imagination the earnest views and opinions of the politician and 
the moralist. 

At my request the publisher has restored the omitted passages of Queen Mab. — ^ 
I now present this edition as a complete collection of my husband's poetical works, 
and I do not foresee that I can hereafter add to or take away a word or line. 



Putney, November 6th, 1839. 
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THE 



pitpettol ^^icmrfe^ 



OF 



PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY, 



TO HARRIET •••••. 

Whose is the love that, gleaming through the world, | Harriet ! on thine : — thou wert my purer mind ; 
Wards off the poisonous arrow of its scorn t Thou wert the inspiration of my song ; 



Whose is the warm and partial praise, 
Virtue's most sweet reward f 

Beneath whose looks did my reviving soul 
Riper in truth and virtuous daring grow t 
Whose eyes have I gazed fondly on, 
And loved mankind the morel 



Thine are these early wilding flowers, 
Though garlanded by me. 

Then press into thy breast this pledge of love. 
And know, though time may change and years may 

Each flow'ret gathered in my heart [roll. 

It consecrates to thine. 



QUEEN MAB. 



I. 



How wonderful is Death, 

Death and his brother Sleep ! 
One, pale as yonder waning moon. 

With lips of lurid blue ; 

The other, rosy as the mom 
When throned on ocean's wave. 

It blushes o'er the world : 
Yet both so passing wonderful ! 

Hath then the gloomy Power 
Whose reign is in the tainted sepulchres 
Seized on her sinless soul ! 
Must then that peerless form 
Which love and admiration cannot view 
Without a beating heart, those azure veins 
Which steal like streams along a field of snow, 
That lovely outline, which is fair 
As breathing marble, perish I 
Must putrefaction's breath 
Leave nothing of this heavenly sight 

But loathsomeness and ruin ! 
Spare nothing but a gloomy theme. 
On which the lightest heart might moralize ! 
Or is it only a sweet slumber 
Stealing o'er sensation. 
Which the breath of roseate morning 
Chaseth into darimees 1 



Will lanthe wake again. 
And give that faithful bosom joy 
Whose sleepless spirit waits to catch 
Light, life, and rapture, from her smile I 

Yes ! she will wake again. 
Although her glowing limbs are motionless. 
And silent those sweet lips. 
Once breathing eloquence 
That might have soothed a tiger's rage. 
Or thawed the cold heart of a conqueror. 
Her dewy eyes are closed. 
And on their lids, whose texture fine 
Scarce hides the dark blue orbs beneath. 
The baby Sleep is pillowed : 
Her golden tresses shade 
The bosom's stainless pride. 
Curling like tendrils of the parasite 
Around a nuurble column. 

Hark ! whence that rushing sound ! 

'Tis like the wondrous strain 
That round a lonely ruin swells. 
Which, wandering on the echoing shore. 

The enthusiast hears at evening : 
'Tis softer than the west wind's sigh ; 
'Tis wilder than the unmeasured notes 
Of that strange lyre whose strings 
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The genii of the breezes sweep : 

Those lines of rainbow light 
Are like the moonbeams when they fall 
Through some cathedral window, but the teints 

Are such as may not find 

Comparison on earth. 

Behold the chariot of the Fairy Queen ! 

Celestial coursers paw the unyielding air ; 

Their filmy pennons at her word they furl, 

And stop obedient to the reins of liffht : 
These the Queen of Spells drew m. 
She spread a charm around the spot, 

And leaning graceful from the ethereal car. 
Long did she gaze, and silently. 
Upon the slumbering maid. 

Oh I not the visioned poet in his dreams, 
When silveryclouds float through the wildered brain. 
When every sight of lovely, wild and grand. 
Astonishes, enraptures, elevates — 
When fancy at a glance combines 
The wond'rous and the beautiful,-. 
So bright, so fair, so wild a shape 
Hath ever yet beheld. 
As that which reined the coursers of the air. 
And poured the magic of her gaze 
Upon the sleeping maid. 

The broad and yellow moon 
Shone dimly through her form — 

That form of faultless symmetry ; 

The pearly and pellucid car 

Moved not the moonlight's line : 
'Twas not an earthly pageant ; 

Those who had look'd upon the sight, 
Passing all human glory. 
Saw not the yellow moon. 
Saw not the mortal scene. 
Heard not the night-wind*s rush, 
Heard not an earthly sound. 
Saw but the fairy pageant. 
Heard but the heavenly strains 
That filled the lonely dwelling. 

The Fairy's frame was slight ; yon fibrous cloud, 
That catches but the palest tinge of even. 
And which the strainmg eye can hardly seize 
When melting into eastern twilight's shadow. 
Were scarce so thin, so slight ; but the fair star 
That gems the flittering coronet of mom. 
Sheds not a light so mild, so powerful. 
As that which, bursting from the Fairy's form. 
Spread a purpureal halo round the scene, 
Yet with an undulating motion, 
Swayed to her outline gracefully. 

From her celestial car 

The Fairy Queen descended. 

And thrice she waved her wand 

Circled with wreaths of amaranth : 
Her thin and misty form 
Moved with the moving air. 
And the clear silver tones, 
As thus she spoke, were such 

As are unheard by all but gifted ear. 

PAIRY. 

Stars ! your balmiest influence shed I 
Elements ! your wrath suspend ! 
Sleep, Ocean, in the rocky bounds 



That circle thy domain I 
Let not a breath be seen to stir 
Around yon grass-grown ruin's height. 
Let even the restless gossamer 
Sleep on the moveless ait ! 
Soul of lanthe 1 thou. 
Judged alone worthy of the envied boon 
That waits the good and the sincere ; that waits 
Those who have struggled, and with resolute will 
Vanquished earth's pride and meanness, burst the 
The icy chains of custom, and have shone [chains, 
The day-stars of their age ; — Soul of lanthe ! 
Awake ! arise ! 

Sudden arose 
lanthe's Soul ; it stood 
All beautiful in naked purity. 
The perfect sembhince of its bodily frame. 
Instinct with inexpressible beauty and grace, 
Each stain of earthliness 
Had passed away, it reassumed 
Its native dignity, and stood 
Immortal amid ruin. 

Upon the couch the body lay. 
Wrapt in the depth of slumber : 
Its features were fixed and meaningless. 
Yet animal life was there. 
And every organ yet performed 
Its natural functions ; 'twas a sight 
Of wonder to behold the body and souL 
The self-same lineaments, the same 
Marks of identity were there ; 
Yet, oh how different ! One aspires to heaTen, 
Pants for its sempiternal heritage. 
And ever-changing, ever-rising still. 

Wantons in endless being. 
The other, for a time the unwilling sport 
Of circumstance and passion, struggles on ; 
Fleets through its sad duration rapidly ; 
Then like a useless and worn-out machine, 
Rots, perishes and passes. 

FAIRT. 

Spirit ! who hast dived so deep ; 
Spirit ! who hast soar'd so high ; 
Thou the fearless, thou the mild. 
Accept the boon thy worth hath earned. 
Ascend the car with me. 

BPnUT. 

Do I dream ? Is this new feeling 
But a visioncd ghost of slumber ! 

If indeed I am a soul, 
A free, a disembodied soul. 
Speak again to me. 

FAIRY. 

I am the Fairy Mab : to me 'tis given 
The wonders of the human world to keep. 
The secrets of the immeasurable past, 
In the unfailing consciences of men. 
Those stem, unflattering chroniclers, I find : 
The future, from the causes which arise 
In each event, I gather : not the sting 
Which retributive memory implants 
In the hard bosom of the selfish man ; 
Nor that ecstatic and exulting throb 
Which virtue's votary feels when he sums up 
The thoughts and actions of a well-spent day, 
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Are mifbrefieeii, unregistered by me : 
And it 18 yet permitted me, to rend 
The veil of mortal frailty^ that the spirit. 
Clothed in its changeless purity, may know 
How soonest to accomplisn the great end 
For which it hath its being, and may taste 
That peace, which in the end, all life will share. 
This IS the meed of virtue ; happy Soul, 
Ascend the car with me ! 

The chains of earth's immurement 
Fell from lanthe's spirit ; 
They shrank and brake like bandages of straw 
Beneath a wakened giant's strength. 
She knew her glorious change, 
And felt in apprehension uncontrolled 

New raptures opening round : 
Each day-dream of her mortal life. 
Each frenzied vision of the slumbers 
That closed each well-spent day. 
Seemed now to meet reality. 

The Fairy and the Soul proceeded ; 
The silver clouds disparted ; 
And as the car of magic they ascended, 
Again the speechless music swelled. 
Again the coursers of the air 
Unfurled their azure pennons, and the Queen, 
Shaking the beamy reins, 
Bade them pursue their way. 

The magic car moved on. 
The night was fair, and countless stars 
Studded heaven's dark blue vault, — 

Just o'er the eastern wave 
Peeped the first fitint smile of mom : — 
The magic car moved on — 
From the celestial hoofs 
The atmosphere in flaming sparkles flew, 

And where the burning wheels 
Eddied above the mountain's loftiest peak, 
Was traced a line of lightning. 
Now it flew far above a rock. 
The utmost verge of earth. 
The rival of the Andes, whose dark brow 
Lowered o'er the silver sea. 

Far, far below the chariot's path. 
Calm as a slumbering babe. 
Tremendous Ocean lay. 

The mirror of its stillness showed 
The pale and waning stars. 
The chariot's fiery track. 
And the grey light of mom 
Tinging those fleecy clouds 
That canopied the dawn. 

Seemed it, that the chariot's way 

Lay through the midst of an immense concave, 

Badiant with million constellations, tinged 

With shades of infinite colour. 

And semicircled with a belt 

Flashing incessant meteors. 

The magic ear moved on. 
As they approached their goal. 
The coursers seemed to gather speed ; 
The sea no longer was distinguished ; earth 
Appear'd a vast and shadowy sphere ; 
The sun's unclouded orb 
Rolled through the black concave ; 



Its rays of rapid light 
Parted around the chariot's swifter course, 
And fell, like ocean's feathery spray 
Dashed from the boiling surge 
Before a vessel's prow. 

The magic car moved on. 
Earth's distant orb appeared 
The smallest light that twinkles in the heaven ; 
Whilst round the chariot's way 
Innumerable systems rolled. 
And countless spheres diffused 
An ever-varying glory. 
It was a sight of wonder : some 
Were homM like the crescent moon ; 
Some shed a mild and silver beam 
Like Hesperus o'er the western sea ; 
Some dashed athwart with tnuns of flame. 
Like worlds to death and ruin driven ; 
Some shone like suns, and as the chariot passed, 
Eclipsed all other light. 

Spirit of Nature ! here ! 
In this interminable wilderness 
Of worlds, at whose immensity 
Even soaring fancy staggers, 
Here is thy fitting temple. 
Yet not the lightest leaf 
That quivers to the passing breeze 
Is less instinct wim thee : 
Yet not the meanest worm 
That lurks in graves and fattens on the dead 
Less shax^es thy eternal breath. 

Spirit of Nature I thou ! 
Imperishable as this scene. 
Here is thy fitting temple ! 



n. 

If solitude hath ever led thy steps 
To the wild ocean's echoing shore. 

And thou hast lingered there. 

Until the sun's broad orb 
Seemed resting on the burnished wave. 

Thou must have marked the lines 
Of purple gold, that motionless 

Hung o'er the sinking sphere : 
Thdu must have marked Uie billowy clouds 
Edged with intolerable radiancy. 

Towering like rocks of jet 

Crowned with a diamond wreath. 

And yet there is a moment. 

When the sun's highest point 
Peeps like a star o'er ocean's western edge. 
When those far clouds of feathery gold. 
Shaded with deepest purple, gleam 
Like islands on a dark blue sea ; 
Then has thy fancy soared above Uie earth, 

And furled its wearied wing 

Within the Fairy's fane. 

Yet not the golden islands 
Gleaming iti yon flood of light. 

Nor the feathery curtains 
Stretching o'er the sun's bright conch. 
Nor Uie burnished ocean-waves, 
Paving that gorgeous dome. 
So fair, so wonderful a sight 
As Mab's ethereal palace could affbrd. 
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Yet likest evening's vault, that fairy Hall! 
As Heaven, low resting on the wave, it spread 

Its floors of flauiing light. 

Its vast and azure dome, 

Its fertile golden islands 

Floating on a silver sea ; 
Whilst suns their mingling beamings darted 
Through clouds of circumambient darkness, 
And pearly battlements around 
Looked o'er the inmiense of Heaven. 

The magic car no longer moved. 
The Fairy and the Spirit 
Entered the Hall of Spells : 
Those golden clouds 
That rolled in glittering billows 
Beneath the azure canopy, 
With the ethereal footsteps trembled not : 

The light and crimson mists. 
Floating to strains of thrilling melody 
T]m>ugh that unearthly dwelling. 
Yielded to every movement of the vnH. 
Upon their passive swell the Spirit leaned. 
And, for the varied bliss that pressed around. 
Used not the glorious privilege 
Of virtue and of wisdom. 

Spirit ! the Fairy said. 
And pointed to the gorgeous dome. 

This is a wondrous sight 
And mocks all human grandeur ; 
But, were it virtue's only me^, to dwell 
In a celestial palace, all resigned 
To pleasurable impulses, immured 
Within the prison of itself, the will 
Of changeless nature would be unfulfilled. 
Learn to make others happy. Spirit, come I 
This is thine high reward : — the past shall rise ; 
Thou shalt behold the present ; I will teach 

The secrets of the future. 

The Fairy and the Spirit 
Approached the overhanging battlement..- 
Below lay stretched the universe I 
There, {kt as the remotest line 
That bounds imagination's flight. 

Countless and unending orbs 
In mazy motion intermingled. 
Yet still fulfilled immutably 
Eternal Nature's law. 
Above, below, around 
The circling systems formed 
A wilderness of harmony ; 
Each with undeviating aim. 
In eloquent silence, through the depths of space 
Pursued its wondrous way. 

There was a little light 
That twinkled in the misty distance : 

None but a spirit's eye 

Might ken that rolling orb ; 

None but a spirit's eye. 

And in no other place 
But that celestial dwelling, might behold 
l^ach action of this earth s inhabitants. 

But matter, space and time. 
In those aerial mansions cease to act ; 
And all-prevailing wisdom, when it reaps 
The harvest of its excellence, o'erboundH 
Those obstacles, of which an earthly soul 
Fears to attempt the conquest. 



The Fairy pointed to the earth. 
The Spirit's intellectual eye 
Its kindred beings recognized. 
The thronging thousands, to a passing view. 
Seemed like an ant-hill's citizens. 
How wonderful ! that even 
The passions, prejudices, interests, 
That sway the meanest being, the weak touch 
That moves the finest nerve. 
And in one human brain 
Causes the faintest thought, becomes a link 
In the great chain of nature. 

Behold, the Fairy cried. 
Palmyra's ruin'd palaces 1 — 

Behold ! where grandeur frowned ; 

Behold I where pleasure smiled ; 
What now renuiins ! — the memory 

Of senselessness and shame — 

What is immortal there ! 

Nothing — it stands to tell 

A melancholy tale, to give 

An awful warning : soon 
ObUvion will steal silently 

The remnant of its fame. 

Monarchs and conquerors thero 
Proud o'er prostrate millions trod — 
The earthquakes of the human race, — 
Like them, forgotten when the ruin 

That marks their shock is past. 

Beside the eternal Nile 

The Pyramids have risen. 
Nile shall pursue his changeless way ; 

Those Pyramids shall fall ; 
Yea 1 not a stone shall stand to4ell 

The spot whereon they stood ; 
Their very site shall be forgotten. 

As is their builder's name ! 

Behold yon sterile spot ; 
Where now the wandering Arab's tent 

Flaps in the desert-blast. 
There once old Salem's haughty fane 
Reared high to heaven its thousand golden domes, 
And in die blushing face of day 
Exposed its shameful glory. 
Oh ! many a widow, many an orphan cursed 
The building of tliat fane ; and many a father. 
Worn out with toil and slavery, implored 
The poor man's God to sweep it from the earth, 
And spare his children the detested task 
Of piling stone on stone, and poisoning 

The choicest days of life, 

To soothe a dotard's vanity. 
There an inhuman and uncultured race 
Howled hideous praises to their Demon-Grod ; 
They rushed to war, tore from the mother's womb 
The unborn child, — old age and infancy 
Promiscuous perished ; Uieir victorious arms 
Left not a soul to breathe. Oh ! they were 

fiends : 
But what was he who taught them that the God 
Of nature and benevolence had given 
A special sanction to the trade of blood ! 
His name and theirs are fielding, and the tales 
Of this barbarian nation, which imposture 
Recites till terror credits, are pursuing 
Itself into forgetfulness. 
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Where Athens, Rome, and Sparta stood, 
There is a moiul desert now : 
The mean and miserable huts, 
The yet more wretched palaces, 
Contrasted with those ancient fknes. 
Now crumbling to oblivion ; 
The long and lonely colonnades. 
Through which the ghost of Freedom stalks. 

Seem like a weU-known tune. 
Which, in some dear scene we have loved to hear. 

Remembered now in sadness. 

But, oh I how much more changed. 

How gloomier is the contrast 

Of human nature there ! 
Where Socrates expired, a tyrant's slave, 
A coward and 'a fool, spreads death around — 

Then, shuddering, meets his own. 
Where Cicero and Antoninus lived, 
A cowled and hypocritical monk 

Prays, curses, and deceives. 

Spirit I ten thousand years 
Have scarcely passed away. 
Since, in the waste where now the savage drinks 
His enem^-^s blood, and aping Europe's sons. 
Wakes the unholy song of war, 
Arose a stately city. 
Metropolis of the western continent : 

There, now, the mossy column-stone. 
Indented by time's unrelaxing grasp. 
Which once appeared to brave 
All, save its country's ruin ; 
There the wide forest scene. 
Rode in the uncultivated loveliness 

Of gardens long run wild, 
Seems, to the unwilling sojourner, whose steps 

Chance in that desert has delayed. 
Thus to have stood since earth was what it is. 

Yet once it was the busiest haunt. 
Whither, as to a common centre, flocked 
Strangers, and ships, and merchandize : 
Once peace and freedom blest 
The cultivated plain : 
But wealth, that curse of man. 
Blighted the bud of its prosperity : 
Virtue and wisdom, truth and liberty. 
Fled, to return not, until man shall know 
That they alone can give the bliss 

Worthy a soul that claims 
Its kindred with eternity. 

There's not one atom of yon earth 

But once was living man ; 
Nor the minutest drop of rain. 
That hangeth in its thinnest cloud. 

But flowed in human veins : 

And from the burning plains 

Where Lybian monsters yell. 

From the most gloomy glens 

Of Greenland's sunless clime. 

To where the golden fields 

Of fertile England spread 

Their harvest to the day. 

Thou canst not find one spot 

Whereon no city stood. 

How strange is human pride ! 
I tell thee that those living things. 
To whom the fragile blade of grass, 

^lal spring^ in the mom 



And perisheth ere noon. 
Is an unbounded world ; 
I tell thee that those viewless beings. 
Whose mansion is the smallest particle 
Of the impassive atmosphere. 
Think, feel and live like man ; 
That their aflections and antipathies. 
Like his, produce the laws 
Ruling their moral state ; 
And the minutest throb 
That through their frame diffuses 
The slightest, faintest motion. 
Is fixed and indispensable 
As the majestic laws 
That rule yon rolling orbs. 

The Fairy paused. The Spirit, 
In ecstacy of admiration, felt 
All knowledge of the past revived ; the events 

Of old and wondrous times. 
Which dim tradition interruptedly 
Teaches the credulous vulgar, were unfolded 
In just perspective to the view ; 
Yet dim from their infinitude. 
The Spirit seemed to stand 
High on an isolated pinnacle ; 
The flood of ages combating below. 
The depth of ttie unbounded universe 
Above, and all around 
Nature's unchanging harmony. 



in. 

Fairy 1 the Spirit said. 

And on the Queen of Spells 

Fixed her ethereal eyes, 
I thank thee. Thou hast given 
A boon which I will not resign, and taught 
A lesson not to be unlearned. I know 
The past, and thence I will essay to glean 
A warning for the future, so that man 
May profit by his errors, and derive 

Experience from his folly : 
For, when the power of imparting joy 
Is equal to the will, the human soul 

Requires no other heaven. 
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Turn thee, surpassing Spirit ! 
Much yet remains unscanned. 
Thou knowest how great is man. 
Thou knowest his imbecility : 
Yet learn thou what he is ; 
Yet leam the lofty destiny 
Which restless Time prepares 
For every living souL 

Behold a gorgeous palace, that, amid 
Yon populous city, rears its thousand towers 
And seems itself a city. Gloomy troops 
Of sentinels, in stem and silent ranks. 
Encompass it around : the dweller there 
Cannot be &«e and happy ; hearest thou not 
The curses of the fatherless, the groans 
Of those who have no friend ! He passes on : 
The King, the wearer of a gilded chain 
That binds his soul to abjectness, the fool 
Whom courtiers nickname monarch, whilst ft 
Even to the basest appetites — that man 
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Heeds not the shriek of penury ; he smiles 

At the deep curses which the destitute 

Mutter in secret, and a sullen joy 

Pervades his bloodless heart when thousands groan 

But for those morsels which his wantonness 

Wastes in unjoyous revelry, to save 

All that tliey love from famine : when he hears 

The tale of horror, to some ready-made lace 

Of hypocritical assent he turns. 

Smothering the glow of shame, that, spite of him. 

Flushes his bloated cheek. 

Now to the meal 
Of silence, grandeur, and excess, he drags 
His palled unwilling appetite. If gold. 
Gleaming around, and numerous viands culled 
From every clime, could force the loathing sense 
To overcome satiety, — if wealth 
The spring it draws from poisons not,— or vice, 
Unfeeling, stubborn vice, converteth not 
Its food to deadliest venom ; then that king 
Is happy ; and the peasant who fulfils 
His unforced task, when he returns at even, 
And by the blazing faggot meets again 
Her welcome for whom all ha toil is sped. 
Tastes not a sweeter meal. 

Behold him now 
Stretched on the gorgeous couch ; his fevered brain 
Reels dizzily awhile : but ah ! too soon 
The slumber of intemperance subsides, 
And conscience, that undving serpent, calls 
Her venomous brood to uieir nocturnal task. 
Listen ! he speaks ! oh I mark that frenzied eye — 
Oh ! mark that deadly visage. 

KINO. 

No cessation ! 
Oh ! must this last for ever I Awful death, 
I wish yet fear to clasp thee 1 Not one moment 
Of dreamless sleep ! O dear and blessed peace ! 
Why dost thou 8lm>ud thy vestal purity 
In penury and dungeons ! wherefore lurkest 
With danger, death, and solitude : yet shunn'st 
The palace I have built thee ! Sacred peace ! 
Oh visit me but once, and pitying shed 
One drop of bahn upon my wiUiered souL 

Vain man ! that palace is the virtuous heart. 

And peace defileth not her snowy robes 

In such a shed as thine. Hark ! yet he mutters ; 

His slumbers are but varied agonies. 

They prey like scorpions on the springs of life. 

There needeth not the hell that bigots frame 

To punish those who err : earth in itself 

Contains at once the evil and the cure ; 

And all-sufficing nature can chastise 

Those who transgress her law,— she only knows 

How justly to proportion to the fault 

The punishment it merits. 

Is it strange 
That this poor wretch should pride him m his woe! 
Take pleasure in his abjectncss, and hug 
The scorpion that consumes him ! Is it strange 
That, placed on a conspicuous throne of thorns, 
Graspmg an iron sceptre, and inmiured 
Within a splendid prison, whose stem bounds 
Shut him from all that's good or dear on earth, 
His soul asserts not its humanity! 
That man's mild nature rises not in war 



Against a king's employ! No — ^'tis not strange. 
He, like the vulgar, thinks, feels, acts and Uvea 
Just as his father did ; the unconquered powem 
Of precedent and custom interpose 
Between a Artnp and virtue. Stranger yet. 
To those who know not nature, nor deduce 
The future from the present, it may seem. 
That not one slave, who suffers from the crimes 
Of this unnatural being ; not one wretch. 
Whose children famish, and whose nuptial bed 
Is earth's unpitying bosom, rears an arm 
To dash him from his throne ! 

Those gilded flies 
That basking in the sunshine of a court, 
Fatten on its corruption ! — ^what are they t 
— The drones of the community ; they feed 
On the mechanic's labour; the starved hind 
For them compels the stubborn glebe to yield 
Its unshared harvests ; and yon squalid form. 
Leaner than fleshless nuseiy, that wastes 
A sunless life in the unwholesome mine. 
Drags out in labour a protracted death. 
To glut their grandeur ; many faint with toil. 
That few may know the cares and woe of slo^ 

Whence, thinkest thou, kings and panuutes aitiset 
Whence that unnatural line of drones, who heap 
Toil and unvanquishable penuiy 
On those who build their palaces, and bring [vice; 
Their dail^ bread !— From vice, black loathsome 
From rapine, madness, treachery, and wrong ; 
From all that genders misery, and makes 
Of earth this thorny wilderness ; from lust. 
Revenge, and murder. — And when reason's voioe. 
Loud as the voice of nature, shall have waked 
The nations ; and mankind perceive that vice 
Is discord, war, and misery ; that virtue 
Is peace, and happiness and harmony ; ' 
When man's maturer nature shall disdain 
The playthings of its childhood ; — kingly glare 
Will lose its power to dazzle ; its authority 
Will silently pass by ; the gorgeous throne 
Shall stand unnoticed in the reeal hall. 
Fast falling to decay ; whilst falsehood's trade 
Shall be as hateful and unprofitable 
As that of truth is now. 

Where is the fame 
Which the vain-glorious mighty of the earth 
Seek to eternize 1 Oh ! the faintest sound 
From time's light foot-fall, the minutest wave 
That swells the flood of ages, whelms in nothing 
The unsubstantial bubble. Aye ! to-day 
Stem Lb the tyrant's mandate, red the gaze 
That flashes desolation, strong the arm 
That scatters multitudes. To-morrow comes ! 
That mandate is a thunder-peal that died 
In ages past ; that gaze, a transient flash 
On i^ich the midnight closed, and on that arm 
The worm has made his meal. 

The virtuous man 
Who, great in his humility, as kings 
Are Uttle in their srandeur ; he who leads 
Invincibly a life of resolute good, 
And stands amid the silent dungeon-depths 
More free and fearless than the trembling judge. 
Who, clothed in venal power, vainly strove 
To bind the impassive spirit ; — when he falls. 
His mild eye beams benevolence no more : 
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Withered the hand outstretched hut to relieve ; 
Sunk reason's simple eloquence, that rolled 
But to appal the guilty. Yes 1 the grave [frost 
Hath quenched that eye, and death's relentless 
Withered that arm : hut the unfading fame 
Which virtue hangs upon its votary's tomb ; 
The deathless memory of that man, whom Idngs 
Call to their mind and tremble ; the remembrance 
With which the happy spirit contemplates 
Its well-spent pilgrimage on earth. 
Shall never pass away. 

Nature rejects the monarch, not the man ; 
The subject, not the citizen : for kings 
And subjecta, mutual foes, for ever play 
A losing game into each other's hands, 
Whose stakes are vice and misery. The man 
Of virtuous soul commands not, nor obeys. 
Power, like a desolating pestilence. 
Pollutes whate'er it touches ; and obedience, 
Bane of all genius, virtue, freedom, truth. 
Makes slaves of men, and of the human irame 
A mechanized automaton. 

When Nero, 
High over flaming Rome, with savage joy 
Lowered like a fiend, drank with enraptured ear 
The shrieks of agonising death, beheld 
The frightful desolation spread, and felt 
A new-created sense within his soul 
Thrill to the sight, and vibrate to the sound; 
Thinkest thou his grandeur had not overcome 
The force of human kindness $ and, when Rome, 
With one stem blow, hurled not the tyrant down. 
Crashed not the arm, red with her dearest blood. 
Had not submissive abjectness destroyed 
Nature's suggestions! 

Look on yonder earth : 
The golden harvests spring ; the unfailing sun 
Sheds light and life ; the fruits, the flowers, the 
Arise in due succession ; all things speak [trees. 
Peace, harmony, and love. The universe, 
In nature's silent eloquence, declares 
That all fulfil the works of love and joy, — 
All but the outcast, Man. He fabricates 
The sword which stabs his peace ; he cherisheth 
The snakes that gnaw his heart ; he raiseth up 
The tyrant, whose delight is in his woe. 
Whose sport is in his agony. Yon sun, 
Lights it the great alone ! Yon silver beams. 
Sleep they less sweetly on the cottage thatch, 
Than on the dome of kings ! Is momer earth 
A step-dame to her numerous sons, who earn 
Her unshared gifts with unremitting toil ; 
A mother onl^ to those puling babes 
Who, nursed m ease and luxury, make men 
The playthings of their babyhood, and mar. 
In self-important childishness, that peace 
Which men alone appreciate ! 

Spirit of Nature ! no I 
The pure diffusion of thy essence throbs 
Alike in every human heart. 

Thou, aye, erectest there 
Thy throne of power unappealable : 
Thou art the judge beneath whose nod 
Man's brief and frail authority 

Is powerless as the wind 

That passeth idly by. 



Thine the tribunal which surpaaseth 
The show of human justice. 
As God surpasses man. 

Spirit of Nature 1 thou 
Life of interminable multitudes ; 

Soul of those mighty spheres 
Whose changeless paths through Heaven's deep 
Soul of that smallest being, [silence lie ; 

The dwelling of whose life 
Is one fiEunt April sun-gleam ; — . 
Man, like these passive things, 
Thy will unconsciously fuIfiUeth : 
Like theirs, his age of endless peace, 
Which time is fast maturing. 
Will swiftly, surely, come ; 
And the unbounded frame, which thou pervadest, 
Will be without a flaw 
Marring its perfect synmietry. 



IV. 

How beautiful this night ! the balmiest sigh. 
Which vernal zephyrs breathe in evening s ear, 
Were discord to the speaking quietude 
That wra.ps this moveless scene. Heaven's ebon 
Studded with stars unutterably bright, [vault, 
Through which the moon's unclouded grandeur 
Seems like a canopy which love has spread [rolls, 
To curtain her sleeping world. Yon gentle hills. 
Robed in a garment of untrodden snow ; 
Yon darksome rocks, whence icicles depend. 
So stainless that their white and gUttenng spires 
Tinge not the moon's pure beam; yon castled steep. 
Whose banner hangeth o'er the time-worn tower 
So idly, that rapt fancy deemeth it 
A metaphor of peace ; — all form a scene 
Where musing solitude might love to lift 
Her soul above this sphere of earthliness ; 
Where silence undisturbed might watch alone, 
So cold, so bright, so stilL 

The orb of day. 
In southern climes, o'er ocean's waveless field 
Sinks sweetly smUing : not the faintest breath 
Steals o'er the unruffled deep ; the clouds of eve 
Reflect unmoved the lingering beam of day ; 
And vesper's image on the western main 
Is beautifully still. To-morrow comes : 
Cloud upon cloud, in dark and deepening mass, 
Roll o'er the blackened waters ; the deep roar 
Of distant thunder mutters awfully ; 
Tempest unfolds its pinion o'er the gloom 
That shrouds the boiling surge ; the pitiless fiend. 
With all his winds and lightnings, tracks his prey ; 
The torn deep yawns, — the vessel finds a grave 
Beneath its jagged gulf. 

Ah ! whence yon glare 
That fires the arch of heaven! — that dark red smoke 
Blotting the silver moon ! The stars are quenched 
In darkness, and the pure and spangling snow 
Gleamsfaintlythrough the gloom that gathers round. 
Hark to that roar, whose swift and deafening peals 
In countless echoes through the mountains ring. 
Startling pale midnight on her starry throne ! 
Now swells the intermingling din ; the jar 
Frequent and frightful of the bursting bomb ; 
The falling beam, the shriek, the groan, the shouty 
The ceaseless cUmgor, and die rush of men 
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Inebriate with rage : — load, and more loud 
The discord grows; till pale death shuts the scene, 
And o'er the conqueror and the conquered draws 
His cold and bloody shroud. — Of all the men 
Whom day*8 departing beam saw blooming there 
In proud and vigorous health ; of all the hearts 
That beat with anxious life at sun-set there ; 
How few survive, how few are beating now ! 
All is deep silence, like the fearful calm 
That slumbers in the storm's portentous pause ; 
Save when the frantic wail of widowed love 
Comes shuddering on the blast, or the faint moan 
Witli which some soul bursts from the frame of clay 
Wrapt round its struggling powers. 

The grey mom 
Dawns on the mournful scene ; the sulphurous 
Before the icy wind slow rolls away, [smoke 

And the bright beams of frosty morning dance 
Along the spangling snow. There tracks of blood 
Even to the forest's depth, and scattered arms. 
And lifeless warriors, whose hard lineaments 
Death's self could change not, mark the dreadful 
Of the outsallying victors : far behind, [path 

Black ashes note where their proud city stood. 
Within yon forest is a gloomy glen — 
Each tree which guards its darkness from the day. 
Waves o'er a warrior's tomb. 

I see thee shrink. 
Surpassing Spirit! — wert thou human else! 
I see a shade of doubt and horror fleet 
Across thy stainless features : yet fear not ; 
This is no unconnected misery, 
Nor stands uncaused, and irretrievable. 
Man's evil nature, that apology 
Which kings who rule, and cowards who crouch, 

set up 
For their unnumbered crimes, sheds not the blood 
Which desolates the discord-wasted land 
From kmgs, and priests, and statesmen, war an^e, 
Whose safety is man's deep unbettered woe. 
Whose grandeur his debasement. Let the axe 
Strike at the root, the poison-tree will fall ; 
And where its venomed exhalations spread 
Ruin, and death, and woe, where millions lay 
Quenching the serpent's famine, and their bones 
Bleaching unburied in the putrid blast, 
A garden shall arise, in loveliness 
Surpassing fabled Eden. 

Hath Natu)re's soul. 
That formed this world so beautiful, that spread 
Earth's lap with plenty, and life's smallest chord 
Strung to unchanmng unison, that eave 
The happy birds their dwelling in the grove. 
That yielded to the wanderers of the deep 
The lovely silence of the unfathomed main, 
And filled the meanest worm that crawls in dust 
With spirit, thought, and love ; on Man alone 
Partial in causeless malice, wantonly 
Heaped ruin, vice, and slavery ; his soul 
Blasted with withering curses ; placed afar 
The meteor happiness, that shuns his grasp. 
But serving on the frightful gulf to glajre. 
Rent wide beneath his footsteps ! 

Nature ! — no ! 
Kings, priests,andstate8men blast the human flower, 
Even in its tender bud ; their influence darts 
Like subtle poison through the bloodless veins 1 
Of desolate society. The child. 



Ere he can lisp his mother's sacred name. 
Swells with the unnatural pride of crime, and lifts 
His baby-sword even in a hero's mood. 
This infant arm becomes the bloodiest scourge 
Of devastated earth ; whilst specious names 
Learnt in soft childhood's unsuspecting hour, 
Serve as the sophisms with whicn manhood dims 
Bright reason's ray, and sanctifies the sword 
Upraised to shed a brother's innocent blood. 
Let priest-led slaves cease to proclaim that man 
Inherits vice and misery, when force 
And falsehood hang even o'er the cradled babe. 
Stifling with rudest grasp all natural good. 

Ah ! to the stranger-soul, when first it peeps 
From its new tenement, and looks abroad 
For happiness and sympathy, how stem 
And desolate a tract is this wide world ! 
How withered all the buds of natural good ! 
No shade, no shelter from the sweeping storms 
Of pitiless power 1 On its wretched frame. 
Poisoned, perchance, by the disease and woe 
Heaped on the wretched parent, whence it sprmig, 
By morals, law, and custom, the pure winds 
Of heaven, that renovate the insect tribes. 
May breathe not. The untainting light of day 
May visit not its longings. It is bound 
Ere it has life : yea, all the chains are forged 
Long ere its being : all liberty and love 
And peace is torn from its defencelessness ; 
Cursed from its birth, even from its cradle doomed 
To abjectness and bondage ! 

Throughout this varied and eternal worid 

Soul is the only element, the block 

That for uncounted ages has remained. 

The moveless pillar of a mountain's weight 

Is active living spirit. Every grain 

Is sentient both in unity and part. 

And the minutest atom comprehends 

A world of loves and hatreds ; these beget 

Evil and good : hence truth and falsehood spring ; 

Hence ^ill, and thought, and action, all the germs 

Of pain or pleasure, sympathy or hate. 

That variegate the eternal universe. 

Soul is not more polluted than the beams 

Of heaven's pure orb, ere round their rapid lines 

The taint of earth-bom atmospheres arise. 

Man is of soul and body, formed for deeds 

Of high resolve ; on fancy's boldest wing 

To soar unwearied, fearlessly to turn 

The keenest pangs to pcacefulness, and taste 

The joys which mingled sense and spirit yield. 

Or he is formed for abjectness and woe, 

To grovel on tlie dungnill of his fears. 

To shrink at every sound, to quench the flame 

Of natural love in sensualism, to know 

That hour as blest when on his worthless da^'S 

The frozen hand of death shall set its seal. 

Yet fear the cure, though hating the disease. 

The one is man that shall hereafter be ; 

The other, man as vice has made him now. 

• 
War is the statesman's game, the priest's delight. 
The lawyer's jest, the hired assassin's trade. 
And, to those royal murderers, whose mean thrones 
Are bought by crimes of treachery and gore. 
The bread they eat, the staff on which they lean. 
Guards, garbed in blood-red livery, surround 



Their palaces, participate the crimes 
That force defends, and from a nation's rage 
Secure the crown, which all the curses reacli 
That fiunine, frenzy, woe and penury breathe. 
These are the hired bravoes who defend 
The tyrant's throne — the bullies of his fear : 
These are the sinks and channels of worst vice. 
The refuge of society, the dregs 
Of all that is most Vile : their cold hearts blend 
Deceit with sternness, ignorance with pride, 
AU that is mean and villanous, ^*ith rage 
Which hopelessness of good, and self-contempt. 
Alone might kindle ; they are decked in wealth. 
Honour and power, then are sent abroad 
To do their work. The pestilence that stalks 
In gloomy triumph through some flastem land 
Is less destroying. They cajole with gold, 
And promises of fame, the thoughtless youtli 
Already crushed wiUi servitude : he knows 
His wi^tchedness too late, and cherishes 
Repentance for his ruin, when his doom 
Is sealed in gold and blood ! 
Those too the tyrant serve, who skilled to snare 
The feet of justice in the toils of law. 
Stand, ready to oppress the weaker stUl ; 
And, right or wrong, will vindicate for gold. 
Sneering at public virtue, which beneath 
Their pkiless tread lies torn and trampled, where 
Honour sits smiling at the sale of truth. 

Then grave and hoary-headed hypocrites, 
Without a hope, a passion, or a love. 
Who, through a life of luxury and lies. 
Have crept by flattery to the seats of power, 
Support the system whence their honours flow — 
. They have three words ; well tyrants know their use. 
Well pay them for the loan, with usury f Heaven. 
Tom finom a bleeding world! — God, Hell and 
A vengeful, pitiless, and almighty fiend. 
Whose mercy is a nick -name for the rage 
Of tameless tigers hungering for blood. 
Hell, a red gidf of everlasting fire. 
Where poisonous and undying worms prolong 
Eternal misery to those hapless slaves 
Whose life has been a penance for its crimes. 
And Heaven, a meed for those who dare belie 
Their human nature, quake, believe, and cringe 
Before the mockeries of eaithly power. 

These tods the tyrant tempers to his work, 
Wirids in his wrath, and as he wills, destroys. 
Omnipotent in wickedness : the while 
Youth springs, age moulders, manhood tamely does 
HJB bidding, bribed by short-lived joys to lend 
Force to the weakness of his trembling arm. 

They rise, they fiill ; one generation comes 
Yielding its harvest to destruction's scythe. 
It fades, another blossoms : yet behold 1 
Red glows the tyrant's stamp-mark on its bloom, 
WiUiering and cankering deep its passive prime. 
He has invented lying words and modes. 
Empty and vain as his own coreless heart ; 
Evasive meanings, nothings of much sound. 
To lure the heedless victim to the toils 
Spread round the valley of its paradise. 

Look to thvself, priest, conqueror, or prince ! 
Whether thy trade is falsehood, and thy lusts 
Deep wallow in the earnings of the poor. 



With whom thy master was :— or thou ddight'st 
In numbering o'er the myriads of thy slain, 
All misery weighing nothing in the scale 
Against thy short-lived fame : or thou dost load 
With cowardice and crime the groaning land, 
A pomp-fed king. Look to thy wretched self ! 
Aye, art thou not the veriest slave that e*er 
Crawled on the loathing earth 1 Are not thy days 
Days of unsatisfying listlessness 1 
Dost thou not cry, ere night's long rack is o'er, 
When will the morning come 1 Is not thy youth 
A vain and feverish dream of sensualism t 
Thy manhood blighted with unripe disease ! 
Are not thy views of unregretted death 
Drear,, comfortless, and horrible ! Thy mind. 
Is it not morbid as thy nerveless frame. 
Incapable of judgment, hope, or love I 
And dost thou wish tlie errors to survive 
That bar thee from all sympathies of good. 
After the miserable interest 
Thou hold'st in their protraction ! When the grave 
Has swallowed up thy memory and thyself. 
Dost thou desire the bane that poisons earth 
To twine its roots around thy coffined clay. 
Spring from thy bones, and blossom on thy tomb, 
That of its fruit thy babes may eat and die I 



Thus do the generations of the earth 
Go to the grave, and issue from the womb. 
Surviving still die imperishable change 
That renovates the world ; even as the leaves 
Which the keen frost-wind of the waning year 
Has scattered on the forest soil, and heaped 
For many seasons there, though lone they choke. 
Loading with loathsome rottenness the land. 
All germs of promise. Yet when the tall trees 
From which they fell, shorn of their lovely shapes. 
Lie level with the earth to moulder there. 
They fertilize the land they lone deformed. 
Till from the breathing lawn a forest springs 
Of youth, integrity, and loveliness. 
Like that which gave it life, to spring and die. 
Thus suicidal selnshness, that blights 
The fairest fedings of the opening heart. 
Is destined to decay, whilst from the soil 
Shall spring all virtue, all delight, all love, 
And judgment cease to wage unnatural war 
With passion's unsubduable array. 
Twin-sister of religion, selfishness ! 
lUval in crime and falsehood, aping all 
The wanton horrors of her bloody play ; 
Yet frozen, unimpassioned, spiritless. 
Shunning Uie light, and owning not its name : 
Compelled, by its deformity, to screen 
With flimsy veil of justice and of right. 
Its unattractive lineaments, that scare 
All, save the brood of ignorance : at once 
The cause and the effect of tyranny ; 
Unblushing, hardened, sensual, and vile ; 
Dead to all love but of its abjectness. 
With heart im|)assivc by more noble powers 
Than unshared pleasure, sordid gain, or fame ; 
Despising its own miserable being. 
Which still it longs, yet fears, to disenthrall. 






Hence commerce springs, the venal inte: 
Of all that human art or nature ^ield ; 
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Which wealth should purchase not, but want 
And natund kindness hasten to supply [denuuidy 
From the full fountain of its boundless love. 
For ever stifled, drained, and tainted now. 
Commerce! beneath whose poison-breathing shade 
No solitary virtue dares to spring ; 
But poverty and wealth with equal hand 
Scatter their withering curses, and unfold 
The doors of premature and violent death. 
To pining £unine and full-fed disease. 
To all tfalt shares the lot of human life, [chain 
Which poisoned body and soul, scarce drags the 
That lengthens as it goes and clanks behind. 

Commerce has set the mark of selfishness. 
The signet of its all-enslaving power. 
Upon a shining ore, and called it gold : 
Before whose image bow Uie vulgar great. 
The vainly rich, the miserable prood. 
The mob of peasants, nobles, priests, and kings, 
And with blind feelings reverence the power 
That grinds them to uie dust of misery. 
But in the temple of their hireling hearts 
Grold is a living god, and rules in scorn 
All earthly thmgs but virtue. 

Since tyrants, by the sale of human life. 
Heap luxuries to their sensualism, and fame 
To their wide-wasting and insatiate pride. 
Success has sanctioned to a credulous world 
The ruin, the disgrace, the woe of war. 
His hosts of blind and unresisting dupes 
The despot numbers ; from his cabinet 
These puppets of his schemes he moves at will, 
Even as the slaves by force or famine driven 
Beneath a vulgar master, to perform 
A task of cold and brutal drudgery ;— 
Hardened to hope, insensible to fear, 
Scarce living pulleys of a dead machine. 
Mere wheels of work and articles of trade, 
That grace the proud and noisy pomp of wealth ! 

The harmony and happiness of man 

Yield to the wealth of nations ; that which lifts 

His nature to the heaven of its pride. 

Is bartered for the poison of his soul ; 

The weight that drags to earth his towering hopes. 

Blighting all prospect but of selfish gain. 

Withering all passion but of slavish fear, 

Extinguishing all free and generous love 

Of enterprise and daring, even the pulse 

That fancy kindles in the beating heart 

To mingle with sensation, it destroys, — 

Leaves nothing but the sordid lust of self. 

The grovelling hope of interest and gold. 

Unqualified, unmingled, unredeemed 

Even by h^'pocrisy. 

And statesmen boast 
Of wealth ! The wordy eloquence that lives 
After the ruin of their hearts, can gild 
The bitter poison of a nation's woe. 
Can turn the worship of the scrvUe mob 
To their corrupt and glaring idol, Fame, 
From Virtue, trampled by its iron tread. 
Although its dazzling pedestal be raised 
Amid the horrors of a limb-strewn field. 
With desolated dwellings smoking round. 
The man of ease, who, by his warm fire-side. 
To deeds of charitable intercourse 



And bare fulfilment of the common laws 

Of decency and prejudice, confines 

The struggling nature of his human heart. 

Is duped by their cold sophistry ; he sheds 

A passing tear perchance upon the wreck 

Of earthly peace, when near his dwelling's door 

The frightful waves are driven, — when his son 

Is murdered by the tyrant, or religion 

Drives his wife raving mad. But the poor man. 

Whose life is misery, and fear, and care ; 

Whom the mom wakens but to fruitless toil ; 

Who ever hears his &nushed offspring's scream. 

Whom Uieir pale mother's uncomplaining gaze 

For ever meets, and the proud rich man's eye 

Flashing command, and the heart-breaking scene 

Of thousands like himself ; he little heeds 

The rhetoric of tyranny, his hate 

Is quenchless as his wrongs, he laughs to scorn 

The vain and bitter n^ockery of words. 

Feeling the horror of the tyrant's deeds. 

And unrestrained but by the arm of power, 

That knows and dreads his enmity. 

The iron rod of penury still compels 

Her wretched slave to bow the knee to wealth, 

And poison, with unprofitable toil, 

A life too void of solace to confirm 

The very chains that bind him to his doom. 

Nature, impartial in munificence. 

Has gifted man with all-subduing will : 

Matter, with all its transitory slumes. 

Lies subjected and plastic at his feet. 

That, weak from bondage, tremble as they tread. 

How many a rustic Milton has passed by. 

Stifling the speechless longings of his heart. 

In unremitting drudgery and care ! 

How many a vulgar Cato has compelled 

His energies, no longer tameless then, 

To mould a pin, or fabricate a nail 1 

How many a Newton, to whose passive ken 

Those mighty spheres that gem infinity 

Were only specks of tinsel, fixed in heaven 

To light the midnights of his native town ! 

Yet every heart contains perfection's germ : 
The wisest of the sages of the earth, 
That ever from the stores of reason drew 
Science and truth, and virtue's dreadless tone. 
Were but a weak and inexperienced boy. 
Proud, sensual, unimpassioned, un imbued 
With pure desire and universal love. 
Compared to that high being, of cloudless brain. 
Untainted passion, elevated will. 
Which death (who even would linger long in awe 
Within his noble presence, and beneath 
His changeless eye-beam), might alone subdue. 
Him, every slave now dragging through the filth 
Of some corrupted city his sad life. 
Pining with famine, swoln with luxury. 
Blunting the keenness of his spiritual sense 
With narrow schemings and unworthy cares. 
Or madly rushing through all violent crime. 
To move the deep stagnation of his soul,— 
Might imitate and equal. 

But mean lust 
Has bound its chains so tight about the earth, 
That all within it but the virtuous man 
Is venal : gold or fame will surely reach 
The price prefixed by selfishness, to all 
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Bat him of resolute and unchanging will ; 

Whom, nor the plaudits of a servile crowd, • 

Nor the rile joys of tainting luxury. 

Can bribe to yield his elevated soul 

To tyranny or falsehood, though they wield 

With blood-red hand the sceptre of the world. 

All things are sold : the very light of heaven 

Is venal ; earth's unsparing gifts of love. 

The smallest and most despicable things 

That lurk in the abysses of the deep. 

All objects of our life, even Ufe itself. 

And the poor pittance which the laws allow 

Of liberty, the fellowship of man, 

Those duties which his heart of human love 

Should urge him to perform instinctively. 

Are bought and sold as in a public mart 

Of undisguising selfishness, that sets 

On each its price, the stamp-mark of her reign. 

Even love is sold ; the solace of all woe 

Is turned to deadliest agony, old age 

Shivers in selfish beauty's loathing arms, 

And youth's corrupted impulses prepare 

A life of horror from the blighting bane 

Of commerce : whilst the pestilence that springs 

From unenjoving sensualism, has filled 

All human life with hydra-headed woes. 

Falsehood demands but gold to pay the pangs 
Of outraged conscience ; for the slavish priest 
Sets no great value on his hireling faith : 
A little passing pomp, some servUe souls. 
Whom cowardice itself might safely chain. 
Or the spare mite of avarice could bribe 
To deck the triumph of their Unguid zeal. 
Can make him minister to tyranny. 
More darinff crime requires a loftier meed : 
Without a shudder the slave-soldier lends 
His arm to murderous deeds, and steels his heart, 
When the dread eloquence of dying men. 
Low mingling on the lonely field of fame, 
Aasaib that nature whose applause he sells 
For the gross blessings of the patriot mob, 
For the vile gratitude of heartless kings. 
And for a cold world's good word, — viler still ! 

There is a nobler glory which survives 
Until our being fades, and, solacins 
All human care, accompanies its change ; 
Deserts not virtue in the dungeon's gloom. 
And, in the precincts of the palace, guides 
Its footsteps through that labyrinth of crime ; 
Imbues his lineaments with dauntlessness, 
Even when, from power's avenging hand, he takes 
Its sweetest, last and noblest title— death ; 
— ^The consciousness of good, which neither gold. 
Nor sordid fame, nor hope of heavenly bliss. 
Can purchase ; but a life of resolute good. 
Unalterable will, quenchless desire 
Of universal happiness, the heart 
That beats with it in imison, the brain. 
Whose ever-wakeful wisdom toils to change 
Reason's rich stores for its eternal weal. 

This commerce of sincerest virtue needs 
No mediative signs of selfishness. 
No jealous intercourse of wretched gain. 
No balancings of prudence, cold and long ; 
In just and equal measure all is weighed. 
One scale oontains the sum of human weal. 
And one, the good man's heart. 



How vainly seek 
The selfish for that happiness denied 
To aught but virtue 1 Blind and hardened, they 
Who hope for peace amid the storms of care. 
Who covet power they know not how to use. 
And sigh for pleasure they refuse to give : — 
Madly they frustrate still their own designs ; 
And, where they hope that quiet to enjoy 
Which virtue pictures, bitterness of soul. 
Pining regrets, and vain repentances. 
Disease, disgust, and lassitude, pervade 
Their valueless and miserable lives. 

But hoary -headed selfishness has felt 

Its death-blow, and is tottering to the grave : 

A brighter mom awaits the human day. 

When every transfer of earth's natural gifts 

Shall be a commerce of good words and works ; 

When poverty and wealth, the thirst of fame. 

The fear of infamy, disease and woe. 

War with its million horrors, and fierce hell, 

Shall live but in the memory of time. 

Who, like a penitent libertine shall start. 

Look back, and shudder at his younger years. 



Vl. 
All touch, all eye, all ear. 
The Spirit felt the Fairy's burning speech. 

O'er the thin texture of its frame. 
The varying periods painted, changing glows ; 

As on a summer even. 
When soul-enfolding music floats around, 
The stainless mirror of the lake 
Re-images the eastern gloom. 
Mingling convulsively its purple hues 
With sunset's burnished gold. 

Then thus the Spirit spoke : 
It is a wild and miserable world ! 
Thorny, and full of care. 
Which every fiend can make his prey at will. 
. O Fairy ! in the lapse of years, 
Is there no hope in store I 
Will yon vast suns roll on 
Interminably, still illuming 
The night of so many wretched souls. 
And see no hope for them ! 
Will not the universal Spirit e'er 
Revivify this withered limb of Heaven ! 

The Fairy calmly smiled 
In comfort, and a kindling gleam of hope 

Suffused the Spirit's Uneaments. 
Oh ! rest thee tranquil ; chase those fearful doubts, 
Which ne'er could rack an everlasting soul. 
That sees the chains which bind it to its doom. 
Yes ! crime and misery are in yonder earth. 

Falsehood, mistake, and lust ; 

But the eternal world 
Contains at once the evil and the cure. 
Some eminent in virtue shall start up. 

Even in perversest time : 
The truths of their pure lips, that never die. 
Shall bind the scorpion falsehood with a wreath 

Of ever-living flame, 
Until the monster sting itself to death. 

How sweet a scene will earth become 1 
Of purest spirits, a pure dwelling-plaoe. 




Symphonious with the planetary spheres ; 
When man, with changeless nature coalescing^ 
Will undertake regeneration's work. 
When its ungeniai poles no longer point 

To the red and haleful sun 

That faintly twinkles there. 

Spirit, on yonder earth. 
Falsehood now triumphs ; deadly power 
Has fixed its seal upon the lip of truth ! 

Madness and misery are there ! 
The happiest is most wretched ! Yet confide 
Until pure health-drops, from the cup of joy 
Fall like a dew of halm upon the world. 
Now, to the scene I show, in silence turn. 
And read the blood-stained charter of all woe, 
Which nature soon, with re-creating hand, 
Will blot in mercy from the book of earth. 
How bold the flight of passion's wandering wing. 
How swift the step of reason's firmer tread^ 
How calm and sweet the victories of life, 
How terrorless the triumph of the grave ! 
How powerless were the mightiest monarch's arm, 
Vain nis loud threat, and impotent his frewn ! 
How ludicrous the priest's dogmatic roar ! 
The weight of his exterminating curse 
How light ! and his affected charity, 
To suit the pressure of the changing times, 
What palpable deceit ! — but for thy aid. 
Religion ! but for thee, prolific fiend. 
Who peoplest earth with demons, hell with men. 
And heaven with slaves ! 

Thou taintest all thou look'st upon ! — ^the stars. 
Which en thy cradle beamed so brightly sweet. 
Were gods to the distempered playfulness 
Of thy untutored inf&ncy : the trees. 
The grass, the clouds, the mountains, and the sea. 
All living things that walk, swim, creep, or fly, 
Were gods : the sun had homage, and the moon 
Her worshipper. Then thou becamest a boy. 
More daring in thy frenzies : every shape. 
Monstrous or vast, or beautifully wild. 
Which from sensation's relics, &ncy culls ; 
The spirits of the air, the shuddering ghost, 
The genii of the elements, the powers 
That give a shape to nature's varied works, 
Had life and place in the corrupt belief 
Of thy blind heart : yet still thy youthful hands 
Were pure of human blood. Then manhood gave 
Its strength and ardour to thy frenzied brain ; 
Thine eager gaze scanned the stupendous scene. 
Whose wonders mocked the knowledge of thy pride: 
Their everlasting and unchanging laws 
Reproached thine ignorance. Awhile thou stoodst 
Bafiled and gloomy ; then thou didst sum up 
The elements of all that thou didst know ; 
Tlie changing seasons, winter's leafless reign. 
The budduig of the heaven-breathing trees. 
The eternal orbs that beautify the mght. 
The sun-rise, and the setting of the moon, 
Earthquakes and wars, and poisons and disease. 
And all their causes, to an abstract point 
Converging, thou didst bend, and call'd it God ! 
The self-sufficing, the omnipotent. 
The merciful, and the avenging God ! 
Who, prototype of human misrule, sits 
High in heaven's realm, upon a golden throne. 
Even like an earthly king ; and ^ose dread work, 
Hell, gapos for ever for the unhappy slaves 



Of fate, whom he created in his sport, 

To triumph in their torments when they fell ! 

Earth heard thename ; earth trembled,a8thesmoke 

Of his revenge ascended up to heaven, 

Blotting the constellations ; and the cries 

Of millions butcher'd in sweet confidence 

And unsuspecting peace, even when the bonds 

Of safety were confirmed by wordy oa^ 

Sworn in his dreadful name, rung tnrough the land ; 

Whilst innocent babes writhed on thy stubborn 

spear. 
And thou didst laugh to hear the mother's shridL 
Of maniac gladness as the sacred steel 
Felt cold in her torn entrails ! 

Religion ! thou wert then in manhood's prime : 

But age crept on : one God would not suffice 

For senile puerility ; thou framedst 

A tale to suit thy dotage, and to glut 

Thy misery-thirsting soul, that the mad fiend 

Thy wickedness had pictured, might afford 

A plea for sating the unnatunJ thirst 

For murder, rapine, violence, and crime, 

That still consumed thy being, even when [light 

Thou heardst the step of fate ;— that flames might 

Thy funeral scene, and the shrill horrent shrieks 

Of parents dying on the pile that bum'd 

To light their children to thy paths, the roar 

Of the encircling flames, the exulting cries 

Of thine apostles, loud commingling there, 

Might sate thy hungry ear 

Even on the bed of death I 

But now contempt la mocking thy grey hairs ; 
Thou art descending to the &rksome grave, 
Unhonoured and unpitied, but by those 
Whose pride is passing by like mine, and sheds. 
Like thme, a glare that fades before the sun 
Of truth, and shines but in the dreadful night 
That long has lowered above the ruined world. 

Throughout these infinite orbs of mingling light. 

Of which yon earth is one, is wide dif^ised* 

A spirit of activity and life. 

That knows no term, cessation, or decay ; 

That fades not when the lamp of earthly life. 

Extinguished in the dampness of the grave. 

Awhile there slumbers, more than when the babe 

In the dim newness of its being feels 

The impulses of sublunary things, 

And all is wonder to unpractised sense : 

But, active, stedfast, and eternal, still 

Guides the fierce whirlwind, in the tempest roars. 

Cheers in the day, breathes in the balmy groves. 

Strengthens in health, and poisons in disease ; 

And in the storm of change, that ceaselessly 

Rolls round the eternal universe, and shakes 

Its undecaying battlement, presides. 

Apportioning with irresistible law 

The place each spring of its machine shall fill ; 

So that, when waves on waves tumultuous heap 

Confusion to the clouds, and fiercely driven 

Heaven's lightnings scorch the uprooted ocean 

Whilst, to the eye of shipwrecked mariner, [fords. 

Lone sitting on the bare and shuddering rock. 

All seems unlinked contingency and chance : 

No atom of this turbulence fulfils 

A vague and unncccssitatcd task, 

Or acts but as it must and ought to act. 

Even the minutest molecule of light. 
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That in an April sunbeam's fleeting glow 
Fulfils its destined, though invisible work, 
The universal Spirit guides ; nor less 
When merciless ambition, or mad zeal, 
Has led two hosts of dupes to battle-field. 
That, blind, they there may dig each other's graves 
And call the sad work glory, does it rule 
All passions : not a thought, a will, an act, 
No working of tiie tyrant's moody mind, 
Nor one misgiving of the slaves who boast 
Their servitude, to hide the shame they feel. 
Nor the events enchaining every will, 
That from the depths of unrecorded time 
Have drawn all-influencing virtue, pass 
Unrecc^ised or unforeseen by thee, 
Soul of the Universe ! eternal spring 
Of life and death, of happiness and woe. 
Of all that chequers the phantasmal scene 
That floats before our eyes in wavering light. 
Which gleams but on the darkness of our prison^ 

Whose chains and massy walls 

We feel but cannot see. 

Spiiit of Nature ! all-sufficing Power. 
ttecemitj I thou mother of the world ! 
Unlike the Grod of human error, thou 
Requirest no prayers or praises ; the caprice 
Of man's weak will belongs no more to thee 
Than do the changeful passions of his breast 
To thy unvarying narmony : the slave. 
Whose horrible lusts spread misery o'er the world. 
And the good man, who lifts, with virtuous pride. 
His being, in the sight of happiness. 
That springs from his own works ; the poison-tree. 
Beneath whose shade all life is withered up. 
And the fair uak, whose leafy dome afibrds 
A temple where the vows of happy love 
Are register'd, are equal in thy sight : 
No love, no hate thou cherishest ; revenge 
And favountism, and worst desire of fame, 
Thou knowest not : all that the wide world contains 
Are but thy passive instruments, and thou 
Regard'st diem all with an impartial eye 
Whose joy or pain thy nature cannot feel, 

Because thou hast not human sense. 

Because thou art not human mind. 

Yes ! when the sweeping storm of time 
Has sung its death-dirge o^r the ruined fanes 
And broken altars of the almighty fiend 
Whose name usurps thy honours, and the blood 
Through centuries clotted there, has floated down 
The tainted flood of a^, shalt thou live 
Unchangeable I A shnne is raised to thee. 

Which, nor the tempest breath of time. 

Nor the interminable flood. 

Over earth's slight pageant rolling, 
Availeth to destroy, — 
The sensitive extension of the world. 

That wondrous and eternal fane, 
Where pain and pleasure, good and evil join. 
To do the will of strong necessity. 

And life in multitudinous shapes, 
Stin pressing forward where no term can be. 

Like hungiT and unresting flame 
Carls round the eternal columns of its strength. 



vn. 

BPnUT. 

I WAS an infant when my mother went 

To see an atheist burned. She took me there : 

The dark-robed priests were met around the pile ; 

The multitude was gazing silently ; 

And as the culprit passed with dauntless mien. 

Tempered disdain in his unaltering eye. 

Mixed with a quiet smile, shone calmly forth : 

The thirsty fire crept round his manly limbs ; 

His resolute eyes were scorched to blindness soon ; 

His death-pang rent my heart ! the insensate mob 

Uttered a cry of triumph, and I wept 

Weep not, child ! cried my mother, for that man 

Has said. There is no God. 

FAIRY. 

There is no Grod ! 
Nature confirms the faith his death-groan seal'd : 
Let heaven and earth, let man's revolving race, 
His ceaseless generations, tell their tale ; 
Let every part depending on the chain 
That links it to the whole, point to the hand 
That grasps its term ! Let every seed that falls. 
In silent eloquence unfold its store 
Of argument : infinity within. 
Infinity witnout, belie creation ; 
The cxterminable spirit it contains 
Is nature's only Gk>d ; but human pride 
Is skilful to invent most serious names 
To hide its ignorance. 

The name of God 
Has fenced about all crime with holiness. 
Himself the creature of his worshippers. 
Whose names and attributes and passions change, 
Seeva, Buddh, Fob, Jehovah, God, or Lord, 
Even with the human dupes who build his shrines. 
Still serving o'er the war-polluted world 
For desolation's wateh-word ; whether hosts 
Stain his death-blusliing chariot wheels, as on 
Triumphantly they roll, whilst Brahmins raise 
A saci^ hymn tu mingle with the groans ; 
Or countless partners of his power divide 
His tjTanny to weakness ; or the smoke. 
Of burning towns, the cries of female helplessness. 
Unarmed old age, and youth, and infancy, 
Horribly massacred, ascend to heaven 
In honour of his name ; or, last and worst, 
flarth groans beneath religion's iron age. 
And priests dare babble of a God of peace. 
Even whilst their hands are red with guiltless blood. 
Murdering the while, uprooting every germ 
Of truth, exterminating, spoiling all. 
Making the earth a slaughter-house ! 

Spirit I through the sense 
By which thy inner nature was apprised 
Of outward shows vague dreams have roU'd, 
And varied reminiscences have waked 

Tablets that never fade ; 
All things have been imprinted there. 
The stars, the sea, the earth, the sky. 
Even the unshapeliest lineaments 
Of wild and fleeting visions 

Have left a record there 

To testify of earth. 

These are my empire, for to me is given 
The wonders of the human world to keep. 
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And fancy's thin creations to endow 
With manner, being, and reality ; 
Therefore a wondrous phantom, ft^m the dreams 
Of human error's dense and purblind Duth, 
I will evoke, to meet thy questioning. 
Ahasuerus, rise ! 

A strange and woe-worn wight 
Arose beside the battlement. 

And stood nnmoving there. 
His inessential figure cast no shade 

Upon the golden floor ; 
His port and mien bore mark of many years, 
And chronicles of untold ancientness 
Were l^ble within his beamless eye : 

Yet his cheek bore the mark of youth ; 
Freshness and vigour knit his manly frame ; 
The wisdom of old age was mingled there 
With youth's primaeval dauntlessness ; 

And inexpressible woe, 
Chasten'd by fearless resignation, gave 
An awfiil grace to his all-speaking brow. 

SPIRIT. 

Is there a God ! 

AHASUBRU8. 

Is there a God !— ay, an almighty Grod, 
And vengeful as almighty ! Once his voice 
Was heard on earth : earth shudder 'd at the sound; 
The flery-visaged firmament express'd 
Abhorrence, and tlie grave of nature yawn'd 
To swallow all the dauntless and the good 
That dared to hurl defiance at his throne. 
Girt as it was with power. None but slaves 
Survived, — cold-blooded slaves, who did the work 
Of tyrannous omnipotence ; whose souls 
No honest indignation ever urged 
To elevated daring, to one deed 
Which gross and sensual self did not pollute. 
These slaves built temples for the omnipotent fiend, 
Gorgeous and vast : the costly altars smoked 
With human blood, and hideous peeans rung 
Through all the long-drawn aisles. A dlurderer 

heard 
His voice in Egypt, one whose gifts and arts 
Had raised him to his eminence in power. 
Accomplice of omnipotence in crime. 
And confidant of the all-knowing one. 
These were Jehovah's words. 

From an eternity of idleness 
I, God, awoke ; in seven days' toil made earth 
From nothing ; rested, and created man : 
I placed him in a paradise, and there 
Planted the tree of evil, so that he 
Might eat and perish, and my soul procure 
Wherewith to sate its malice, and to turn. 
Even like a heartless conqueror of the earth, 
All misery to my fame. The race of men 
Chosen to my honour, with impunity 
May sate the lusts I planted in their heart 
Here I command thee hence to lead them on. 
Until, with harden'd feet, their conquering troops 
Wade on the promised soil through woman s blood, 
And make my name be dreaded through the land. 
Yet ever-burning flame and ceaseless woe 
Shall be the doom of their eternal souls. 
With every soul on this ungrateful earth, 
Virtuous or vicious, weak or strong, — even all 



Shall perish, to fulfil the blind revenge 
(Whidi yon, to men, call justice) of their God. 

The murderer's brow 
Quiver'd with horror. 

God omnipotent. 
Is there no mercy ! must our punishment 
Be endless ! will long ages roll away. 
And see no term ! Oh I wherefore hast thou made 
In mockery and wrath this evil earth ! 
Mercy becomes the powerful — ^be but just : 

God ! repent and save. 

One way remains : 

1 will beget a son, and he shall bear 
The sins of all the world ; he shall arise 
In an unnoticed comer of the earth. 

And there shall die upon a cross, and purge 
The universal crime ; so that the few 
On whom my grace descends, those who are mark'd 
As vessels to the honour of their Grod, 
May credit this strange sacrifice, and save 
Their souls alive : millions shall live and die. 
Who ne'er shall call upon their Saviour's name, 
But, unredeemed, go to the gaping grave. 
Thousands shall deem it an old woman's tale. 
Such as the nurses frighten babes withal : 
These in a gulf of anguish and of flame 
Shall curse their reprobation endlessly. 
Yet tenfold pangs shall force them to avow, 
Ev^i on their beds of torment, where they .howl. 
My honour, and the justice of their doom. 
What then avail their virtuous deeds, their thoii|^tB 
Of purity, with radiant genius bright. 
Or lit with human reason's earthly ray ! 
Manv are called, but few will I elect. 
Do thou my bidding, Moses I 

Even the murderer's cheek 
Was blanched with horror, and his quivering lips 
Scarce faintly uttered— almighty one, 
I tremble and obey ! 

Spirit ! centuries have set their seal 

On this heart of many wounds, and loaded brain. 

Since the Incarnate came : humbly he came, 

Veiling his horrible Godhead in the shape 

Of man, scorned by the world, his name unheard. 

Save by the rabble of his native town. 

Even as a parish demagogue. He led 

The crowd ; he taught them justice, truth, and 

peace. 
In semblance ; but he lit within their souls 
The quenchless flames of zeal, and blest the sword 
He brought on earth to satiate with the blood 
Of truth and freedom his malignant soul. 
At length his mortal frame was led to death. 

1 stood beside him : on the torturing cross 
No pain assailed his unterrestrial sense ; 
And yet he groaned. Indignantly I summed 
The massacres and miseries which his name 
Had sanctioned in my country, and I cried. 
Go ! go ! in mockery. 

A smile of godlike malice reillumed 
His fading Uneaments. — I go, he cried. 
But thou shalt wander o'er tlie unquiet earth 

Eternally. The dampness of the grave 

Bathed my imperishable front. I fell. 
And long lay tranced upon the charmM soil. 
When I awoke hell burned within my brain, 
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Which staggered on its seat ; for all around 
The mouldering relics of roy kindred lay, 
Even as the Almighty's ire arrested them, 
And in their various attitudes of death 
My murdered children's mute and eyeless sculls 
Glared ghastly upon me. 

But my soul, 
From sight and sense of the polluting woe 
Of tyranny, had long learned to prefer 
Hell's freedom to the servitude of heaven. 
Therefore I rose, and dauntlessly began 
My lonely and unending pilgrimage. 
Resolved to wage unweariable war 
With my almighty tyrant, and to hurl 
Defiance at his impotence to harm 
Beyond the curse I bore. The very hand 
That barred my passage to the peaceful grave 
Has crushed the earth to misery, and given 
Its empire to the chosen of his slaves. 
These have I seen, even from the earliest dawn 
Of weak, unstable, and precarious power ; 
Then preaching peace, as now they practise war. 
So, when they turned but from the massacre 
Of unoffending infidels, to quench 
Their thirst for ruin in the very blood 
That flowed in their own veins, and pitiless zeal 
Froze every human feeling, as the wife 
Sheathed in her husband's heart the sacred steel, 
Even whilst its hopes were dreaming of her love ; 
And friends to finends, brothers to brothers stood 
Opposed in bloodiest battle-field, and war. 
Scarce satiable by fate's last death-draught waged. 
Drunk from the wine-press of the Almighty's wrath ; 
Whilst the red cross, in mockery of peace, 
Pointed to victory ! When the fray was done. 
No remnant of the exterminated faith 
Survived to tell its ruin, but the flesh. 
With putrid smoke poisoning the atmosphere. 
That rotted on the half-«xtinguished pile. 

Yes ! I have seen Grod's worshippers unsheath 
The sword of his revenge, when grace descended, 
Conflrming all unnatural impulses. 
To sanctify their desolating deeds ; 
And frantic priests waved the ill-omened cross 
O'er the unhappy earth : then shone the sun 
On showers of gore from the upflaahing steel 
Of safe assassination, and all crime 
Made stingless by the spurits of the Lord, 
And blood-red rainbows canopied the land. 

Soirit! no year of my eventful being 

Has passed unstained by crime and misery. 

Which flows frx>m God's own faith.' I've nuirked 

his slaves. 
With tongues whose lies are venomous, beguile 
The insensate mob, and, whilst one hand was red 
With murder, feign to stretch the other out 
For brotherhood and peace ; and, that they now 
Babble of love and mercy, whilst their deeds 
Are marked with all the narrowness and crime 
That freedom's young arm dares not yet chastise, 
Reason may cUim our gratitude, who now, 
Establishing the imperishable throne 
Of truth, and stubborn virtue, maketh vain 
The unprevaUing malice of my foe, 
Whose bootless rage heaps torments for the brave, 
Adds impotent eternities to pain, 
Whilst ke«iest disappointment racks his breast 



To see the smiles of peace around them play, 
To friutrate or to sanctify their doom. 

Thus have I stood, — through a wild waste of years 
Struggling with whirlwinds of mad agony. 
Yet peaceful, and serene, and self-enshrined. 
Mocking my powerless tyrant's horrible* curse 
With stubborn and unalterable will. 
Even as a giant oak, which heaven's fierce flame 
Had scathed in the wilderness, to stand 
A monument of fadeless ruin fhere ; 
Yet peacefully and movelessly it braves 
The midnight conflict of the wintry storm, 
As in the sun-light's calm it spreads 
Its worn and withered arms on high 
To meet the quiet of a summer's noon. 

■ 

The Fairy waved her wand : 
Ahasuerus fled 
Fast as the shapes of mingled shade and mist. 
That lurk in the glens of a twilight grove, 
Flee from the morning beam : 
The matter of which dreams are made 
Not more endowed with actual life 
Than this phantasmal portraiture 
Of wandering human thought. 



vm. 

The present and the past thou hast beheld : 
It was a desolate sight. Now Spirit, learn. 

The secrets of the future. — Time I 
Unfold the brooding pinion of thy gloom. 
Render thou up thy half-devoured babes, 
And from the cradles of eternity. 
Where millions lie lulled to theur portioned sleep 
By the deep murmuring stream of passing things, 
Tear thou that gloomy shroud. — Spirit, behold 
Thy glorious destiny ! 

Joy to the Spirit came. 
Through the wide rent in Time's eternal veil, 
Hope was seen beaming through the mists of fear : 

Earth was no longer hell ; 

Love, freedom, health, had given 
Their ripeness to the manhood of its prime. 

And all its pulses beat 
Symphonious to the planetary spheres : 

Then dulcet music swelled 
Concordant with the life-strings of the soul; 
It throbbed in sweet and languid beatings there. 
Catching new life from transitory death. — 
Like the vague sighings of a wind at even. 
That wakes the wavelets of the slumbering sea. 
And dies on the creation of its breath. 
And sinks and rises, fails and swells by fits : 
Was the pure stream of feeling 
That sprang from these sweet notes. 
And o'er the Spirit's human sympathies 
With mild and gentle motion calmly flowed. 

Joy to the Spirit came, — 
Such joy as when a lover sees 
The chosen of his soul in liappiness, 

And witnesses her peace 
Whose woe to him were bitterer than death ; 

Sees her unfaded cheek 
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Glow numtling in first luxury of health, 
ThrUls with her lovely eyes. 

Which like two stan amid the hearing main 
Sparkle through liquid bliss. 

I Then in her triumph spoke the Fairy Queen : 

! I will not call the ghost of ages zone 
To unfold the frightful secrets of its lore ; 

The present now is past. 
And those events that desolate the earth 
Have faded from the memory of Time, 
Who dares not give reality to that 
Whose being I annul. To me is given 
The wonders of the human world to keep, 
Space, matter, time, and mind. Futurity 
Exposes now its treasure ; let the sight 
Renew and strengthen all thy failing hope. 
O human Spirit ! spur thee to the goal 
Where virtue fixes universal peace. 
And, 'midst the ebb and flow of human things. 
Show somewhat stable, somewhat certain still, 
A light-house o'er the wild of dreary waves. 

The habitable earth is full of bliss ; 

Those wastes of frozen billows that were hurled 

By everlasting snow-storms round the poles. 

Where matter dared not vegetate nor live. 

But ceaseless frost round the vast solitude 

Bound its broad zone of stillness, are unloosed ; 

And fragrant zeph}TS there from spicy isles 

RufHe the placid ocean-deep, that rolls 

Its broad, bright surges to the sloping sand. 

Whose roar is wakened into echoings sweet 

To murmur through the heaven-breathing groves. 

And melodize with man's blest nature there. 

Those deserts of immeasurable sand, 
Whose age-collected fervours scarce allowed 
A bird to live, a blade of grass to spring, 
Where the shrill chirp of the green lizu^'s love 
Broke on the sultry silentncss alone. 
Now teem with countless rills and shady woods. 
Corn-fields and pastures and white cottages ; 
And where the startled wilderness beheld 
A savage conqueror stained in kindred blood, 
A tigress sating with the flesh of lambs 
The unnatural famine of her toothless cubs. 
While shoutsuid bowlings through the desert rang ; 
Sloping and smootli the daisy-spangled laiitu. 
Offering sweet incense to the sun-rise, smiles 
To see a babe before his mother's door. 

Sharing his morning's meal 
With the green and golden basilisk 

That comes to lick his feet. 

Those trackless deeps, where many a weary sail 

Has seen above the illimitable plain, 

Morning on night, and night on morning rise, 

Whilst still no land to greet the wanderer spread 

Its shadowy mountains on the sun-bright sea, 

Where the loud roarings of the tempest-waves 

So long have mingled with the gusty wind 

In melancholy loneliness, and swept 

The desert of those ocean solitudes, 

But vocal to the sea-binrs harrowing shriek, 

The bellowing monster, and the rushing storm ; 

Now to the sweet and many mingling sounds 

Of kindliest human impulses respond. 

Those lonely realms bright garden-isles begem. 

With lightsome clouds and shining seas between. 



And fertile yalleys, resonant with bUaSy 
Whilst green woods overeanopy the wave. 
Which like a toil-worn labourer leaps to diore. 
To meet the kisses of the fiowrets thei«. 

All things are recreated, and the flame 
Of consentaneous love inspires all life : 
The fertile bosom of the earth gives sack 
To myriads, who still grow beneath her care, 
Rewsirding her with their pure perfectness : 
The balmy breathings of the wind inhale 
Her virtues, and diffuse them all abroad : 
Health floats amid the gentle atmoq>here, 
GloD^-s in the fruits, and manUes on the stream : 
No storms deform the beaming brow of heaven. 
Nor scatter in the freshness of its pride 
The foliage of the ever- verdant trees ; 
But fruits are ever ripe, flowers ever lair. 
And autumn proudly be&rs her matron ^raoe. 
Kindling a flush on the fair cheek of spnng. 
Whose virgin bloom beneath the ruddy fruit 
Reflects its tint, and blushes into love. 

The lion now forgets to thirst for blood : 
There might you see him sporting in the son 
Beside the di^adless kid ; his claws are sheathed. 
His teeth are harmless, custom's force has made 
His nature as the nature of a lamb. 
Like passion's fruit, the nightshade's tempting bane 
Poisons no more the pleasure it bestows : 
All bitterness is past ; the cup of joy 
Unminglcd mantles to the goblet's brim. 
And courts the thirsty lips it fled before. 

But chief, ambiguous man, he that can know 

More misery, and dream more joy than all ; 

Whose keen sensations thrill within his br«UBt 

To mingle with a loftier instinct there. 

Lending their power to pleasure and to pain. 

Yet raising, sharpening, and refining each ; 

Who stands amid the ever-varying world. 

The burthen or the glory of the earth ; 

He chief perceives the change ; his being notes 

The gradual renovation, and defines 

Each movement of its progress on his mind. 

Man, where the gloom of the long polar night 
Lowers o'er the snow-clad rocks and frozen soil. 
Where scarce the hardiest herb tliat braves the frost 
Basks in the moonlight*s ineffectual glow. 
Shrank with the plants,and darkened with thenight; 
His chilled and narrow energies, his heart, 
Insensible to couragc», truth, or love. 
His stunted stature and imbecile frame. 
Marked him for some abortion of the earth. 
Fit compeer of the bears that roamed around, 
Whose habits and enjoyments were his own : 
His life a feverish dream of stagnant woe, 
Whose meagre wants, but scantily fulfilled. 
Apprised him ever of the joyless length 
Which his short being's wretchedness had reached; 
His death a pang which famine, cold, and toil, 
Long on the mind, whilst yet the vital spark 
Clung to the bodv stubbornly, had brought : 
All was inflicted here that earth's revenge 
Could wreak on the infringers of her law ; 
One curse alone was spared — the name of God. 

Nor, where the tropics bound the realms of day 
With a broad belt of mingling cloud and flame, 
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lue mists through the unmoving atmosphere 
d the seeds of pestilence, a'.id fed 
td vegetation, where the land 
with all earthquake, tempest, and disease, 
n a nobler beinc ; slavery 
ished him to his comitry's blood-stained 
list; 

as bartered for the fame of power, 
all internal impulses destroying, 
luman will an article of trade ; 
as changed with Christians for their gold, 
kgged to distant isles, where to the sound 
lesh-mangling scourge, he does the work 
>lluting luxury and wealth, 
loubly visits on the tyrants' heads 
^-protracted fulness of their woe ; 
as led to legal butchery, 
to worms beneath that burning sun 
dngs first leagued against the rights of men, 
ests first traded wiUi the name of God. 

here the milder zone afforded man 
ing shelter, yet contagion there. 
Iff his being with unnumbered ills, 
like a quenchless fire ; nor truth till late 
to arrest its progress, or create 
ace which first in bloodless victory waved 
»wy standard o*er this favoured clime : 
lan was long the train-bearer of slaves, 
nic of surrounding misery, 
kal of ambition's lion-rage, 
odhound of religion's hungry zeal. 

>w the human being stands adorning 
^eliest earth with taintless body and mind ; 
om his birth with all bland impulses, 

Bently in his noble bosom wake 
y passions and all pure desires, 
ill from hope to hope the bliss pursuing, 
from the exhaustless store of human weal 
m the virtuous mind) the thoughts that rise 
-destroying infiniteness, gift 
ilf-enshrined eternity, that mocks 
prevailing hoariness of age, 
ill, once fleeting o'er the transient scene 
\ an unremembered vision, stands 
aU upon earth : no longer now 
s the lamb that looks him in the face, 
nribly devours his mangled flesh, 

still avenging nature's broken law, 
I all putrid humours in his frame, 

passions, and all vain belief, 
t despair, and loathing in his mind, 
rms of misery, death, disease, and crime. 
^ now the winged habitants, 

the woods their sweet lives sing away, 
>m the form of man ; but gather roun^ 
une their sunny feathers on the hands 
little children stretch in friendly sport 
b these dreadlcss partners of their play, 
igs are void of terror : man has lost 
rible prerogative, and stands 
lal amidst equals : happiness 
tence dawn, though late, upon the earth ; 
liecrs the mind, health renovates the frame ; 
f and pleasure cease to mingle here, 

and passion cease to combat there ; 

each unfettered o'er the earth extends 
lobdaing energies, and wields 
iptre of a vast dominion there ; 



Whilst every shape and mode of matter lends 
Its force to the omnipotence of mind. 
Which from its dark mine drags the gem of truth 
To decorate its paradise of peace. 



IX. 
O HAPPT Earth I reality of Heaven I 
To which those restless souls that ceaselessly 
Throng through the human universe, aspire ; 
Thou consummation of all mortal hope ! 
Thou glorious prize of blindly-working will I 
Whose rays, diffused throughout all space and time. 
Verge to one point and blend for ever there : 
Of purest spirits thou pure dwelling-place I 
Where care and sorrow, impotence and crime. 
Languor, disease, and ignorance, dare not come : 
O happy Earth, reality of Heaven ! 

Grenius has seen thee in her passionate dreams ; 
And dim forebodings of thy loveliness. 
Haunting the human heart, have there entwined 
Those rooted hopes of some sweet place of bliss. 
Where friends and lovers meet to part no more. 
Thou art the end of all desire and i^ill. 
The product of all action ; and the souls 
That by the paths of an aspiring change 
Have reached thy haven of perpetual peace. 
There rest from the etemitv of toil 
That framed the fabric of thy perfectness. 

Even Time, the conqueror, fled thee in his fear ; 
That hoary giant, who, in lonely pride. 
So long had ruled the world, that nations fell 
Beneath his silent footstep. P^Tamids, 
That for millenniums had withstood the tide 
Of human things, his storm-breath drove in sand 
Across that desert where their stones survived 
The name of him whose pride had heaped them 
Yon monarch, in his solitary pomp, [there. 

Was but the mushroom of a summer day. 
That his light-ringed footstep pressed to dust : 
Time was the king of earth : all things gave way 
Before him, but the fixed and virtuous will. 
The sacred sympathies of soul and sense. 
That mocked his fury and prepared his fSalL 

Yet slow and gradiml dawned the mom of love ; 
Long lay the clouds of darkness o'er the scene. 
Till from its native heaven they rolled away : 
First, crime triumphant o'er all hope careered 
Unblushmg, undisguisinff, bold and strong ; 
Whilst falsehood, tricked in virtue's attributes. 
Long sanctified all deeds of vice and woe, 
Till, done by her own venomous sting to death. 
She left the moral world without a law. 
No longer fettering passion's fearless wing. 
Then steadily the happy ferment worked ; 
Reason was free ; and wild though passion went 
Through tangled glens and wood-embosomed meads. 
Gathering a garland of the strangest flowers. 
Yet, like the bee returning to her queen. 
She bound the sweetest on her sister's brow. 
Who meek and sober, kissed the sportive child. 
No longer trembling at the broken rod. 

Mild was the slow necessity of death : 
The tranquil Spirit failed beneath its grasp. 
Without a groan, almost without a fear. 
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Calm as a voyager to some distant land, 

And full of wonder, full of hope as he. 

The deadly germs of languor and disease 

Died in the human frame, and purity 

Blest with all gifts her earthly worshippers. 

How vigorous then the athletic form of age I 

How clear its open and unwrinkled hrow ! 

Where neither avarice, cunning, pride, nor care. 

Had stamped the seal of grey deformity 

On all the mingling lineaments of time. 

How lovely the intrepid front of youth I 

Which meek-eyed courage decked with freshest 

Courage of soul, that dreaded not a name, [gi'ace ; 

And elevated will, that journeyed on 

Through lifers phantasmal scene in fearlessness. 

With virtue, love, and pleasure, hand in hand. 

Then, that sweet bondage which is freedom's self. 

And rivets with sensation's softest tie 

The kindred sympathies of human souls. 

Needed no fetters of t^Tannic law. 

Those delicate and timid impulses 

In nature's primal modesty arose. 

And with undoubting confidence disclosed 

The grownig longings of its dawning love, 

Unchecke<l by dull and selfish chastity. 

That virtue of the cheaply virtuous. 

Who pride themselves in senselessness and frost. 

No longer prostitution's venomed bane 

Poisoned the springs of happiness and life ; 

Woman and man, in confidence and love. 

Equal and free and pure, together trod 

The mountain-paths of virtue, which no more 

Were stained with blood from manya pilgrim*s feet. 

Then, where, through distant ages, long in pride 

The palace of the monarch-slave had mockcKl 

Famine's faint groan, and penury's silent tear, 

A heap of crumbling iniins stood, and threw 

Year after year their stones upon the field. 

Wakening a lonely echo ; and the leaves 

Of the old thorn, that on the topmost tower 

Usurped the royal ensign's grandeur, shook 

In the stern storm that swayed the topmost tower. 

And whispered strange tales in the whirlwind's ear. 

Low through the lone cathedral's rooHess aisles 

The melancholy wuids a death-dirge sung : 

It were a sight of awfulness to see 

The works of faith and slavery, ho vast. 

So sumptuous, yet so i)erishing withal ! 

Even as the corpse that rests beneath its wall. 

A thousand mourners deck the pomp of death 

To-day, the breathing marble glows above 

To dcKTorate its memorj', and tongues 

Are busy of its life : to-morrow, worms 

In silence and in darkness seize theii* prey. 

Within the massy prison's mouldering courts. 
Fearless and free the ruddy children played. 
Weaving gay chaplets for their innocent brows 
With the grt»en ivy and the red wall-flower. 
That mock the dungeon's unavailing gloom ; 
The ponderous chains, and gratings of strong iron. 
There rusted amid heaps of broken stone. 
That mingled slowly with their native earth : 
There the broad beam of day, wliich feebly once 
Lighted the cheek of liian captivity 
With a pale and sickly glare, tlien freely shone 
On the j)ure smiles of infant playfulness : 
No more the shuddering voice of hoarse despair 
Pealed tlirough the echoing vaults, but soothing notes 



Of ivy-fingered winds and gladsome birds 
And merriment were resonant around. 
Tliese ruins soon left not a wTeck behind : 
Their elements, wide scattered o'er the globe, 
To happier shapes were moulded, and became 
Ministrant to all blissful impulses : 
Thus human things were perfected, and earth. 
Even as a child beneath its mother's love. 
Was strengthened in all excellence, and grew 
Fairer and nobler with each passing year. 

Now Time his dusky pennons o'er the scene 
Closes in steadfast darkness, and the past 
Fades from our charmed sight. My task is done : 
Thy lore is learned. Earth's wonders are thine own, 
With all the fear and all the hope they bring. 
My spells are past : the present now recurs. 
Ah me ! a pathless wilderness remains 
Yet unsubdued by man's reclaiming hand. 

Yet, human Spirit ! bravely hold thy course. 
Let virtue teach thee firmly to pursue 
The gradual paths of an aspiring cliange : 
For birth and life and death, and that strange state 
Before the naked soul has found its home. 
All tend to perfect happiness, and urge 
The restless wheels of being on their way, 
Wliose flashing spokes, instinct with infinite life, 
Bicker and bum to gain their destined goal. 
For birth but wakes the spirit to tlie sense 
Of outward shows, whose unexperienced shape 
New modes of passion to its frame may lend ; 
Life is its state of action, and the store 
Of all events is aggregated there 
That variegate the eternal universe ; 
Death is a gate of dreariness and gloom. 
That leads to azure isles and beaming skies, 
And happy regions of eternal hope. 
Therefore, O Spirit ! fearlessly bear on : 
Though storms may break the primrose on its stalk. 
Though frosts may blight the freshness of its bloom. 
Yet spring's awakening breath will woo the earth. 
To feed with kindliest dews its favourite flower, 
■ That blooms in mossy banks and darksome glens. 
Lighting the greenwood with its sunny smile. 

Fear not then, Spirit, death's disrobing hand ; 
So welcome wlien the t}Tant is awake. 
So welcome when the bigot's hell-torch bums ; 
Tis but the voyage of a darksome hour, 
The transient gulf-dream of a startling sleep. 
Death is no foe to virtue : earth has seen 
Love's brightest roses on the scaffold bloom. 
Mingling with freedom's fadeless laurels there. 
And presaging the truth of visioned bliss. 
Are there not hopes within thee, which this scene 
Of linked and gradual being has confirmed ! 
Whose stingings bade thy heart look further still. 
When to the moonlight walk, by Henry led. 
Sweetly and sadly thou didst talk of death ! 
And wilt thou rudely tear them from thy breast. 
Listening supinely to a bigot's creed. 
Or tamely croucMng to the tyrant's rod. 
Whose iron thongs are red with human gore ! 
Never : but bravely bearing on, thy wiU 
Is destined an eternal war to wage 
With tyranny and falsehood, and uproot 
The germs of misery from the human heart. 
Thine is the hand whose piety would soothe 
The thorny pillow of unhappy crime. 
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Whose impotence an easy pardon gains. 
Watching its wanderings as a friend's disease : 
Thine is the brow whose mildness would defy 
Its fiercest rage, and brave its sternest will, 
When fenced by power and master of the world. 
Thou art sincere and good ; of resolute mind, 
Free from heart-withering custom's cold control. 
Of passion lofty, pure and unsubdued. 
Earth's pride and meanness could not vanquish 

thee. 
And therefore art thou worthy of the boon 
Which thou hast now received : virtue shall keep 
Thy footsteps in the path that thou hast trod. 
And many days of beaming hope shall bless 
Thy spotless life of sweet and sacred love. 
Go, happy one ! and give that bosom joy. 
Whose sleepless spirit waits to catch 
Light, life and rapture from thy smile. 

The Fairy waves her wand of charm. 
Speechless with bliss the Spirit mounts the car. 

That rolled beside the battlement. 
Bending her beamy eyes in thankfulness. 

Again the enchanted steeds were yoked. 

Again the burning wheels inflame 



The steep descent of heaven's untrodden way. 
Fast and far the chariot flew : 
The vast and flery globes that rolled 
Around the Fair>''s palace-gate 
Lessened by slow degrees, and soon appeared 
Such tiny twinklers as the planet orbs 
That there attendant on the solar power 
With borrowed light pursued their narrower way. 

Earth floated then below : 
The chariot paused a moment there ; 

The Spirit then descended : 
The restless coursers pawed the ungenial soil. 
Snuffed the gross air, and then, their errand done, 
Unfurled their pinions to the winds of heaven. 

The Body and the Soul united then ; 
A gentle start convulsed lanthe's frame : 
Her veiny eyelids quietly unclosed ; 
Moveless awhile the dark blue orbs remained : 
She looked around in wonder, and beheld 
Henry, who kneeled in silence by her couch. 
Watching her sleep with looks of speechless love, 
And the bright beaming stars 
That through the casement shone. 



NOTES. 



P. 3, col. 1, 1. 64. 



The iun't unclouded orb 
Bolted through the black concave. 

Brroiro our atmosphere the sun would appear a 
rajl^ orb of fire in the midst of a black concave. 
The equal diffution of its light on- earth is owing to 
the refraction of the rays by the atmosphere, and their 
reflection from other bodies. Light consists either of 
vibrations propagated through a subtle medium, or of 
Bumerous minute particles repelled in all directions 
from the luminous body. Its velocity greatly exceeds 
that of any substance with which we are acquainted : 
observations on the eclipses of Jupiter's satellites have 
demonstrated that light takes up no more than 8^ 7^' 
in paaaing fiom the sun to the earth, a distance of 
95,000,000 miles. — Some idea may be gained of the 
immense distance of the fixed stars, when it is computed 
that many yetn would elapse before light could reach 
this earth fVom the nearest of them ; yet in ^ne year 
Kf^t travels 5,422,400,000,000 miles, which is a dis. 
tance 5,707,600 times greater than that of tho sun 
firom the earth. 

P. 3, ooL 9, 1. 9. 

Whilst round the eharioCs wap 
Innuwterable tptteme rolled. 

The plurality of worlds, — the indefinite immensity 
of the universe, — is a most awfiil subject of contempla- 
tion. He who rightly feels its mystery and grandeur is 
in no danger of seduction from the falsehoods of religious 
systema, or of deifying the principle of the universe. It 
is impossible to believe that the Spirit that pervades 
this infinite machine begat a son upon the body of a 
Jewish woman, or is ani(ered at the con$«quences of 
that neoeadty which is a synonymo of itself. All that 
miscnble tde of the Devil, and Eve, and an Inter- 



cessor, with the childish mummeries of the God of 
the Jews, is irreconcilcable with the knowledge of the 
stai-s. Tlie works of his fingers have borne witness 
against him. 

The nearest of tho fixed stars is inconceivably 
distant from the earth, and they are probably propor- 
tionably distant from each other. By a calculation of 
the velocity of li)2ht, Syiius is supposed to he at least 
64,224,000,000,000 miles from the earth.* That 
which appears only like a thin and silvery cloud, 
streaking the heaven, is in efTect composed of innume. 
rable clusters of suns, each shining with its own light, 
and illuminating numbers of planets that revolve around 
them. Millions and millions of suns are ranged around 
us, all attended by innumerable worlds, yet calm, 
regular, and harmonious, all keeping the paths of im- 
mutable necessity. 

P. 9, col. 1, L 5. 

These are the hired bravos who d^end 
The tffranVs throne. 

To employ murder as a means of justice, is an idea 
which a man of an enlightened mind will not dwe!l 
upon with pleasure. To march forth in rank and file, 
and all the pomp of streamers and trumpets, for the 
purpose of shooting at our fellow-men as a mark ; to 
inflict upon them all the variety of wound and anguish ; 
to leave them weltering in their blood ; to wander over 
the field of desolation, and count the number of the 
dying and tho dead, — are employments which in thesis 
we may maintain to be necessary, hut which no good 
man will contemplate with gratulation and delight. A 
battle we suppose is won : — thus truth is established, 
thus the cause of justice is confirmed ! It surely 
requires no common sagacity to discern the connexion 

« Bee Nicholson's Encyclopedia, art. Light. 
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tbii iinincnw hHpnroiUaiiiinuid the uwr- 
uih or Ihe inunicDuice of juiticc. 
and miDistcn of itaU, tfae lul iiilbon of 
ailj, dt UDmalnUd in llieic olniiBl, wfailc 

lie m«t pun, penoni who have been Irepenned 
f riice, or vho ire drugged unnlUitigly (rom 
■ lo the field of beitle. A wUicr 






kJU thoH 



other men*! iniquities. Whilever may become of the 
ibetnel qimtion of the j'JdiiUblerFn of wu, it ■eemi 
impoauble that the tohUer ihaald not be ( depntved 
and unularal being. 

To Ihepc more terioiuand mamentoiu contidentiana 
it Dny be proper id ndd a rerollcetion oftlie lidicoloui- 

ii obedicDCB ; ■ Ktdier i>, of all dctcriplioni of Den, 
the moat complelel; i miicbino ; ^ct hit prnfntiDa 
inetlubly leBcbei bim unieihiDg of dogmatiim, iwiig- 
geriog, and ■cLf-coniequenn : he is like the pnppet of 
a ihow-DiBn, irhe, at the very tirne be ia maiie In 
Knii and awull, and display Iho moit tuckal atnt, we 

getlure, advance either to Ibe right or the left, but at 
be i* mnved by hi* exbilHtor,'— GorJifinV Enquirer, 
Euag F. 

I will here eubjoin a little ponn, to atrongly ei- 
pr»«Te of my ahborrenee of deipoliim and faiichoiid, 
thai 1 ftar leit it never again mny be depictured <a 
Tiridly. Til it opportunity itperhipi the only one I hat 
CTcr will occur of reecuing it from oblivion. 



Wbils 



FALSEHOOD AND VICE, 



irchi laughed upon their tbronei 
To bear a fnmiiiied nalion't groom. 
And hugged Ihc wealih wrung from Ibe woe 
Thai iDDkei ita eye. and vrini o'erflow,— 
TboH thnne), high built upon the heaps 
Of bones whent frmlicd fimine sleepi. 
Where tlavery widds her acour^ of iron. 
Red with mankind'! unheeded gore, 
And «v'i mad fiendi (he Keiie environ, 
Mingling w 



Uighn 






laebood te 



lappy la 



IB been inf Led by dea 



Lt! bled to beatow; 



goBJ. 



What bate I done?— I have torn the robo 
From baby Truth't unihettrrrd form, 
And round the desolated globo 
Borne aaTely the bewildering charm : 
My tyrant-ehivei to a dungeon-Hoor 

Haveb. 

And ilr 
Flowfr 



!• of fei 



Which ihii nnfailing dagger gi 
I dread ibat blaod ! — no more 
1> oun, though her eternal n 

Yet know, proud Vice, had I 
To Ihce the robe 1 stole from 
Thy shape of ugliuest and fea 



But sate 



to iheee baleful 1 



le the while 
utofbeave 

Hadit thou with all thine an csaayed 
One of thy gamci Ihen lo bave played. 
With all thine overweening boast, 
lod, I tell thee thou hadel )e 



irhorcfon 



end. 



Fraien 

In thil eold gravo benealh my leel 

Will our hopes, onr (can, and our lahonn, meet. 

1 brought my dangbter, nnjsioit, on eanh ; 
She smothered Ruaon'a babes in their birth; 
But duaded Iheir mother's eye severe, — 
So the crocodile slunk off slily in fear. 

And loosed her hloodboundi from the den 

They alarted from dreams of ilaoghtered men, 
And, by the light of her poison eye. 
Did her work o'er the wide caith ftightfutly; 
The dreadful slcnch of her torches* fliue. 
Fed with human fil, polluted the air : 
The cunei, the shrieks, Ibe eeaaelen cries 
Of Ibe manj miogling miseries, 
As on she tiod, ascended high 

Drotber, tcU what thou bast done. 

I have ertingoishcd the noon-day lun 
In the mmage-tmahe of battles wen ; 
Famine, morder, bell, and power. 
Were glutted in that glorious hour, 
Which searchlcti &ie hid stamped for me 
With the teal of her security.... 
For Ibe bloated wretch on yonder throne 
Commanded the bloody fisy to rise^ 
Like me, be joyed at Iho tUflod moan 

"" ' ' ' ct, wboM shme even him defiled. 



In. 

They thought ' 
Theii ■■ ■ 



a the tail, but 



IS theira, — hu 






le the deed I 



Ten thoumnd victims madly bleed. 
The]' dream that tyrinls goad them there 
With poisonous war to taiut the air : 
These Ijnntt, on Iheir beda of tbora, 
Swell wilb the ibonghte of mnrderoui hme. 
And wilb iheir gaina lo lift my name, 
Iteiilest Ihey plan from night to morn : 
I — I do all ; wilbaut my aid 
Thy daughter, Ihal rclenlleis maid. 
Could never o'er a death-bed urge 
The fury of bei venomcd KoiitsD. 

Btother, well !_the world it outs; 
And whether ibou or 1 lui%-e won, 
Tlie paalilence cipeelani lower* 
On all bcneith yon bluted lun. 
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Oar joys, our toils, our honours, meet 
Iq the milk. white and wormy winding-iheet ; 
A short-lived hope^ unoeaung care* 
Some heartless scraps of godly prayer, 
A moody curse, and a frenzied sleep 
Ere gapes the grave's unclosing deep, 
A tyrant*s dream, a coward's start. 
That ice that clings to a priestly hearty 
A judge's frown, a courtier's smile, 
Make the great whole for which we toil ; 
And, brother, whether thou or I 
Have done the work of misery. 
It little boots : thy toil and pain. 
Without my aid, were more than vain ; 
And but for thee I ne'er had sate 
The guardian of heaven's palace gate. 

P. 9, col. 2, 1. 27. 

Tktu do the gentrationt of the earth 
Go to the grave and issue from the toomb. 



M 



One generation passeth away and another gene, 
ration cometh, but the earth abideth for ever. The 
sun also ariseth and the sun goeth down, and hasteth 
to his place where he arose. The wind goeth toward 
the south, and tumeth about unto the north ; it whirleth 
about continually, and the wind retometh again ac- 
cording to his circuits. All the rivers run into the 
sea, yet the sea is not full ; unto the place whence the 
rivers come, thither shall they return again." — Eccle-. 
tiasteSf chap. i. 

P. 9. ooL 2» 1. 90. 

Even as the leaves 
Which the heenfrost-vnnd qfthe waning year 
Has scattered on the forest soil. 

OTif srcp ^^AAofy 7cyff^, roi^Sc icol dvUpctP, 

^^\\a rii iiiw r' &¥tfios x<>fuid*s X*^h C^a '^ ^ ^^fl 

T^\€66to<ra ^i§i' (apos 8* iwiyiyytrcu &pri. 

lAIAA. Z'. 1.146. 

P. 10, col. 1,1. 19. 

The mob {^peasants, nobles^ priests, and kings. 

Suave, marl magno turbantibus cquora ventis, 
E terra magnum alterius spectare laborcm : 
Non, quia vexari quemquam 'st Jocunda voluptas. 
Bed, quibus ipse mJalls careas, quia cemere suave 'st. 
Per campoe instructa, tua sine parte pericli, 
Saave etlaxn belli oertamina magna tueri : 
Bed nil duleius est, bene quam munita tenere, 
Edita doctrina saplentum templa serena; 
Deq>lcere unde queas alios, pasaimque videre 
Errare, atque viam palanteis quaerere vita ; 
Certare ingenio; contoidere nobilitate, 
Nocteia atque dies niti prantante laboro 
Ad snmmas emergere opes, rerumque potiri. 
O miseraa hominum ipenteis I O pectora caeca ! 

Lucret.lih. U. 

P. 10,001.1,1.55. 

And statesmen boast 
Of wealth I • 

There is no real wealth but the labonr of man. 
Were the mountains of gold and the valleys of silver, 
the world would not be oue grain of com the richer; 
no one comfort would be added to the human race. In 
consequence of our consideration for the>precious metals, 
one man is enabled to heap to himself luxuries at the 
expense of the necessaries of his neighbour ; a s;rstem 



admirably fitted to produce all the varieties of disease 
and crime, which never fail to characterise the two 
extremes of opulence and penury. A speculator takes 
pride to himself as the promoter of his country's pros- 
perity, who employs a number of hands in the manu- 
facture of articles avowedly destitute of use, or subser- 
vient only to the unhallowed cravings of luxury and 
ostentation. The nobleman who employs the peasants 
of his neighbourhood in building bis palaces, until 
**jam pauca aratro jugera^ regue moles reUnquent** 
flatters himself that ho has gained the title of a patriot 
by yielding to the impulses of vanity. The show and 
pomp of courts adduce the same apology for their con- 
tinuance ; and many a f@te has been given, many a 
woman has eclipsed her beauty by her dress, to benefit 
the labouring poor and to encourage trade. Who does 
not see that this is a remedy which aggravates, whilst 
it palliates, the countless diseases of society ? The 
poor are set to labour,— for what ? Not the food for 
which they famish : not the blankets for want of 
which their babes are frozen by the cold of their miser- 
able hovels : not those comforts of civilisation without 
which civilised man is far more miserable than the 
meanest savage ; oppressed as he is by all its insidious 
evils, within the daily and taunting prospect of its 
innumerable benefits assiduously exhibited before him : 
— no ; for the pride of power, for the miserable isola- 
tion of pride, for the false pleasures of the hundredth 
part of society. No greater evidence is afforded of the 
wide-extended and radical mistakes of civUised man 
than this (act : those arts which are essential to his 
very being are held in the greatest contempt ; employ- 
ments are lucrative in an inverse ratio to their useful- 
ness * : the jeweller, the toyman, the actor, gains fame 
and wealth by the exercise of bis useless and ridiculous 
art ; whilst the cultivator of the earth, he without 
whom society must cease to subsist, struggles through 
contempt and penury, and perishes by that famine 
which, but for his unceasing exertion, would annihilate 
the rest of mankind. 

I will not insult common sense by insisting on the 
doctrine of the natural equality of man. The question 
is not concerning it^ desirableness, but its practicabil- 
ity ; so fiir as it is practicable, it is desirable. That 
state of human society which approaches nearer to an 
equal partition of its benefits and evils should, cateris 
paribus, be preferred ; but so long as we conceive that 
a wanton expenditure of human labour, not for the 
necessities, not even for the luxuries, of the mass of 
society, but for the egotism and ostentation of a few 
of its members^ is defensible ou the ground of public 
justice, so long we neglect to approximate to the re- 
demption of the human race. 

Labour is required for physical, and leisure for moral 
improvement : from the former of these advantages 
the rich, and from the latter the poor, by the inevit- 
able conditions of their respective situations, are pre- 
cluded. A state which should combine the advantages 
of both would be subjected to the evils of neither. He 
that is deficient in firm health, or vigorous intellect, is 
but half a man ; hence it follows, that, to subject tho 
labouring classes to unnecessary labour, is wantonly to 
deprive them of any opportunities of intellectual im- 
provement : and that the rich are heaping up for their 
own mischief the disease, lassitude, and ennui, by which 
their existence is rendered an intolerable burden. 

English reformers exclaim against sinecures, — but 
the true pension list is the rent-roll of the landed pro- 

* See Rousseau, " De I'ln^galit^ parmi les Hommes," 
note 7* 
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prieton : wealth is a power usurped br the few, to 
compel the many to laboar for their beoeiit The 
laws which support this system derive their force firom 
the ignorance and credulity of its victims : they are 
the result of a conspiracy of the few sgainst the many, 
who are themselves obliged to purchase this pre-emi- 
nence by the \ofn of all real comfort. ^^ 

Tlio commodities that substantiallv contribute to 
the subsistence of tiie human species form a very short 
catalogue : they demand from us but a slender por- 
tion of industry. If these only were produced, and 
sufficiently produced, the species of man would be 
continued. If the labour necessarily required to pro- 
duce them were equitably divided among the poor, 
and, still more, if it were equitably divide<l among all, 
each man's share of labour would be light, and his 
portion of leisure would be ample. There was a time 
when this leisure would have been of small compara- 
tive value : it is to be hoped that the time will come 
when it will be applied to the most important purposes. 
Those hours, which are not required for the production 
of the necessaries of life, may be devoted to the culti- 
vation of the understanding, the enlargement of our 
stock of knowledge, the refinement of oiir taste, and 
thus open to us new and more exquisite sources of 
enjoyment. 

• •#•••• 

It was perhaps necessary that a period of monopoly 
and oppression should subsist, before a period of cul- 
tivated equality could subsist. Savages perhajis would 
never have been excited to the discoverv of truth and 
the invention of art, but by the narrow motives which 
such a period affords. But, surely, after the savage 
state has ceased, and men have set out in the glorious 
career of discovery and invention, monopoly and op- 
pression cannot be necessary to prevent them from 
returning to a state of barbarism. — Godwin* 8 En^ 
quirer. Essay II, See also Pol. Jus, book viii. 
chap. 11. 

It is a calculation of this admirable author, that all 
the conveniences of civili«ed life might be produced, 
if society would divide the labour equally among its 
members, by each individual being employed in labour 
two hours during the day. 

P. 10, col. 2, 1. 8. 

Or rclifjion 
Drives his tei/e ravtng mad. 

I am acquainted with a lady of considerable accom- 
plishments, and the mother of a numerous fumily, 
whom the Christian religion has goaded to incurable 
insanity. A parallel case is, I believe, within the 
experience of every physician. 

Nam jam sa^pe homines patriam, carosque parentcs 
Prodiderunt, vitarc Acheruaia tcmpla pctentes. 

Lucretius. 

P. 11, col. 1, 1. 19. 

Even love is sold. 

Not even the intercourse of the sexes is exempt 
from the dcstpotism of positive institution. I^aw pre- ' 

j tends even to govern the indisciplinable wanderings of 
passion, to put fetters on the clearest deductions of 

< reason, and, by appeals to the will, to subdue the 
involuntary affections of our nature. Love is inevit- 
ably consequent upon the perception of loveliness. Love j 
withers under constraint : its very ei^sence is liberty : ! 
it is compatible neither with obedience, jealousy, nor > 
fear : it is there most pure, perfect, and unlimited, | 



where its Totaries lire in coufidenoc, equality, and 
unreserve. 

How long then ought the sexual connexion to Iftit ? 
what law ought to specify the extent of the grievaneea 
which should limit its duration ? A husband and wife 
ought to continue so long united ■• they love eedi 
other : any law, which should bind them to cohabitation 
«for one moment after the decay of their affection, would \ 
be a most intolerable tyranny, and the most unworthy | 
of toleration. How odious a usurpation of the right ' 
of private judcrment should that law be considered 
which should make the ties of friendship indiseoluble, 
in s(Hte of the caprices, the inconstancy, the fislHbility, 
and capacity for improvement of the human mind P 
And by so much would the fettera of love be heavier 
and more unendurable than those of friendship, aa love 
is more vehement and capricious, more dependent on 
those delicate peculiarities of imagination, and lets 
capable of reduction to the ostenuble merits of the 
object. 

The state of society in which we exist ii a mixture 
of feudal savageness and imperfect civilisation. The 
narrow and unenlightened morality of the Christian 
religion is an aggra\'ation of these evils. It is not even 
until lately that mankind have admitted that happiness 
is the sole end of the science of ethics, as of all other 
sciences ; and that the fanatical idea of mortifying the 
flesh for the love of (rod has been discarded. I have 
heard, indeed, an ignorant collegian adduce, in favour 
of Christianity, its hostility to every worldly feeling !* 

But if happiness be the object of morality, of all 
human unions and disunions; if the worthiness of 
every action is to be estimated by the quantity of 
pleasurable sensation it is calculated to produce, then 
the connexion of the sexes is so long sacred as it con- 
tributes to the comfort of the parties, and is naturally 
di«'Solved when its evils are greater than its bcneSts. 
There is nothing immoral in this separation. Con- 
stancy has nothing virtuous in itself, independently of 
the pleasure it confere, and partakes of the temporising 
spirit of vice in proportion as it enduies tamely moral 
defects of magnitude in the object of its indiscreet 
choice. Love is free : to promise for ever to love the 
same woman, is not less absurd tlian to promise to 
believe the same creed : such a vow, in both cases, 
excludes us from all inquiry. The language of the 
votirist is this : The woman I now love may be in- 
finitely inferior to many others; the creed I now 
profess may be a mass of errora and absurdities ; but 
I exclude myself from all future information as to the 
amiability of the one and the truth of the other, Fe> 
solving blindly, and in spite of conviction, to adhere to 
them. Is this the language of delicacy and reason? 
Is tlie love of such a frigid heart of more worth tlian 
its belief? 

The present system of constraint does no more, in 
the majority of instances, than make hypocrites w 
open eneniies. Persons of delicacy and virtue, un- 
happily united to tliuM whom they find it impossible to 

* The fin»t CliriHtian emperor made a law by which 
seduction wat* punislieU with death : if the female pleaded 
her own consent, she aluo was punished with death ; if 
tlie parents endeavoured to screen the criminals, they 
were banished and their estates confiitcated ; the slaves 
wlio miffht be acccMiory wore burned alive, or forced 
to Hwallow melted lead. Tho very ofiVfpring of an illegal 
love were involved in the consequences of the sentence." 
Qihhon't Dffline and Fall, ^r.. vol. ii. page 210. See also, 
for the hatred of the primitive Christians to love, and < 
lUAfriage, pago369. 
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p. 12, ool. 2. L 63. 

No atom qfthis turbulence fuIJUt 
A vague and unneeejsitated task. 
Or acts but as it must and ought to act 

Deux ezemples scrviront k nous rendre plus lensible 
le principo qui vient d'etre po»^ ; nous emprunteroDS 
Tun du physique et I'autre du moraL Dans un tour- 
billon de poussi^re qu*^evo un vent imp^tueux, quelque 
confus qu'il paroisse k nos yeux ; dans la plus aflTreuse 
temp^te excite par des vents oppos^ qui toul^vent les 
flots, il n*7 a pas une scule raolecule de poussi^re ou 
d*eau qui soit place au hasardf qui n*ait sa cause 
suffisante pour occuper le lieu oh. elle se trouve, et qui 
n'agisse rigoureusement de la manidre dont elle doit 
agir. Un g^m^tre qui connottroit exartement les 
diff^rentes forces qui agissent dans ces deux caSt et les 
propri^t^ des moldcules qui sont mues, demontreroit 
que d*apres des causes donn6es, chaque mol^ule agit 
pr^is^ment comme elle doit agir, et ne peut agir autre- 
ment qu'elle ne fait. 

Dans les convulsions terribles qui a^tent quelquefois 
les societcs politiques, et qui produisent souvent le 
renversement d*un empire, il n'y a pas une seule action, 
une seule parole, une seule peueee, une seule volonte, 
une seule passion dans les agens qui concourent k la 
revolution comme destructeurs ou comme victimes, 
qui ne soit necessaire, qui n*^s8e comme elle doit agir, 
qui n'opdre infailliblement les effets qu*elle doit operer 
suivant la place qu'occupent ces agens dans co tour- 
billon moral. Cela parottroit evident pour une intel- 
ligence qui sera en etat de saisir et d'appr^cicr toutes 
les actions et rations des esprits et des corps de ceux 
qui contribuent k cette revolution. — Systhne de la 
Naiure, vol i. page 44. 

P. 13, ool. 1. L 2a 
Necessity t thou mother qfthe world ! 

He who asserts the doctrine of Necessitv, means 
that, contemplating the events which compose the moral 
and material universe, he beholds only an immense 
and uninterrupted chain of causes and effects, no one 
of which could occupy any other place than it does 
occupy, or act in any other place than it does act. 
The idea of necessity is obtained by our experience of 
the connection between objects, the uniformity of the 
operations of nature, the constant conjunction of simi- 
lar events, and the consequent inference of one from 
the other. Mankind are therefore agreed in the ad- 
mission of necessity, if they admit that these two cir. 
cumstances take place in voluntary action. Motive is, 
to voluntary action in the human mind, what cause is 
to effect iu the material universe. The word liberty, 
as applied to mind, is analogous to the word chance as 
applied to matter : they spring from an ignorance of 
the certainty of the conjunction of antecedents and 
consequents. 

Every human being is irresistibly impelled to act 
precisely as he does act : in the eternity which pre- 
ceded his birth a chain of causes wasgencrate<1, which, 
operating under the name of motives, make it impos- 
sible that any thought of his mind, or any action of 
his life, should bo otherwise than it is. Were the 
doctrine of Necessity false, the human mind would no 
longer be a legitimate object of science; from like 
causes it would be in vain that wo should expect like 
effects ; the strongest motive would no longer bo 
paramount over the conduct ; all knowle<lge would be 
vague and undeteiminate; we could nut predict with 



any certainty that we might not meet as an enemy to. 
morrow him from whom we have parted in friendship 
to.night; the most probable inducements and the 
clearest reasonings would lose the invariable infloraoe 
they possess. The contrary of this is demonstimblj 
the £sct. Similar circumstances produce invariably 
similar effects. The precise character and motives dl 
any man on any occasion being given, the moral phi- 
losopher could predict his actions with as much ceiv 
tainty, as the natural philosopher could predict theeflfeets 
of the mixture of any particular chemical subetanoes. 
Why is the aged husbandman more experienced than 
the young beginner? Because there is m anifbnn, 
undeniable necessity in the operations of the matraial 
universe. Why is the old statesman more skilful than 
the raw politician ? Because, relying on the neeessuy 
conjunction of motive and action, he proceeds to ]uodnoe 
moral effects, by the application of those moral causes 
which experience has shown to beeffectoal. Some actions 
may be fotmd to which we can attach no motives, but these 
are the effects of causes with which we are unacquainted. 
Hence the relation which motive bears to voluntary 
action, is that of cause to effect ; nor, placed in this 
point of view, is it, or ever has it been, the subject of 
popular or philosophical dispute. None but the few 
fiinatics who are engaged in the herculean task of re- 
conciling the justice of their God with the misery of 
man, will longer outrage common sense by the suppo- 
sition of an event without a cause, a voluntary ac^on 
without a motive. History, politics, morals, criticism, 
all grounds of reasoning, all principles of science* 
alike assume the truth of the doctrine of Necessity. 
No former carrying his com to market doubts the sale 
of it at the market price. The master of a manofiw- 
tory no more doubts that he can purchase the human 
labour necessary for his purposes, than that his msr 
chines will act as they have been accustomed to act. 

But, whilst none have scrupled to admit necessity as 
influencing matter, many have disputed its dominion 
over mind. Independent of its militating with the 
received ideas of the justice of God, it is by no means 
obvious to a superficial inquiry. When the mind 
observes its own operations, it feels no connection of 
motive and action : but as we know *^ nothing more of 
causation than the constant conjunction of objects and 
the consequent inference of one from the other, as we 
find that these two circumstances are universally 
allowed to have place in voluntary action, we may be 
easily led to own that they are subjected to the necea. 
sity common to all causes.^ The actions of the will 
have a regular conjunction with drcumstauces and 
characters ; motive is, to voluntary action, what cause 
is to effect. But the only idea that we can form of 
causation is a constant conjunction of similar objects, 
and the consequent inference of one from the other : 
wherever this is the case, necessity is clearly esta- 
blished. 

The idea of liberty, applied metaphorically to the 
will, has sprung from a misconception of the meaning 
of the word power. What is power ? — id quod potest^ 
that which can produce any given eflfect. To denj 
power, is to say that nothing can or has the power to 
bo or act. In the only true sense of the word power, 
it applies with equal force to the loadstone as to the 
human will. Do you think these motives, which I 
shall present, are powerful enough to rouse him ? is a 
que^tion just as common as. Do you think this lever 
has the power of raising this weight.^ The advocates 
of free-will assert, that the will has the power of re- 
fusing to be determined by the strongest motive : but 
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the strongest motive is thut which, overcoming all 
y others, ultimately prevails; this assertion therefore 
' amounts to a denial of the will being ultimately deter- 
mined by that motive which does determine it, which 
is absurd. But it is equally certain that a man cannot 
resist the strongest motive, as that he cannot overcome 
m physical impossibility. 

The doctrine of Necessity tends to introduce a great 
change into the established notions of morality, and 
utteriy to destroy religion. Reward and punishment 
must be considered, by the Necessarian, merely as 
motives which he would employ in order to procure 
the addition or abandonment of any given line of con- 
duct. Desert, in the present sense of the word, would 
no longer have any meaning ; and he, who should in- 
flict pain upon another for no better reason than that he 
dcawved it, would only gratify his revenge under pre- 
tcDce of satisfying justice. It is not enough, says the 
advocate of free-will, that a criminal should be pre. 
vented from a repetition of his crime ; he should feel 
pain; and his torments, when justly inflicted, ought 
precisely to be proportioned to his fault. But utility 
is morality ; that which is incapable of producing hap. 
pinesi b useless ; and though the crime of Damicns 
must be condemned, yet the frightful torments which 
revenge, under the name of justice, inflicted on this 
imhappy man, cannot be supposed to have augmented, 
even at the long-run, the stock of pleasurable sensation 
in the world. At the same time, the doctrine of Ne- 
cescity does not in the least diminish our disappro- 
bation of vice. The conviction which all feel, that 
a viper is m poisonous animal, and that a tiger is con- 
strained, by the inevitable condition of his existence, 
to devour men, does not induce us to avoid them less 
sedulously, or, even more, to hesitate in destroying 
them : but he would surely be of a hard heart, who 
meeting with a serpent on a desert island, or in a situa- 
tion where it was incapable of injury, should wantonly 
deprive it of existence. A Necessarian is inconse- 
quent to his own principles, if he indulges in hatred or 
contempt ; the compassion which he feels for the cri- 
minal is unmixed with a desire of injuring him : he 
looks with an elevated and dreadless composure upon 
the links of the universal chain as they pass before his 
cyct; vrfailst cowardice, curiosity and inconsistency, 
only assail him in proportion to the feebleness and in- 
distinctncsa with which he has perceived and rejected 
the delusions of free-will. 

Rc)%ion is the perception of the relation in which 
we stand to the principle of the universe. But if the 
principle of the universe be not an organic being, the 
model and prototype of man, the relation between it 
and human beings is absolutely none. Without 
•ome insight into its will respecting our actions, religion 
u nugatory and vain. But will is only a mode of 
a niwul mind ; moral qualities also are such as only a 
human being can possess; to attribute them to the 
principle of the universe, is to annex to it properties 
incompatible with any possible definition of its nature. 
It it probable that the word God was originally only sn 
czpffcsaion denoting the unknown causr of the known 
events which men perceived in the universe. By the 
vulgar mistake of a metaphor for a real being, of a 
VMd fora thing, it became a man, endowed with human 
qualities and governing the universe, as an earthly 
monarch governs his kingdom. Their addresses to this 
imaginary being, indeed, are much in the same style 
as those of sul^ects to a king. They acknowledge his 
benevolence, deprecate his anger and supplicate his 
&voar. 



But the doctrine of Necessity teaches us, that in no 
case could any event have happened otherwise than it 
did happen ; and that, if God is the author of good, he is 
also the author of evil ; that, if he is entitled to our 
gratitude for the one, he is entitled to our hatred for 
the other ; that admitting the existence of this hypo- 
thetic being, he is also subjected to the dominion of an 
immutable necessity. It is plain that the same argu- 
ments which prove that God is the author of food, light, 
and life, prove him also to be the author of poison, 
darkness and death. The wide- wasting earthquake, 
the storm, the battle, and the tyranny, are attribuuble 
to this hypothetic being, in the same degree as the 
fiurest foims of nature, sunshine, liberty, and peace. 

But we are taught, by the doctrine of Necessity, 
that there is neither good nor evil in the universe, 
otherwise than as the events to which we apply these 
epithets have rcUtiou to our own peculiar mode of 
being. Still less than with the hypothesis of a God, will 
the doctrine of Necessity accord with the belief of a 
future state of punishment. God made man such as 
he is, and then damned him for being so : for to say 
that God was the author of all good, and man the 
author of all evil, is to say that one man made a straight 
line and a crooked one, and another man made the in. 
congruity. ^ST 

A Mahometan story, much to the present purpose, 
is recorded, wherein Adam and Moses are introduced 
disputing before God in the following maimer. **Tbou,'* 
says Moses, *''' art Adam, whom God created, and ani- 
mated with the breath of life, and caused to be wor- 
shipped by the angels, and placed in Paradise, from 
whence mankind have been expelled for thy fiiult." 
Whereto Adam answered, ** Thou art Moses, whom 
God chose for his apostle, and entrusted with his 
word, by giving thee the tables of the law, and whom 
he vouchsafed to admit to discourse with himself. 
How many years dost thou find the law was written 
before I was created } " Says Moses, " Forty." 
*' And dost thou not find,'' replied Adam, ^' these 
words therein, *- and Adam rebelled against his Lord 
and transgressed ?*" W hich Moses confessing, ^ Dost 
thou therefore blame me,'* continued he, ''for doing that 
which God wrote of me that I should do, forty years 
before I was created; nay, for what was decreed con- 
cerning me fifty thousand years before the creation of 
heaven and earth ? " — Sale's Prelim, Disc, to the 
Koran, page 164. 

P. 13, col. 2, 1. 14. 
There U no Qod! 

This negation must bo understood solely to affect a 
creative Deity. The hypothesis of a pervading Spirit, 
coetemal with the universe, remains unshaken. 

A close examination of the validity of the proofs 
adduced to support any proposition, is the only secure 
way of attaining truth, on the advantages of which it is 
unnecessary to descant : our knowledge of the exist- 
ence of a Deity is a subject of such importance, that it 
cannot be too minutely investigated ; in consequence 
of this conviction we proceed briefly and impartially to 
examine the proofs which have been adduced. It is 
necessary first to consider the nature of belief. 

When a proposition is offered to the mind, it per- 
ceives the agi-eement or disagreement of the ideas of 
which it is composed. A perception of their agree- 
ment is termed belief. Many obstacles frequently 
prevent this perception from being immediate ; these 
the mind attempts to remove, in order that the percep- 
tion may be distinct. The mind is active in the in^ 
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tigation, in order to perfect the state of perception of 
the relation which the component ideas of the proposi- 
tion bear to each, which is passive ; the investigation, 
being confused with the perception, has induced many 
&Isely to imagine that the mind is active in belief, — 
that belief is an act of volition, — in consequence of 
which it may be regulated by tlie mind. Pursuing, 
continuing this mistake, they have attached a degree of 
criminality to disbelief; of which, in its nature, it is 
incapable : it is equally incapable of merit. 

Belief, then, is a pa»sion, the strength of which, like 
every other passion, is in precipe proportion to the 
degrees of excitement. 

The degrees of excitement are three. 

The senses are the sources of all knowledge to the 
mind ; consequently their evidence claims the strongest 
assent. 

The decision of the mind, founded upon our own 
experience, derived from these sources, claims the next 
degree. 

The experience of others, which addresses itself to 
the former one, occupies tlie lowest degree. 

(A graduated scale, on which should be marked 
the capabilities of propositions to approach the test of 
the senses, would be a just barometer of the belief 
which ought to be attaciied to them.) 

Consequently, no testimony can be admitted which is 
contrary to reason ; reason is founded on the evidence 
of our senses. 

Every proof may be referred to one of these three 
divisions : it is to be considered what arguments we 
receive from each of thcni, which should convince us 
of the existence of a Deity. 

1st. Thee>'idenceof the senses. If the Deity should 
appear to us, if he should convince owt senses of his 
existence, this revelation would necessarily command 
bi4ief. Those to whom the Deity has thus appeared 
have the strongest possible conviction of his existence. 
But the God of theologians is incapable of local visi- 
bility. 

2d. Reason. It is urged that man knows that what- 
ever is, must either have had a beginning, or have 
existed from all eternity : he also knows, that whatever 
is not eternal must have had a cause. When this rea- 
soning is applied to the universe, it is necessary to 
prove that it was created : until that is clearly demon- 
strated, we may reasonably suppose that it has endured 
from all eternity. We must prove design before wo can 
infer a designer. Tiie only idea which we can form of 
causation is derivable from the constant conjunction of 
objects, and the consequent inference of one from the 
other. In a case where two propositions arc diametri- 
cally opposite, the mind believes that which is least 
incomprehensible; — it is easier to suppose that the 
universe has existed from all eternity, than to conceive 
a being beyond its limits capable of creating it: if the 
mind sinks beneath the weight of one, is it an allevia> 
tion to increase the intolerability of the burthen ? 

The other argument, which is founded on a manV 
knowledge of his own existence, stands thus. A man 
knows not only that he now is, but that once he was 
not ; consequently there must have been a cause. But 
our idea of causation is alone derivable fiom the con- 
stant conjunction of objects and the consequent infer- 
ence of one from the other; and, reasoning experimen- 
tally, we can only infer from effects, causes exactly 
adequate to those effects. But there certainly is a 
generative power which is effected by certam instru- 
ments : we cannot prove that it is inherent in these 
instruments ; nor is the contrary hypothesis capable of 



demonstration ; we admit that the generative power it 
incomprehensible ; but to suppose that the same effect 
is produced by an eternal, omniscient, omnipotent, 
being, leaves the canse in the tame obscurity, but reii- 
deiB it more incomprehensible. 

3d. Testimony. It is required that testimony should 
not be contrary to reason. The testimony that the 
Deity convinces the senses of men of his existence can 
only be admitted by us, if our mind considers it lett 
probable that these men should have been deceived, 
than that the Deity should have appeared to them. 
Our reason can never admit the testimony of men, who 
not only declare that they were eye-witnettet of 
miracles, but that the Deity was irrational ; for be 
commanded that he should be believed, he proposed 
the highest rewards for faith, eternal punishmentt for 
disbelief. We can only command voluntary actions ; 
belief is not an act of volition ; the mind is even pat 
sive, or involuntarily active: from this it it evident 
that we have no sufficient testimony, or rather that 
testimony is insufficient, to prove the being of a God. 
It has been l>cfore shown that it cannot be deduced from 
reason. They alone, then, who have been convinoed 
by the evidence of the senses, can believe it. 

Hence it is evident that, having no proofs frvm any 
of tiie three sources of conviction, the mind cannoi 
believe the existence of a creative God : it it alto evi- 
dent that, as belief is a passion of the mind, no degree of 
criminality is attachable to disl>elief ; and that they only 
are reprehensible who neglect to remove the &!te me- 
dium through which their mind viewi any subject of 
discusiiion. Every reflecting mind must acknowledge, 
that there is no proof of the existence of a Deity. 

God is an hy|>othesis, and as such, stands in need of 
proof; the onus probandi rests on the theitt. Sir Isaac 
Newton says : *"" Hypotheses non fingo, quicquid enim 
ex phenomenis non deducitur hypothesis vocanda ett, 
et hypothesis vel meta physical, vel phyucss, vel quali- 
tatum occultarum, sen mechanictc, in philosophic locum 
non habent." 'i'oall proofs of the existence of a cre- 
ative God apply this valuable rule. We tee a variety 
of bodies possessing a variety of powers ; we merely 
know their effects ; we are in a state of ignorance with 
respect to their essences and causes. These Newton 
calls the phenomena of things ; but the pride of philo- 
sophy is unuilling to admit its ignorance of their cause*. 
From the phenomena, which are the objects of our 
senses, we attempt to infer a cause, which we call €rod, 
and gratuitously endow it with all negative and contra- 
dictory qualities. From this hypothesis we invent this 
general name, to conceal our ignorance of causes and 
essences. The being culled God by no meant answers 
with the conditions prescribed by Newton ; it bean 
every mark of a veil woven by philosophical conceit, 
to hide the ignorance of philosophers even from them- 
selves. They borrow the threads of its texture from 
the anthropomorphism of the vulgar. Words have 
been used by sophists for the same purposes, from the 
occult qualities of the Peripatetics to the effluvium of 
Bovlc and the crinities or nebula of Ilersehel. God 
is represented as infinite, eternal, incomprehensible ; 
he iscontaine<l under every pradicate innon that the 
logic of ignorance could fabricate. Even his worshippen 
allow that it is impossible to form any idea of him ; 
they exclaim with the French poet, 

Pour direce qu'il est, 11 faut 6tre lul-m£mew 



Lord Bacon says, that *' atheism leaves to man reason, 
philosophy, natural piety, laws, reputation, and every 
thing that can serve to conduct him to virtue; but 
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supentitioa dntroys all these, and erects itself into a 
trrannj OTer the understandings of men : hence atheism 
never disturbs the government, but renders man more 
clear>sighted, since he sees nothing beyond the bonnda- 
ries of the present life.*' — Bacon^s Moral Esiaya. 

La premiere th^logie de Thomme lui fit d'abord 
craindte et adorer les elements ni^me, des objets mat^ 
riels et grossiers ; i1 rendit ensiiitc ses homnia);cs k des 
agents presidents anx elements, d des genies infcrieurs, 
a des hero*, ou & des hommes dou^ de grandes qua- 
lit^ A force de reflechir, il crut simplificr les choses 
en soumettant la nature entiere a un seul agent, k un 
esprit, a une ame universelle, qui mettoit cette nature et 
scs parties en mouvement. En remontant de causes en 
causes, les mortels ont fini par nc rien voir; et c*est dans 
oette obscurity qu'ils ont place Icur Dieu ; c'est dans cet 
abime tenebreux que leur imagination inqui^tc travaille 
toujours A se fabriquer des chimeres, qui les affligeront 
jusqu'^ ce que la connoissance de la nature le? de- 
trompe det fantomes qu*ils ont toujours si vainement 
adores. 

Si nous voulons nous rendre compte de nos idces snr 
la Divinity, nous serons obliges de convcnir que, par le 
mot Dieu^ les hommes n'ont jamais pu designer que 
la cause la plus cach^Ci la plus eioign6e, la plus incon- 
nue des effets quMls voyoient : ils nc font usage de ce 
Dooty que lorsque le jcu des causes naturclles et con- 
nues oesse d*dtre visible pour eux ; dds qu*ils perdeut le 
fil de ees causes, ou d^ que leur esprit ne peut plus en 
suivre la cbalne, ils tranchent leur difficulte, et ter- 
rainent leurs recherrhes en appellant Dieu la dcmi^re 
det causes, e'estk-dire celle qui est au-delk de toutes 
let causes quMlsconnoissent; ainsi ils ne font qu'assigner 
one denomination vague k une cause ignoree, k laquellc 
leur paresse ou les homes de leurs connoissanccs les 
foToent de s*arr6ter. Toutes les fois qu'on nous ditque 
Dien est Tauteur de quelque phenomt^nc, cela signifie 
qu'on ignore comment un tel phenomenea pu s^op^rer 
par le secours des forces ou des causes que nous con- 
noisaons dans la nature. C'est ainsi que le commun 
det hommes, dont Tignorance est le partage, attribue a 
la Divinite non seulement les effets inusitds qui les 
fni^nt, mais encore les evenemens les plus simples, 
dont les causes sont les plus faciles k connottre pour 
quiconque a pu les meditcr. En un mot, rhommo a 
toujours rcspccte les causes inconnues des effets surprc- 
naos, que son ignorance Temp^hoit de derodler. Ce 
fat tur les debris de la nature que les hommes ^le- 
T^rent le colosse imaginaire de la Divinite. 

Si Tignorance de la nature donna la n^ssance aux 
dieux, la connoissance de la nature est faitc pour les 
detruire. A mesure que Thomme s'instmit, ses forces 
et ses msources augmentent avec ses lumi^rcs ; les 
sciences, les arts conservateurs, I'industrie, lui four- 
niasent det secours ; Texperience le rossure ou lui 
procure des moyens de resistcr aux efforts de bicn des 
causes qui cessent de I'alarmer d^ qu'il leg a connues. 
En un mot, ses terrcurt sc dissipent dans la m^me 
proportion que son esprit s*eclaire. L'homme instruit 
oetse d'etre superstitieux. 

Ce n*est jamais que sur parole que des peuples 
entiert adorcnt le Dieu de leurs p^res et de lours 
pr^tret: I'autorite, la confiance, la soumission, et 
rbabitude, leur tiennent lieu de conviction et de 
preuves; ils se prosternent et prient, parce que leurs 
pdret leur ont appris ti se prostcrner et pricr : mais 
poorqooi ceux-ci se sont* ils mis k genoux ? C*est que 
duit let temps ^loign^s leurs l^gislateurs et leurs guides 
leur en ont fiut un devoir. ^' Adorez et croyez,** ont. 



ils dit, ^^ des dieux que vous ne pouvez comprendre ; 
rapportez-vous-en k notre sagesse profonde ; nous en 
Savons plus que vous sur la Divinite.^ Mais pourquoi 
m'cn rapporterois-je k vous ? C'est que Dieu le vcut 
ainsi, cVst que Dieu vous punira si vous osez r^sister. 
Mais ce Dieu n'e»t-il done pas la chose en question ? 
Cependant les hommes se sont toujours pay^s de ce 
cercle vicieux ; la paresse de leur esprit leur fit trouver 
plus court de s*en rapporter au jugcment des autret. 
Toutes les notions religieui^s sont fondees uniquement 
sur I'autorite; toutes les religions du monde defendent 
I'examen, et ne veulent pas que I'on raisonne; c*est 
I'autorite qui veut qu'on croie en Dieu ; ce Dieu n'est 
lui-m^me fond^ que sur I'autorite de quelques hommes 
qui pretendent le connottre, et venir de sa part pour 
I'annoncer k la terre. Un Dieu fait par les hommes, 
a sans doute besoin des hommes pour se faire connottre 
anx honimea. 

Ne seroit-ce done que pour des pr^tres, des inspires, 
des nietaphysiciens, que seroit reserv^e la conviction de 
I'existence d'un Dieu, que Ton dit n^anmoinssi n^cet- 
saire k tout le genre humain ? Mais trouvons-nous de 
I'harmonie entre les opinions theologiques des different 
inspires, ou des penseui-s repandussur la terre? Ceux 
m^me qui font profession d'adorer le mdme Dieu, 
sont-ils d'accord sur son compte ? Sont-ils contents 
des preuves que leurs collogues apportent de son exis- 
tence ? Souscrivent-ils unanimemcnt aux idees qu'ils 
pr^sentent sur sa nature, sur sa conduite, sur la fa^on 
d'entendre scs pretendus oracles ? £st-il une contr^e 
sur la terre, oU la science de Dieu se soit r^ellement 
perfcctionn^c ? A-t-elle pris quelque part la consis- 
tance et I'uniformite que nous voyons prendre aux 
connoissances humaincs, aux arts les plus futilcs, aux 
metiers les plus m^prises.' Des mots d'f«prf/, d'tm. 
materiality^ de cr^ation^ de pr^estination, de grace; 
cette foule de distiuctions subtiles dont la th^ologie 
s'est partout remplie dans quclquespays,ces inventions 
si ingdnieuses, imagin^cs par des penscurs qui se sont 
succcdes depuis taut de si^cles, n'ont fait, helas I 
qu'enibrouiller les choses, et jamais la science la 
plus necessaire aux hommes n'a jnsqu'ici pu acqu^rir 
la moiudre fixite. Depuis des milliers d'ann^es, cet 
r^vours oisifs sc sont perp<*tuellement relay^s pour 
mediter la Divinite, pour deviner ses voies cach^es, 
pour inventer des hy]»oth^es propres k d^velopper 
cette ^nigme iniportante. Leur pen de succ^ n'a 
point ducounigc la vanite thdologique ; toujours on a 
parle de Dieu : on s'est egorge pour lui, et cet 6tpe 
sublime demeure toujours le plus ignore et le plus 
discute. 

Les hommes auroient et^ trop heureux, si, se bomant 
aux objets visibles qui les interessent, ils eussent em- 
ploye, i\ perfectionner leurw sciences reelles, leurs lois, 
leur morale, leur education, la moitie des efforts qu'ils 
ont mis dans leurs rccherches sur la Divinit^. Ils 
auroient et^ bien plus sages encore, et plus fortunes, 
s'ils eussent pu consentir k laisser leurs guides desoeuvres 
se qucreller entre eux, et sonder des profondeurs capa- 
bles de les etourdir, sans se ni^ler de leurs disputes 
insensees. Mais il est de I'esseuce de I'ignorance 
d'attachcr de rinipoitanco k ce qu'clle ne comprend 
pas. La vanite humaino fait que I'esprit se roidit 
contro les difiicultds. Plus un objet se derobe k nos 
yeux, plus nous faisons d'efforts pour le saisir, parceque 
d^s-lors il aiguillonne notre orgucil, il excite noire 
curiosity, il nous parott int^ressant. En combattant 
pour son Dieu chacun ne combattit en cffet que pour 
les inter^ts de sa proprc vanit^, qui de toutet le t pit- | 
sions produites par la mal-organisation de la MMiMiflHk 
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prccoDCcptiona of the mob. Had thiaaulbot. iniu 
of iurei^bingagaiait the guilt and abaurditjof itheii 

been mots auited to llie uodeilj of the tcep^candi 
toleration of the philosopbcr. ^V 

Omnia cnim per Dei polenliam facta aunt: ima,q 
natunr polontia nulla eat niii ipu Dei pntentia, aut 
elt uol eatenug Dei potcntiam non iolelligcre, quatui 

Dei polenliam weurritiir, quando rei alilujni, caua 
nalunkm, ilie cit, ipaam Dei potentiam ig- - ' 
BwHOiA, Trael. Theologico-Pol. diap. i. 



"AhaiuerOB the Jew crept forth from the darli cstb 
of Mount Cirmcl. Near two thouiond jnui hiTe 
elapied lince he waa firat goaded b; Hver-oodiog nH- 
leameia to rove the globe from potn to pole. When our 
Loid wu wearied niib the buTthin of bia ponderoni 
CIOH, and wanted lo tat before the door of Ahaiuerui, 
the unfeeling wietch drofo him away with brutalilj. 
The aaviour of tnanliind ataggcrrd, unking noder Ibe 
heavj load, but uttered no complaint. An angel of 
death appeared before Aha«uema, and cuelaimed ii 
nantly, ' Barlmtian I thou hail denied rat to the 
of Man ; be il denied thee alio, uutil he comei to j 
the world.' 

" A black demon, let looie from hrll upon Ahaau 

the consolation which death alforda, and precluded 
from the real of llic peaceful (T^tc. 

" Ahaiuenii crept foiih from Ibe dark cart of Houot 
Carmel— he ahook the durt from hli beard— «id taking 
up one of the aculla henped tlicre. hurled it down the 
emincnre : it rcbuuuiled from the earth in abii 
atoaii. ' This hoi uij futlierl' roared Aliasueiua. 8 
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more sciills rolled down from rock to rock ; Mrhile the 
infuriate Jew, following them with ghastly looks, ex- 
claimed — * And these were my wiTcs ! ' He still continned 
to bnrl down scull after scull, roaring in dreadful 
accents — 'And these, and these, and the»e were my 
children ! They could die ; but I ! reprobate wretch, 
alas ! I cannot die ! Dreadful beyond conception is 
the judgment that hangs over me. Jerusalem fell — I 
crushed the sucking.babe, and precipitated myself into 
the destructiTe flames. I cursed the Romans — but, alas I 
alas ! the restless curse held me by the hair, — and I 
could not die ! 

'*»Rome the giantess fell — I placed myself before the 
&lling statue — she fell, and did not crush me. Nations 
sprang up and disappeared before mo ; but I remained, 
and did not die. From; cloud-encircled cliffs did I 
precipitate myself into the ocean ; but the foaming 
billows cast me upon the shore, and the burning arrow 
of existence pierced my cold heart again. I leai^d into 
Etna's flaming abyss, and roared with the giants for ten 
long months, polluting with my groans the mount's 
sulphureous mouth — ah! ten long months. The volcano 
fermented, and in a fiery stream of lava cast me up. I 
lay torn by the torture-snakes of hell amid the glowing 
cinders, and yet continued to exist. — A forest was on 
fire : I darted, on wings of fury and despair, into the 
cnckling wood. Fire dropped upon me from the trees, 
but the flames only singed my limbs ; alas I it could not 
consume them. — I now mixed with the butchers of 
mankind, and plunged in the tempest of the raging 
battle. 1 roared defiance to the infuriate Oaul, defiance 
to the victorious German \ but arrows and spears 
rebounded in shivers from my body. The Saracen's 
flaming sword broke upon my scull: balls in vain 
hissed upon me : the lightnings of battle glared harmless 
around my loins : in vain did the elephant trample on 
me, in vain the iron hoof of the wrathful steed 1 The 
mine, big with destructive power, burst under me, and 
hurled me high in the air— I fell on heaps of smoking 
limbi, but was only singed. The giant's steel club ro- 
boonded from my body : the executioner's hand could 
not strangle me, the tiger's tooth could not pierce me, 
nor would the hungry lion in the circus devour me. I 
cohabited with poisonous snakes, and pinched the red 
crest of the dragon. The serpent stung, but could not 
destroy me. The dragon tormented, but dared not to 
devour me. — I now provoked the fury of tyrants : I 
said to Nero, Thou art a bloodhound ! I said to Chris- 
tiem, Thou art a bloodhound ! I said to Muley Ismail, 
Thott art a bloodhound I The tyrants invented cruel 

torments, but did not kill me. Ha ! not to be 

able to die — not to be able to die, not to be permitted 
to rest after the toils of lif&— to be doomed to be im- 
prisoned forever in this clay. formed dungeon — to be 
forever clogged with this worthless body, its load of 
diseases and infirmities — to be condemned to hold for 
miUenninms that yawning monster Sameness, and Time, 
that hungry hyena, ever bearing children, and ever de- 
vouring again her offspring ! — Ha I not to be permitted 
to die 1 Awful avenger in heaven, hast thou in thine 
armoury of wrath a punishment more dreadful 1 then 
let it thunder upon me, command a hurricane to sweep 
me down to the foot of Carmel, that I there may lie 
extended ; may pant, and writhe, and die f " 

This fragment is the translation of part of some 
Gennan work, whose title I have vainly endeavoured 
to discover. I picked it up, dirty and torn, some years 
•go, in Uncoln's-Inn Fields. 



P. 14, col. 1, 1. la 

Iteill beget a ton, and he thaU bear 
The tins qf all the world, 

A book is put into our hands when children, called 
the Bible, the purport of whose history is briefly this : 
That God made the earth in six days, and there planted 
a delightful garden, in which he placed the first pair 
of human beings. In the midst of the garden he planted 
a tree, whose fruit, although within their reach, they 
were forbidden to touch. That the Devil, in the shape 
of a snake, persuaded them to eat of this fruit ; in con- 
sequence of which God condemned both them and their 
posterity yet unborn, to satisfy his justice by their 
eternal misery. That, four thousand years afWr these 
events (the human race in the meanwhile having gone 
unredeemed to perdition), God engendered with the 
betrothed wife of a carpenter in Judea (whose viiginity 
was nevertheless uninjured), and begat a Son, whose 
name was Jesus Christ ; and who was crucified and 
died, in order that no more men might be devoted to 
hell-fire, he bearing the burthen of his Father's dis- 
pleasure by proxy. The book states, in addition, that 
the soul of whoever disbelieves this sacrifice will be 
burned with everlasting fire. 

During many ages of misery and darkness this story 
gained implicit belief; but at length men arose who 
suspected that it was a fable and imposture, and that 
Jesus Christ, so fiur from being a God, was only a man 
like themselves. But a numerous set of men, who 
derived and still derive immense emoluments from this 
opinion, in the shape of a popular belief, told the 
vulgar, that, if they did not believe in the Bible, they 
would be damned to all eternity ; and burned, im- 
prisoned, and poisoned all the unbiassed and uncon* 
nected inquirers who occasionally arose. They still 
oppress tliem, so far as the people, now become more 
enlightened, will allow. 

The belief in all that the Bible contains, is called 
Christianity. A Roman governor of Judea, at the 
instances of a priest-led mob, crucified a man called 
Jesus eighteen centuries ago. He was a man of pure 
life, who desired to rescue his countrymen from the 
tyranny of their barbarous and degrading superstitions. 
The common fiite of all who desire to benefit mankind 
awaited him. The rabble, at the instigation of the 
priests, demanded his death, although his very judge 
made public acknowledgment of his innocence. Jesus 
was sacrificed to the honour of that God with whom 
he was afterwards confounded. It is of importance, 
therefore, to distinguish between the pretended char 
racter of this being as the son of God and the Saviour 
of the world, and his real character as a man, who, for 
a vain attempt to reform the world, paid the forfeit of 
his life to that overbearing tyranny which has since so 
longdesolated the universe in his name. Whilst the one 
is a hypocritical demon, who announces himself as the 
God of compassion and peace, even whilst he stretches 
forth his blood-red hand with the sword of discord to 
waste the earth, having confessedly devised this scheme 
of desolation from eternity ; the other stands in the 
foremost list of those true heroes, who have died in 
the glorious martyrdom of liberty, and have braved 
torture, contempt, and poverty, in the cause of suffer- 
ing humanity.* 

The vulgar, ever in extremes, became persuaded that 
the crucifixion of Jesus was a supernatural event. 

* Binoe writing this note, I have seen reason to suspect 
that Jesus was an ambitious man, who aspired to the 
throne of Jude& 
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Testimonies of miracles, so frequent in unenlightened 
ages, vren not wanting to prove that he was something 
divine. This belief, rolling through the lapse of ages, 
met with the reveries of Plato and the reasonings of 
Aristotle, and acquired force and extent, until the 
divinity of Jesus became a dogma, which to dispute was 
death, which to doubt was infamy. 

Christianity is now the cstablislied religion ; he who 
attempts to impugn it, must be contented to behold 
murderers and traitors take precedence of him in 
public opinion : though, if his genius be equal to his 
coun^e, and assisted by a peculiar coalition of circnm- 
stances, future ages may exalt him to a divinity, and 
persecute others in his name, as he was persecuted 
in the name of his predecessors in the homage of the 
world. 

The same means that have supported every other 
popular belief, have supported Christianity. War, 
impriAonmciit, assassination, and falsehood ; deeds of 
unexampled and incomparable atrocity have made it 
what it is. The blood shed by the votaries of the God 
of mercy and peace, since the establishment of his 
religion, would probably suffice to drown all other 
sectaries now on the habitable globe. We derive from 
our ancestors a futh thus fostered and supported : we 
quarrel, persecute, and hate, for its maintenance. Even 
under a government which, whilst it infringes the very 
right of thought and speech, boasts of permitting the 
liberty of the press, a man is pilloried and imprisoned 
because he is a deist, and no one raises his voice in the 
indignation of outraged humanity. But it is ever a 
proof that the falsehood of a proposition is felt by those 
who use coercion, not reasoning, to procure its admis> 
sion : and a dispassionate observer would feel himself 
more powerfully interested in tavour of a man, who 
depending on the truth of his opinions, simply stated 
his reasons for entertaining them, tliun in that of his 
aggressor, who. daringly avowing his unwillingness or 
incapacity to answer them by argument, proceeded to 
repress the energies and break the spirit of their pro- 
mulgator by that torture and imprisonment whose in- 
fliction he could command. 

Analogy seems to favour the opinion, that as, like 
other systems, Christianity has arisen and augmented, 
so like them it will decay and perish ; thut, as violence, 
darkness, and deceit, not reasoning and persuasion, have 
procured its admission among mankind, so, when en- 
thusiasm has subsided, and time, that infallible con- 
troverter of false opinions, has involved its pretended 
evidences m the darkness of antiquity, it will become 
obsolete; that Milton's poem alone will give permanency 
to the remembrance of its absurdities ; and that men 
will laugh as heartily at grace, faith, redemption, and 
original sin, as they now do at the metamorphoses of 
Jupiter, the miracles of Romish saints, the efficacy of 
witchcraft, and the appearance of departed spirits. 

Had the Christian religion commenced and continued 
by the mere force of reasoning and persuasion, the 
preceding analogy would be inadmissible. We should 
never speculate on the future obsoleteness of a system 
perfectly conformable to nature and reason ; it would 
endure so long as they endured ; it would be a truth 
as indisputable as the light of the sun, the criminality 
of murder, and other facts, whose evidence, depending 
on our organisation and relative situations, must re- 
main acknowledged as satisfactory so long as man is 
man. It is an incontrovertible fact, the consideration 
of which ought to repress the hasty conclusions of 
credulity, or moderate its obstinacy in maintaining 
them, that, had the Jews not been a fanatical race of 



men, had even the resolution of Pontiut Pilate been 
equal to his candour, the Christian religion never 
could have prevailed, it could not even have existed : 
on so feeble a thread hangs the most cherished opinion 
of a sixth of the human race ! When vrill the vulgar 
learn humility ? When will the prido of ignoraocs 
blush at having believed before it could compre- 
hend ? 

Either the Christian religion is tme, or it is false ; 
if true, it comes from God, and its authenticity can 
admit of doubt and dispute no further than ita omni- 
potent author is willing to allow. Either the power 
or the goodness of God is called in question, if he leaves 
those doctrines most essential to the well-being of man 
in doubt and dispute ; the only ones which, since their 
promulgation, have been the subject of unceasing cavil, 
the cause of irreconcileable hatred. If God has 
spoken^ why is the universe not convinced $ 

There is this passage in the Christian Scriptares : 
"Those who obey not God, and believe not the Goapel 
of his Son, shall be punished with everlasting destmc- 
tion.'* This is the pivot upon which all religions turn : 
they all assume that it is in our power to believe or 
not to believe ; whereas the mind can only believe that 
which it thinks true. A human being can only be 
supposed accountable for those actions which are in- 
fluenced by his will. But belief is utterly diatinet 
from and unconnected with volition : it is the appre- 
hension of the agreement or disagreement of the ideaa 
that com])ose any proposition. Belief is a paaaion, or 
involuntary operation of the mind, and, like other 
passions, its intensity is precisely proportionate to the 
degrees of excitement Volition is essential to merit 
or demerit. But the Christian religion attache* the 
highest possible d^;ree8 of merit and demerit to that 
which is worthy of neither, and which is totally un- 
connected with the peculiar faculty of the mind, whose 
presence is essential to their being. 

Christianity was intended to reform the world : had 
an ail-wise Being planned it, nothing is more impro. 
bablc than that it should have failed : omniscience 
would infallibly have foreseen the inutility of a scheme 
which experience demonstrates, to this age, to have 
been utterly unsuccessful. 

Christianity inculcates the necessity of supplicating 
the Deity. Prayer may be considered under two 
points of view; as an endeavour to change the inten- 
tions of God, or as a formal testimony of our obedience. 
But the former case supposes that the caprices of a 
limited intelligence can occasionally instruct the Creator 
of the world how to regulate the universe ; and the 
latter, a certain degree of servility analogous to tlie 
loyalty demanded by earthly tyrants. Obedience 
indeed is only the pitiful and cowardly egotism of Lhn 
who thinks that he can do something better than 
reason. 

Christianity, like all other religions, restt upon 
miracles, prophecies, and martyrdoms. No religion 
ever existed, which had not its propheta, its attested- 
miracles, and above all, crowds of devotees who would 
bear patiently the most horrible tortures to prove ita 
authenticity. It should appear that in no case can a 
discriminating mind subscrilic to the genuineness of a 
miracle. A miracle is an infraction of nature's law, 
by a supernatural cause ; by a cause acting beyond 
that eternal circle within which all things are included. 
God breaks through the law of nature, that he may 
convince mankind of the truth of that revelation, which, 
in spite of his precautions, lias been, since iu introduc- 
tion, the subject of unceasing schism and cavil. 
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Miracles resolve tbeinselves into the following ques- 
tion : • — Whether it is more probable the laws of 
nature, hitherto so immutably harmonious, should have 
undergone violation, or that a man should have told a 
lie ? Whether it is more probable that we are ignorant 
of the natural cause of an event, or that we know the 
supernatural one ? That, in old times, when the poweis 
of nature were less known than at piesent, a certain 
set of men were themselves deceived, or had some 
hidden motive for deceiving others ; or that God begat 
a son, who, in his legislation, measurnig merit by belief, 
evidenced himself to be totally ignorant of the powers 
of the hnman mind — of what is voluntary, and what 
if the contrary ? 

We have many instances of men telling lies ; — none 
of an infraction of nature's laws, those laws of whose 
government alone we have any knowledge or expe- 
rience. The records of all nations afford innumerable 
instances of men deceiving others either from vanity or 
interest, or themselves being deceived by the limitcdness 
of their views and their ignorance of natural causes ; 
but where is the accredited case of God having come 
upon earth to give the lie to his own creations? There 
would be something truly wonderful in the appearance 
of a ghost ; but the assertion of a cliild that he saw one 
aa he passed through the church-yard is univenally ad. 
mitted to be less miraculous. 

But even supposing that a man should raise a dead 
body to life before your eyes, and on this fact rest 
his claim to being considered the sun of God ; — the 
Hnmane Society restores drowned penons, and as it 
makes no mystery of the method it employs, its mem- 
ben are not mistaken for the sons of God. All that we 
have a right to infer from our ignorance of the cause 
of any event is, that we do not know it : had the Mexi. 
cans attended to this simple rule when they heard the 
cannon of the Spaniards, they would not have considered 
tbem as gods : the experiments of modem chemistry 
would have de6ed the wisest philosophcra of ancient 
Greece and Rome to have accounted for them on 
natural principles. An author of strong common 
tense has observed, that *' a miracle is no miracle at 
second-hand ; *' he might have added, that a miracle is 
no miracle in any case ; for until we are acquainted 
with all natural causes, we have no reason to imagine 
others. 

There renoains to be considered another proof of 
Christianity — prophecy. A book is written before a 
certain event, in which this event is foretold ; how 
could the prophet have foreknown it without inspira- 
tion ? how could he have been inspired without God ? 
The greatest stress is laid on the prophecies of Moses 
and Hosea on the disperaion of the Jews, and that of 
Isaiah concerning the coming of the Messiah. The 
prophecy of Moses is a collection of every possible 
caning and blessing, and it is so far from being mar. 
▼ellous that the one of dispenion should have been ful. 
filled, that it would have been more surprising if, out 
of all these, none should have taken effect. In Deu- 
teronomy, chap, xzviii, ver. 64, where Moses explicitly 
foretells the dispenion, he states that they shall there 
serve gods of wood and stone : ** And the Lord shall 
scatter thee among all people, from the one end of the 
earth even to the other, and there thou shalt serve 
other pods, which neither thou nor thy fathers have 
known, even gods of wood and stone." The Jews 
are at this day remarkably tenacious of their religion. 
Moset also declares that they shall be subjected to these 
cnrses for disobedience to his ritual: *^ And it shall 

* See Hume's Essays, voL iL, page 121. 



come to pass, if thou will not hearken unto the voice of 
the Lord thy God, to observe to do all the command- 
ments and statutes which I command von this day, 
that all these curses shall come upon thee and overtake 
thee.'* Is this the real reason ? The third, fourth, and 
fifth chapters of Hosea are a piece of immodest confes- 
sion. The indelicate type might apply in a hundred 
senses to a hundred things. The fifty-third chapter 
of Isaiah is more explicit, yet it does not exceed in 
clearness the oracles of Delphos. The historical proof, 
that Moses, Isaiah and Hosea did write when they are 
said to have written, is far from being clear and circum- 
stantial. 

But prophecy requires proof in its character as a 
miracle ; we have no right to suppose that a man fore- 
knew future events from God, until it is demonstrated 
that he neither could know them by his own exertions, 
nor that the writings which contain the prediction could 
possibly have been fabricated after the event pretended 
to be foretold. It is more probable that writings, 
pretending to divine inspiration, should have been 
fabrioated after the fulfilment of their pretended pre- 
diction, than that they should have really been divinely 
inspired ; when we consider that the latter supposition 
makes God at once tiie creator of the human mind and 
ignorant of its primary powcra, particularly as we have 
numberless instances of false religions, and forged pro- 
phecies of things long past, and no accredited case of 
God having conversed with men directly or indirectly. 
It is also possible that the description of an event might 
have foregone its occurrence ; but this is far from being 
a legitimate proof of a divine revelation, as many men, 
not pretending to the character of a prophet, have 
nevertheless, in this sense, prophesied. 

Lord Chesterfield was never yet taken for a prophet, 
even by a bishop, yet he uttered this remarkable pre- 
diction : — '* The despotic government of France is 
screwed up to the highest pitch ; a revolution is fast 
approaching; that revolution, I am convinced, will be 
radical and sanguinary.** This appeared in the lettera 
of the prophet long before the accomplishment of this 
wonderful prediction. Now, have these particulan 
come to pass, or have they not ? If they have, how 
could the earl have foreknown them without inspira- 
tion ? If we admit the truth of the Christian religion 
on testimony such as this, we must admit, on the same 
strength of evidence, that God has affixed the highest 
rewards to belief, and the eternal tortures of the never- 
dying worm to disbelief; both of which have been 
demonstrated to l>e involuntarv. 

The last proof of the Christian religion depends on 
the influence of the Holy Ghost. Theologians divide 
the influence of the Holy Ghost into its ordinary and 
extraordinary modes of operation. The latter is sup- 
posed to be that which inspired the prophets and 
apostles; and the former to be the grace of God, 
which summarily makes known the truth of his reve- 
lation, to those whose minds are fitted for its reception 
by a submissive penisal of bis word. Penons con- 
vinced in this manner, can do anything but account 
for their conviction, describe the time at which it hap- 
pened, or the maoner in which it came upon them. 
It is supposed to enter the mind by other channels 
than those of the senses, and therefore professes to be 
superior to reason founded on their experience. 

Admitting, however, the usefulness or possibility of 
a divine revelation, unless we demolish the foundations 
of all human knowledge, it is requisite that our reason 
should previously demonstrate its genuineness; 
before we extinguish the steady ray of reason 
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The ciBCtim also, though short, is larger than that of 
camiTorous animals ; and even here the orang-outang 
retains its accustomed similarity. 

The structure of the human frame then is that of 
one fitted to a pure vegetable diet in every essential 
particular. It is true, that the reluctance to abstain 
from animal food, in those vrho have been long accus. 
tomed to its stimulus, is so great in some persons of 
weak minds, as to be scarcely overcome ; but this is far 
from bringing any argument in its favour. A lamb, 
which was fed for some time on flesh by a ship's crew, 
refnsed its natural diet at the end of the voyage. 
There are numerous instances of horses, sheep, oxen, 
and even wood-pigeons, having been taught to live upon 
flesh, until they have loathed their natural aliment. 
Young children evidently prefer pastry, oranges, apples, 
and other fruit, to the flesh of animals ; until, by the 
gradual depravation of the digestive organs the free use 
of vegetables has for a time produced serious inconveni. 
encies \fora time I say, since there never was an instance 
wherein a change, from spirituous liquors and animal 
food to vegetables and pure water, has failed ultimately 
to invigorate the body, by rendering its juices bland 
and consentaneous, and to restore to the mind that cheer- 
fulness and elasticity which not one in fifty possesses 
on the present system. A love of strong liquors is also 
with difficulty taught to infants. Almost every one 
remembers the wry faces which the first glass of port 
produced. Unsophisticated instinct is invariably unerr- 
ing ; but to decide on the fitness of animal food from 
the perverted appetites which its constrained adoption 
produces, is to make the criminal a judge of his own 
cause; it is even worse; for it is appealing to the 
infatuated drunkard in a question of the salubrity of 
brandy. 

What is the cause of morbid action in the animal 
system ? Not the air we breathe, for our fellow, 
denizens of nature breathe the same uninjured ; not 
the water we drink, (if remote from the pollutions of 
man and his inventions *,) for the animals drink it 
too ; not the earth we tread upon ; not the unobscured 
sight of glorious nature, in the wood, the field, or the 
expanse of sky and ocean ; nothing that we are or do 
in common with the undiseased inhabitants of the 
forest; but something then wherein we differ from 
them ; our habit of altering our food by fiiv, so that 
our appetite is no longer a just criterion for the fitness 
of its gratification. Except in children, there remain 
no traces of that instinct which determines, in all other 
animals, what aliment is natural or otherwise ; and so 
perfectly obliterated arc they in the reasoning adults 
of our species, that it has become necessary to urge 
considerations drawn from comparative anatomy to 
prove that we are naturally frugivorous. 

Crime is madness. Madness is disease. Whenever 
the cause of disease shall be discovered, the root, from 
which all vice and misery have so long overshadowed 
the globe, will lie bare to the axe. All the exertions 
of man, from that moment, may be considered as tend, 
ing to the clear profit of his species. No sane mind in 
a sane body resolves upon a real crime. It is a man 
of violent passions, blood-shot eyes, and swollen veins, 
that alone can grasp the knife of murder. The system 

« The necessity of resorting to some means of purifying 
water, and the diseases which arise from its adulteration 
in civilised countries, are bufficiently apparent. See Dr. 
Lambe's Reports on Cancer. I do not assert that the use of 
water is in itself unnatural, but that the unperverted 
palate would swallow no liquid dupable of occasioning 
disease. 



of a simple diet promises no Utopian advaot^pet. It 
is no mere reform of legislation, whilst the fnriont pas- 
sions and evil propensities of the human heart, in which 
it had its origin, are still unassuaged. It strikes at 
the root of all evil, and is an experiment which may be 
tried with success not alone by nations, but by small 
societies, families, and even individuals. In no cases 
has a return to vegetable diet produced the slightest 
injury ; in most it has been attended with changes un- 
deniably beneficial. Should ever a physician be bom 
with the genius of Locke, I am persuaded that he 
might trace all bodily and mental derangements to our 
unnatural habits, as clearly as that philosopher has 
traced all knowledge to sensation. What prolific 
sources of disease are not those mineral and vegetable 
poisons that have been introduced for iu extirpation I 
How many thousands have become murderers and 
robbers, bigots and domestic tyrants, dissolute and 
abandoned adventurera, from the use of fermented 
liquon ! who, had they slaked their thirst only with 
pure water, would have lived but to diffuse the hapiH- 
ness of their own unperverted feelings I How many 
groundless opinions and absurd institutions haTe re- 
ceived a general sanction from the sottishness and the 
intemperance of individuals ! Who will assert that, had 
the populace of Paris satisfied their hunger at the ever. 
furnished table of vegetable nature, they would have 
lent their brutal suffrage to the proscription-list of Roller 
spierre ? Could a set of men, whose passions were not 
perverted by unnatural stimuli, look with coolness on 
an auto da f49 Is it to be believed that a bdi^ of 
gentle feelings, rising from his meal of roots, woold 
take delight in spons of blood ? Was Nero a man of 
temperate life ? Could you read calm health in his 
cheek, flushed with ungovernable propensities of hatred 
for the human race ? Did Muley Ismael's pulse beat 
evenly, was his skin transparent, did his eyes beam with 
healtbfulness, and its invariable concomitants, cheerful- 
ness and benignity ? Though history has decided none 
of these questions, a child could not hesitate to answer 
in the negative. Surely the bile-suffused cheek of 
Buonaparte, his wrinkled brow, and yellow eye, the 
ceaseless inquietude of his nervous system, speak no 
less pliunly the character of his unresting ambition, 
than his murdere and his victories. It is impossible, 
had Buonaparte descended from a race of vegeuble 
feeders, that he could have had either the inclination or 
the power to ascend the throne of the Bourbons. The 
desire of tyranny could scarcely be excited in the indi- 
vidual, the power to tyrannize would certainly not be 
delegated by a society neither frenzied by inebriation 
nor rendered impotent and irrational by disease. Pr^ 
nant indeed with inexhaustible calamity is the renun- 
ciation of instinct, as it concerns our physical nature ; 
arithmeticcannotenumerate, nor reason perhaps su^MCt, 
the multitudinous sources of disease in civilised life. 
Even common water, that apparently ionoxiouspabulom, 
when corrupted by the filth of populous cities^ is a 
deadly and insidious destroyer*. 

There is no disease, bodily or mental, which adop- 
tion of vegetable diet and pure water has not iofalliUy 
mitigated, wherever the experiment has been fidrlj tried. 
Debility is gradually converted into strei^^h, disease 
into healtbfulness, madness in all its hideous variety, 
from the ravings of the fettered maniac to the anae- 
countable irrationalities of ill temper, that make a hell 
of domestic life, into a calm and considerate evenness 
of temper, that alone might offer a certain pledge of 

• Lambe's Reports on Cancer. 
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the futare moral reformatiou of todetj. On a natural 
Bjttem of diet, old age would be our last and our only 
malady; the term of our existence would be protracted ; 
we should enjoy life, and no longer preclude others 
from the enjoyment of it ; all sensational delights 
wcrald be infinitely more exquisite and perfect ; the 
Tery sense of being would then be a continued pleasure, 
such as we now feel it in some few and favoured 
moments of our youth. By all that is sacred in our 
hopes for the human race, I conjure those who love 
happiness and truth to give a fair trial to the v^etable 
system ! Reasoning is surely superfluous on a subject 
whose merits an experience of six months would 
set for ever at rest. But it is only among the en- 
lightened and benevolent that so great a sacrifice of 
appetite and prejudice can be expected, oven though its 
altJmate excellence should not admit of dispute. It 
is found easier, by the short-sighted victims of disease, 
to palliate their torments by medicine, than to prevent 
them by regimen. The vulgar of all ranks are in- 
variably sensual and indocile ; yet I cannot but feel 
myself persuaded that, when the benefits of vegetable 
diet are mathematically proved ; when it is as clear, 
that those who live naturally are exempt from pre- 
mature death, as that one is not nine, the most sottish 
of mankind will feel a preference towards a long and 
tranquil, contrasted with a short and painful, life. On 
the average, out of sixty persons, four die in three 
yeui. Hopes are entertained that, in April, 1814, a 
statement will be given, that sixty persons, dl having 
lived more than three years on vegetables and pure 
water, are then in perfeci health. More than two 
years have now elapsed ; not one of them has died ; no 
such example will be found in any sixty persons taken 
at random. Seventeen persons of all ages (the families 
of Dr. Lambe and Mr. Newton) have lived for seven 
years on this diet without a death, and almost with- 
out the slightest illness. Surely when we consider 
tkat some of these were infimts, and one a martyr to 
asthma, now nearly subdued, we may challenge any 
seventeen persons taken at random in this city to 
exhibit a parallel case. Those, who may have been 
ezdted to question the rectitude of established habits of 
diet by these loose remarks, should consult Mr. New- 
ton's luminous and eloquent essay*. 

When these proofii come fairly before the world, 
and are clearly seen by all who understand arithmetic, 
it is scsreely possible that abstinence from aliment de- 
monstrably pernicious should not become universal. — 
In proportion to the number of proselytes, so will be 
the wdgfat of evidence ; and, when a thousand persons 
ean be prodoced, living on vegetables and distilled water, 
who have to dread no disease but old age, the world 
will be compelled to regard animal flesh and fermented 
Bqnors as slow but certain poisons. The change which 
would be produced by simpler habits on political econo- 
my is snflkiently remarkable. The monopolizing eater 
of animal flesh would no longer destroy his constitution 
by devmuring an acre at a meal, and many loaves of 
bra n d woold cease to contribute to gout, madness, and 
apoplexy, in the shape of a pint of porter, or a dram 
of gin, when ^ypeasing the long-protracted famine of 
the hard-working peasant's hungry babes. The quan- 
ti^ of nutritious vqnetable matter, consumed in fatten. 
ing the carcase of an ox, would afford ten Umes the 
snvtonance, nndepraving indeed, and incapable of gene- 
rating disease, if gathered immediately from the bosom 
of the earth. The most fertile districU of the habit- 

* Bctnm to Nature, or Defence of Yegetable Regimen. 
CaMl,ltll. 



able globe are now actually cultivated by men for 
animals, at a delay and waste of aliment absolutely in. 
capable of calculation. It is only the wealthy that can, 
to any great degree, oven now, indulge the unnatifnl 
craving for dead flesh, and they pay for the greater 
licence of the privilege by subjection to supernumerary 
diseases. Again, the spirit of the nation, that should 
take the lead in this great reform, would insensibly 
become agricultural ; commerce, with all its vice, self- 
ishness, snd corruption, would gradually decline; more 
natural habits would produce gentler manners, and the 
excessive complication of political relations would be so 
hr simplified, that every individual might feel and 
understand why he loved his country, and took a per- 
sonal interest in its welfare. How would England, for 
example, depend on the caprices of foreign rulers, if 
she contained within herself all the necessaries, and 
despised whatever they possessed of the luxuries of 
life ? How could they starve her into compliance with 
their views T Of what consequence would it be that 
they refusetl to take her woollen manufactures, when 
large and fertile tracts of the island ceased to be allotted 
to the waste of pasturage I On a natural system of 
diet, we should require no spices from India ; no wines 
from Portugal, Spain, France, or Madeira; none of 
those multitudinous articles of luxury, for which every 
corner of the globe is rifled, and which are the causes 
of so much individual rivalship, such calamitous and 
sanguinary national disputes. In the history of modem 
times, the avarice of commercial monopoly, no leu 
than the ambition of weak and wicked chiefs, seems to 
have fomented the universal discord, to have added 
stubbornness to the mistakes of cabinets, and indocility 
to the infatuation of the people. Let it ever be re- 
membered, that it is the direct influence of commerce 
to make the interval between the richest and the poor- 
est man wider and more unconquerable. Let it be re- 
membered, that it is a foe to everything of real worth 
and excellence in the human character. The odious 
and di^usting aristocracy of wealth is built upon the 
ruins of all that is good in chivalry or republicanism ; 
and luxury is the forerunner of a barbarism scarce 
capable of cure. Is it impossible to realise a state of 
society, where all the energies of man shall be directed 
to the production of bis solid happiness ? Certainly, 
if this advantage (the object of all political speculation) 
be in any d^ree attainable, it is attainable only by a 
community which holds no factitious incentives to the 
avarice and ambition of the few, and which is internally 
organised for the liberty, security, and comfort of the 
many. None must be intrusted with power (and 
money is the completest species of power) who do not 
stand pledged to use it exclusively for the general 
benefit. But the use of animal flesh and fermented 
liquore directly militates with this equality of the rights 
of man. The peasant cannot gratify these fashionable 
cravings without leaving his family to starve. Without 
disease and war, those sweeping curtailera of population, 
pasturage would include a waste too great to be afforded. 
The labour requisite to support a family is fiir lighter * 
than is usually supposed. The peasantry work, not 

* It has come under the author'n experience, that some 
of the workmen on an embankment in North Wales, who 
in consequence of the inability of the proprietor to pay 
them, seldom received their wages, have supported large 
families by cultivating small spots of sterile ground by 
moonlight. In the notes to Pratt's poem, •• Bread or tho 
Poor,'* is an account of an industrious labourer, who, by 
working In a small garden, before and after his day's tas^ 
attained to an enviable state of independence. ^ 

D 3 




36 



NOTES ON QUEEN MAB. 



odIj for themselvet, but for the aristocracy, the army, 
and the manufactarera. 

The advantage of a reform in diet is obviously 
greater than that of any other. It strikes at the root 
of the evil. To remedy the abuses of legislation, 
before we annihilate the propensities by which they are 
produced, is to suppose, that, by taking away the effect, 
the cause will cease to operate. But the efficacy of 
this system depends entirely on the proselytism of in- 
dividuals, and grounds its merits, as a benefit to the 
community, upon the total change of the dietetic habits 
in its members. It proceeds securely from a number 
of particular cases to one that is universal, and has this 
advantage over the contrary mode, that one error does 
not invalidate all that has gone before. 

Let not too much, however, be expected from this 
system. The healthiest among us is not exempt from 
hereditary disease. The most symmetrical, athletic, 
and long- lived, is a being inexpressibly inferior to what 
he would have been, had not the unnatural habits of 
his ancestors accumulated for him a certain portion of 
malady and deformity. In the most perfect specimen 
of civilised man, something is still found wautiiig by 
the physiological critic. Can a return to nature, then, 
instantaneously eradicate predispositions that have been 
slowly taking root in the silence of innumerable ages? 
— Indubitably not All that I contend for is, that, 
from the moment of relinquishing all unnatural habits, 
no new disease is generated ; and that the predisposition 
to hereditary maladies gradually perishes for want of 
its accustomed supply. In cases of consumption, cancer, 
gout, asthma, and scrofula, such is the invariable ten- 
dency of a diet of vegetables and pure water. 

Those who may be induced by these remarks to give 
the vegetable system a fair trial should, in the first place, 
date the commencement of their practice from the mo- 
ment of their conviction. All depends upon breaking 
through a pernicious habit resolutely and at once. 
Dr. Ti otter* asserts, that no drunkard was ever re- 
formed by gradually relinquishing his dram. Animal 
flesh, in its effects on the human stomach, is analogous 
to a dram. It is similar to the kind, though differing 
in the degree, of its operation. The proselyte to pure 
diet must be warned to expect a temporary diminution 
of muscular strength. The subtraction of a powerful 
stimulus will suffice to account for this event. But it 
is only temporary, and is succeeded by an equable capa. 
bility for exertion, far surpassing his former various 
and fluctuating strength. Above all, he will acquire 
an easiness of breathing, by which such exertion is per. 
formed, with a remarkable exemption from that pain, 
fill and difficult panting now felt by almost every one 
after hastily climbing an ordinary mountain. lie will 
be equally capable of bodily exertion, or mental appli. 
cation, after as before his simple mml. He will feel 
none of the narcotic effects of ordinary diet. Irrita- 
bility, the direct consequence of exhausting stimuli, 
would yield to the power of natural and tranquil im- 
pulses. He will no longer pine under the lethai^ of 
ennui, that unconquerable weariness of life* moie to be 
dreaded than death itself. He will escape the epidemic 
madness which broods over its own injurious notions 
of the Deity, and ** realises the hell that priests and 
beldams feign." Every man forms as it were his god 
from his own character ; to the divinity of one of simple 
habits no offering would be more acceptable than the 
happiness of his creatures. He would be incapable of 
hating or persecuting others for the love of God. He 
will find, moreover, a syste m of simple diet to be a 

* 8m Trotter on Uie Nervous Temperament. 



system of perfect epicurism. He will bo longer be in- 
ceseantly occupied in blunting and destroying those 
ofgans from which be expects his gmtification. The 
pleasures of taste to be derived from a dinner of potatofli^ 
beans, peas, tumipa, lettuces, with a dessert of apples^ 
gooseberries, strawberries, currants, ra^berries, and, in 
winter, oranges, apples, and pears, is fur greater than 
is supposed. Those who wait until they can eat this 
plain fare with the aauce of appetite will searcely join 
with the hypocritical sensualist at a lord-mayor'a feast, 
who declaims against the pleasures of the tabkw 
Solomon kept a thousand concubines, and owned in 
despair t^iat all was vanity. The man, whose happiness 
is constituted by the society of one amiaUe woman, 
would find some diflSculty in sympathising with the 
disappointment of this venerable debauchee. 

I address myself not to the young enthusiast only, 
the ardent devotee of truth and virtue, the pure and 
passionate moralist, yet un vitiated by the contagion of 
the world. He will embrace a pure system from its 
abstract truth, its beauty, its simplicity, and its promise 
of wide-extended benefit ; unless custom has tnmed 
poison into food, he will hate the brutal pleasures of 
the chase by instinct ; it will be a contemplation fiiU 
of horror and disappointment to his mind, that beings, 
capable of the gentlest and most admirable sympathies, 
should take delight in the death-pangs and Isist con- 
vulsions of dying animals. The elderly man, whose 
youth has been poisoned by intemperance, or iiriio has 
lived with apparent moderation, and is afflieted with a 
variety of painful maladies, would find his aerount in 
a beneficial change produced without the risk of poisoD- 
ous mcdidnes. The mother to whom the perpetnsl 
restlessness of disease, and unaccountable deaths inei- 
dent to her children, are the causes <^ incurable mhap- 
piness, would on this diet experience the satisfisrtion of 
beholding their perpetual health and natural playfuU 
* The most valuable lives are daily destroyed 
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by diseases that it is dangerous to palliate, and impossi- 
ble to cure, by medicine. How much longer will man 
continue to pimp for the gluttony of death, his most 
insidious, implacable, and eternal, foe? 

*A\XiL Zpdtcomas iyplovs iraA«<rf,iccil vopMXfiSyffal 

\4ovTas, avTol 8i fnaipopttTt «if w^A^n^Oy jcaroAnr^ , 

Tcf iittlyois ovScV* iicfivoif fju^ir yitp ^ ^^of rfsfi^y | 

ilfuf ih C^otf iorlw. j 

'Or< 7^ obK hrrof iy$p<&r^ jcot^ ^^ir rh trcfpir*- 
^aryw, wft&rov ^ir ikwh r&p awfidrmp SfAovrai r^f \ 
jroTofficn^r. O^Scrl yhp fours rh hfBpAvov ffA§ta rAf 
M ffapKo^yl^y€yop6rmp, oif XP*"'^''^* X*^^**** •*• ! 
^^f ipvxos, oh rpax^i Mrrmp wpSirtVTiP, ei 
I iroiAfof c^orfa koI irPt^/iaros Ocp/i^t, rpcfoi val ] 
KcertprfiaaaOai lwat)i rh fiaph irol KpM^V AXA," ; 

« See Mr. Newton's book. His children are the naost 
beautiful and healthy creatures it is possible to oon- 
ceive : the girls are perfect mtidcis for a sculptor ; their 
- dispositions are also the most gentle and conciliating ; the 
Judicious treatment which they experience In other points 
may be a correlative cause of Uiis. In the first five jenrs 
of their life, of 18.000 children that are bnm. 7M0 die of 
variouit discttseH, and how many more of those that sunrfvo 
are rendered miserable by maladies not immedUt^ aor- 
tal \ The quality and quantity of a woman's milk ars 
materially injured by the use of dead fledi. In an island 
near Iceland, where no vegetables are to be got, the efaU- 
drcn invariably die of tetanus before they are three 
old, and the population is supplied from the main 
Sir 0. MackenzU't Hittor^ <^ Iceland, 
chap. i. pages ftS, 64, 56. 
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<r/fiur^n|ri rov crofiaros, jccd r^ |uiAaj«{TiyTi r^f 
7Xi(0-in|t, ical rp XfAs ir4^tp iftfiK^niTi rod wt^fta- 
rot, i^iftmntu t^p eapKO^arylcw, E< 8i \4y§is vc0v- 
«lrai 0-f avr^r M rowinpf ^«8j^y, ft /SovAci ^^cryciv, 
iKpSno9 oin^t hx^KTmvov hx>^ o.hrh% 5t& trcavrov, fi^ 
Xfilirdtuvos KOwiHt^ fiti^l rwredii^ riwlf firiBh ircA^icrr 
&AX& At X^iroi ira) Kpirroi irai Acorrt s a^ol |&i 'urBi- 
owri ^wnvcvciPt &ycA« 9i^ftar< /3ovr* ^ orSfMri oZv, 
^ ip^m^ 1j Karywhp, ttdf^ti^oVf xot ^yc wpoffw^aitv frt 
fitfros iff hwa. 

• • « • • 

'H^Afls 8) offrws iv r^ futu«p6ri^ Tpv^ficr, Aorc 
Afwv r^ lepras wpo<royop9^fi§v, cTra j(t|r»y vf>df a^^ 



ydpoVf i^os, 4i96<rfuuri 'Svpicucots, A^^afiucoa, &tnr€p 

SioAudcrrwr iroi ixaXaxBivrny koI rp6wov riyh icptV' 
aa'wivrwv fpyop itrrl r^v iri^iv Kporrnaaty iral 810- 
Kpvnfiuffiis Z\ ^ivhi fiapinifraa ifiwoitl Ktd poa^tts 



08rw T^ xpShov 6,ypi6v rt fothif 4$p^0ii icat lecucovp* 
yo¥ ffra Upvis ris fj Ix&iff cfAirvarro* K<d ytv6iitP0v, 
othco Ka\ irpOffi9\4rfi(raif iv iKtifots rh yucovp ixi 0ovy 
ipydrriv ^AOf , Kai rh kSv^lov irp6$arop, koI rhv oUov 
pov¥ &AcffTp^ova* KoH KoraiuKphv oUrn rijy &w\fi(rrlap 
roptiaraprts, M (r^niyiis Mpi&vvw, Kcd ^povs, kcu 
xo\4fious irpoij^Bop. 

UKovr, X9pi r^s ^apKo^aryUu, 
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Shellbt wis eighteen when he wrote ^ Queen 
liab f* he never puhliahed it. When it was written, 
he had eome to the decision that he was too 
yotung to he a ^ judge of controversies ;" and he 
waft dMBFons of acquiring '^ that sobriety of spirit 
wliidi ii the eharacteristic of true heroism." But 
he never doubted the truth or utility of his opi- 
nioDs ; and m printing and privately distributing 
** Queen Mab" he believed that he should further 
their d is s em ination, without occasioning the mis- 
diief either to others or himself that might Jarise 
firom pablication. It is doubtful whether he would 
ItSmwftlf have admitted it into a collection of his 
works. His severe classical taste, refined by the 
eonstant stody of the Greek poets, might have 
discovered defects that escape the ordinary reader, 
and the change his opinions underwent in many 
pmntSy would have prevented him from putting 
forth the speculations of his boyish days. But the 
poem is too beautiful in itself, and far too remark- 
able as the production of a boy of eighteen, to allow 
of ils being passed over : besides that having been 
fieqnently reprinted, the omission would be vain. 
In the former edition certain portions were left out, 
aa Aocking the general reader from the violence 
of their attack on religion. I myself had a painful 
feeling thai sach erasures might be looked upon 
aa n marie of disrespect towards the author, and 
am g^ad to have the opportunity of restoring 
them. The notes also are reprinted entire ; not 
bccanifi thej are models of reasoning or lessons 
of troth ; but beeanse Shelley wrote them. And 
dmt all that a man, at once so distinguished and 
■o eseeOenty ever did, deserves to be preserved. 



The alterations his opinions underwent ought to 
be recorded, for they form his history. 

A series of articles was published in the ** New 
Monthly Magazine," during the autumn of the 
year 1832, written by a man of great talent, a 
fellow collegian and warm friend of Shelley : they 
describe admirably the state of his mind during 
his collegiate life. Inspired with ardour for the 
acquisition of knowledge ; endowed with the 
keenest sensibility, and with the fortitude of a 
martyr, Shelley came among his fellow-creatures, 
congregated for the purposes of education, like a 
spirit from another sphere, too delicately organised 
for the rough treatment man uses towards man, 
especially in the season of youth ; and too resolute 
in carrying out his own sense of good and justice 
not to become a victim. To a devoted attachment 
to those he loved, he added a determined resistance 
to oppression. Refusing to fag at Eton, he was 
treated with revolting cruelty by masters and 
boys : this roused, instead of taming his spirit, and 
he rejected the duty of obedience, when it was 
enforced by menaces and punishment. To aversion 
to the society of his fellow-creatures, such as he 
found them when collected together in societies, 
where one egged on the other to acts of tyranny, 
was joined the deepest sympathy and compassion ; 
while the attachment he felt for individuals and 
the admiration with which he regarded their 
powers and their virtues, led him to entertain a 
high opinion of the perfectibility of human nature, 
and he believed that all could reach the liighest 
grade of moral improvement, did not the 
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and prejudices of society foster evil passions, and 
excuse evil actions. 

The oppression which, trembling at every nerve 
yet resolute to heroism, it was his ill fortune to 
encounter at school and at college, led him to 
dissent in all things from those whose arguments 
were blows, whose faith appeared to engender 
blame and hatred. ** During my existence," he 
wrote to a friend in 1812, ^ I have incessantly 
speculated, thought, and read." His readings 
were not always well chosen ; among them were 
the works of the French philosophers ; as far as 
metaphysical argument went, he temponmly be- 
came a convert. At the same time, it was the 
cardinal article of his faith, that if men were but 
taught and induced to treat their fellows with love, 
charity, and equal rights, this earth would realise 
Paradise. He looked upon religion as it is pro- 
fessed, and, above all, practised, as hostile, instead 
of friendly, to the cultivation of those virtues, 
which would make men brothers. 

Can this be wondered at ! At the age of seven" 
teen, fragile in health and frame, of the purest 
habits in morals, full of devoted generosity and 
universal kindness, glowing with ardour to attain 
wisdom, resolved at every personal sacrifice to do 
right, burning with a desire for affection and sym- 
pathy, — ^he was treated as a reprobate, cast forth 
as a criminal. 

The cause was, that he was sincere ; that he 
believed the opinions which he entertained, to be 
true ; and he loved truth with a martyr's love : he 
was ready to sacrifice station and fortune, and his 
dearest affections, at its shrine. The sacrifice was 
demanded from, and made by, a youth of seventeen. 
It is a singular fact in the history of society in the 
civilised nations of modem times, that no false 
step is so irretrievable as one made in early 
youth. Older men, it is true, when they oppose 
their fellows, and transgress ordinary rules, carry 
a certain prudence or hypocrisy as a shield 
along with them. But youth is rash; nor can 
it imagine, while asserting what it believes to be 
true, and doing what it believes to be right, that 
it should be denounced as vicious, and pursued as 
a criminal. 

Shelley possessed a quality of mind which ex- 
perience has shown me to be of the rarest occur- 
rence among human beings : this was his unworld- 
liness. The usual motives that rule men, prospects 
of present or future advantage, the rank and 
fortune of those around, the taunts and censures, 
or the praise of those who were hostile to him, 
had no influence whatever over his actions, and 
apparently none over his thoughts. It is difficult 



even to express the simplicity and directness of 
purpose that adorned him. Some few might be 
found in the history of mankind, and some one at 
least among his own friends, equally disinterested 
and scornful, even to severe personal sacrifioei^ 
of every baser motive. But no one, I believe, 
ever joined this noble but passive virtue to equal 
active endeavours, for the benefit of his friends and 
mankind in general, and to equal power to produce 
the advantages he desired. The world's brightest 
gauds, and its most solid advantages, were of no 
worth in his eyes, when compared to the cause of 
what he considered truth, and the good of his 
fellow-creatures. Bom in a position idueh,to his 
inexperienced mind, afforded the greatest facilities 
to practise the tenets he espoused, he boldly 
declared the use he would make of fortune and 
station, and enjoyed the belief that he should 
materially benefit his fellow-creatures by his 
actions ; while, conscious of surpassing powers of 
reason and imagination, it is not strange that he 
should, even while so young, have believed that 
his written thoughts would tend to disseminate 
opinions, which he believed conducive to the hap- 
piness of the human race. 

If man were a creature devoid of paaBum, he 
might have said and done all this with qmetness. 
But he was too enthusiastic, and too ftill of hatred 
of all the ills he witnessed, not to scorn danger. 
Various disappointments tortured, but ooald not 
tame, his soul. The more enmity he met, the 
more earnestly he became attached to his peculiar 
views, and hostile to those of the men who perse- 
cuted him. 

He was animated to greater zeal by compassioD 
for his fellow-creatures. His sympathy was exeited 
by the misery with which the world is bursting. 
He witnessed the sufferings of the poor, and was 
aware of the evils of ignorance. He desired to 
induce every rich man to despoil himself of super- 
fluity, and to create a brotherhood of property 
and service, and was ready to be the first to Uy 
down the advantages of his birth. He was of too 
uncompromising a disposition to join any party. 
He did not in his youth look forward to gradual 
improvement : nay, in those days of intolerance, 
now almost forgotten, it seemed as easy to ^look 
forward to the sort of millennium of freedom and 
brotherhood, which he thought the proper state 
of mankind, as to the present reign of moderation 
and improvement. HI health made him believe 
that his race would soon be run ; that a year or 
two was all he had of life. He desured thai these 
years should be useful and illustrious. He saw, 
in a fervent call on his fellow-creatureB to share 
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alike the bieasiiigs of the creation, to lore and 
serve each other, the noblest work that life and 
time permitted hinL In this spirit he composed 
QusKN Mab. 

He was a lover of the wonderful and wild in 
literatore; but had not fostered these tastes at 
their genuine sources — the romances and chivalry 
of the middle ages; but in the perusal of such 
Qennaa works as were current in those days. 
Under the influence of these, he, at the age of 
fSfleen, wrote two short prose romances of slender 
merit. The sentiments and language were exag- 
gerated, the composition imitative and poor. He 
wrote also a poem on the subject of Ahasuerus — 
being led to it by a German fragment he picked 
up, dirty and torn, in Lincoln's-inn-Fields. This 
fell afterwards into other hands — and was con- 
siderahly altered before it was printed. Our 
earlier English poetry was almost unknown to 
him. The love and knowledge of nature developed 
by Wordsworth — ^the lofty melody and mysterious 
beanfy of Coleridge's poetry — and the wild fan- 
tastic machinery and gorgeous scenery adopted 
by Sonthey, composed his favourite reading ; the 
rhythm of Queen Mab was founded on that of 
Thalaha, and the first few lines bear a striking 
resemblance in spirit, though not in idea, to the 
opening of that poem. His fertile imagination, 
and ear, tuned to the finest sense of harmony, 
preserved him from imitation. Another of his 
fiivourite books was the poem of Gebir, by Walter 
Savage Landor. From his boyhood he had a 
vronderful facility of versification which he carried 
into another language, and his Latin school verses 
were composed with an ease and correctness that 
procured for him prizes — and caused him to be 
resorted to by all his friends for help. He was, 
ai the period of writing Queen Mab, a great 
traveller within the limits of England, Scotland, 
and Ireland. His time was spent among the 
lovdiest scenes of these countries. Mountain and 
lake and forest were his home ; the phenomena 
of nature were his favourite study. He loved 
to ioqnire into their causes, and was addicted 
to pnxmiits of natural philosophy and chemistry, 
as fitf as they could be carried on, as an 
amusement. These tastes gave truth and 
vivaeitj to his descriptions, and warmed his 
sonl with that deep admiration for the wonders 
of Nature which constant association with her 
inspired. 

He never intended to publish Queen Blab as it 
stands; but a few years after, when printing 
Ahstor, he extracted a small portion which he 
entitled « The Daemon of the World ,•" in this he 



changed somewhat the versification — and made 
other alterations scarcely to be called improve- 
ments. 

I extract the invocation of Queen Mab to the 
Soul of lanthe, as altered in ** The Daemon of the 
World." I give it as a specimen of the ^tera> 
tions mode. It well characterises his own state 
of mind: 

INVOCATION. 

Maiden, the world's supremest spirit 
Beneath the shadow of her wings 
Folds all thy memory doth inherit 
From ruin of divinest things. 
Feelings that lure thee to betray. 
And light of thoughts that pass away. 

For thou hast earned a mighty boon ; 

The truths which wisest poets see 
Dimly, thy mind may make its own. 
Rewarding its own majesty. 
Entranced in some diviner mood 
Of self-oblivious solitude. 

Custom and faith and power thou spumest, 

From hate and fear thy heart is free ; 
Ardent and pure as day thou bumest 
For dark and cold mortality ; 
A living light to cheer it long. 
The watch-fires of the world among. 

Therefore, from nature's inner shrine, 

Where gods and fiends in worship bend. 
Majestic Spirit, be it thine 
The flame to seize, the veil to rend. 
Where the vast snake Eternity 
In charmed sleep doth ever lie. 

All that inspires thy voice of love, 
Or speaks in thy unclosing eyes, 
Or through thy frame doth bum and move, 
Or think, or feel, awake, arise I 
Spirit, leave for mine and me 
Earth's unsubstantial mimicry ! 

Some years after, when in Italy, a bookseller 
published an edition of Queen Mab as it originally 
stood. Shelley was hastily written to by his 
friends, under the idea that, deeply injurious as 
the mere distribution of the poem had proved, 
the publication might awaken fresh persecutions. 
At the suggestion of these friends he wrote a 
letter on the subject, printed in ** The Examiner" 
newspaper — ^with which I close this history of his 
earliest work. 



40 



EDITOR'S NOTE ON QUEEN MAB. 



TO THE EDITOR OP " THE EXAMINER.'* 

"Sir, 
« Having heard that a poem, entitled < Queen 
Mab/has been surreptitiously published in London, 
and that legal proceedings have been instituted 
against the publisher, I request the favour of 
your insertion of the following explanation of the 
affair, as it relates to me. 

" A poem, entitled < Queen Mab,' was written 
by me, at the age of eighteen, I dare say in a 
sufficiently intemperate spirit — but even then was 
not intended for publication, and a few copies 
only were struck off, to be distributed among my 
personal friends. I have not seen this production 
for several years ; I doubt not but that it is 
perfectly worthless in point of literary compo- 
sition; and that in all that concerns moral and 
political speculation, as well as in the subtler 
discriminations of metaphysical and religious 
doctrine, it is still more crude and immature. I 
am a devoted enemy to religious, political, and 
domestic oppression ; and I regret this publication 
not 80 much from literary vanity, as because I 



fear it is better jfitted to injure than to serve the 
sacred cause of freedom. I have directed my 
solicitor to apply to dumceiy for an injunction 
to restrain the sale ; but after the precedent 
of Mr. Southey's * Wat Tyler,' (a poem, writtoi, 
I believe, at the same age, and with the same 
unreflecting enthusiasm,) with little hope of 
success. 

" Whilst I exonerate myself from all share in 
having diviilged opinions hostile to existing sanc- 
tions, under the form, whatever it may be, which 
they assume in this poem ; it is scarcely necessary 
for me to protest against the system of inculcating 
the truth of Christianity or the excdlenee o^ 
Monarchy, however true or however excellent 
they may be, by such equivocal arguments as 
confiscation and imprisonment, and invectiTe and 
slander, and the insolent violation of the moei 
sacred ties of nature and society. 

«Sir, 

" I am your obliged and obedient servanty 

^ Percy B. Shbllkt. 

"P<«a, /line 22, 1821.'* 



K>'D OF (IU££N HAB. 



ALASTOR; 

OR, 

THE SPIRIT OF SOLITUDE. 



Nondum atnahmi, et amare amabam, qiuerebom quid amarem ^m""** aznare. 

Caisfess, St. AuffutU 



PREJFACE. 

Thi poem entitled ** Alastor," may be considered as 
■Uegorieal of one of the most iDteresting situations of 
tbe bnman mind. It represents a youth of uncor- 
mpted feelings and adventurous genius, led forth by an 
imagination inflamed and purified through familiarity 
irith all that is excellent and majestic, to the con- 
templation of the universe. He drinks deep of the 
foontaina of knowledge, and is still insatiate. The 
magnificence and beauty of the external world sinks 
]»ofoandly into the frame of his conceptions, and 
affords to their modifications a variety not to be ex- 
hausted. So long as it is possible for his desires to 
point towards objects thus infinite and unmeasured, he 
is joyooa, and tranquil, and self-possessed. But the 
period arrives when these objects cease to sufiSce. His 
mind b at lei^^ suddenly awakened, and thirsts for 
interconne with an intelligence similar to itself. He 
tmafM to himself the Being whom he loves. Con- 
versant with speculations of the sublimest and most 
perfect natures, the virion in which he embodies his 
own im^nations, unites all of wonderful, or wise, or 
beantifiil, which the poet, the philosopher, or the lover, 
eonld depicture. The intellectual faculties, the imagi- 
nation, the functions of sense, have their respective 
requiiitions on the sympathy of correspondiug powers 
in other human beings. Tbe Poet is represented as 
unidng thMe requisitions, and attaching them to a 
single imi^e. He seeks in vain for a prototype of his 
ooooeption. Blasted by his disappointment, he descends 
to an untimely grave. 

Tbe incture is not barren of instruction to actual 
men. The Poet's self-centred seclurion was avenged 
by the furies of an irresistible passion pursuing him to 
■peedy ruin. But that Power which strikes the lumi- 
naries of the world with sodden darkness and extinction, 
by awakening them to too exquisite a perception of its 
influences, dooms to a slow and poisonous decay those 
meanwr spirits that dare to abjure its dominion. Their 
destiny is more abject and inglorious, as their delin- 
qneney is more contemptible and pernicious. They 
who, deluded by no generous error, instigated by no 
sacred thirst of doubtful knowledge, duped by no illus- 
trious superstition, loving nothing on this earth, and 
cberishing no hopes beyond, yet keep aloof from sym- 
pathies with their kind, rejoicing neither in human joy 
nor moomif^ with human grief; these, and such as 
tbey, have their apportioned curse. They languish, 
becaoie none feel with them their conmion nature. 
They are monliy dead. They are neither friends, nor 
loven, nor fkthen, nor citizens of the world, nor bene- 



factors of their country. Among those who attempt 
to exist without human sympathy, the pure and tender- 
hearted perish through the intensity and passion of 
their search after its communities, when the vaomcy of 
their spirit suddenly makes itself felt. All else, selfish, 
blind, and torpid, are those unforeseeing multitudes 
who constitute, together with their own, the lasting 
misery and loneliness of the world. Those who love 
not their fellow- beings, live unfruitful lives, and pre- 
pare for their old age a miserable grave. 

The good die first. 
And tboee whose hearts are dry as summer's dust 
Bum to the socket I 

December 14, 181ff. 

Earth, ocean, air, beloved brotherhood 1 
If our great Mother have imbued my soul 
With aught of natural piety to feel 
Your love, and recompense the boon with mine ; 
If devry mom, and odorous noon, and even, 
With sunset and its gorgeous ministers, 
And solemn midnight's tingling silentness ; 
If autumn's hollow sighs in the sere wood, 
And winter robing with pure snow and crowns 
Of starry ice the grey grass and bare boughs ; 
If spring's voluptuous pantings when she breathes 
Her first sweet kisses, have been dear to me ; 
If no bright bird, insect, or gentle beast 
I consciously have injured, but still loved 
And cherished these my kindred ; — then forgive 
This boast, beloved brethren, and withdraw 
No portion of your wonted favour now ! 

Mother of this unfathomable world 1 
Favour my solemn song, for I have loved 
Thee ever, and thee only ; I have watched 
Thy shadow, and the darlmess of thy steps. 
And my heaort ever gazes on the depth 
Of thy deep mysteries. I have made my bed 
In chamels and on coffins, where black death 
Keeps record of the trophies won from thee. 
Hoping to still these obstinate questionings 
Of thee and thine, by forcing some lone ghost, 
Thy messenger, to render up the tale 
Of what we are. In lone and silent hours. 
When night makesa weird sound of its own stillness. 
Like an mspired and desperate alch^inist 
Staking his very life on some dark hope. 
Have I mixed awful talk and asking looks 
With my most innocent love, until stranse tears. 
Uniting with those breathless kisses, made 
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Such mngic as compels the charmed night 

To render up thy charge : and, though ne'er yet 

Thou l^iast unveiled thy inmost sanctuary ; 

Enough from incommunicable dream, 

And twilight phantasms,and deep noonday thought. 

Has shone within me, that serenely now 

And moveless, as a long-forgotten lyre 

Sus])cnded in the solitary dome 

Of some mysterious and deserted fane, 

I wait thy breath, Great Parent, that my strain 

May modulate with murmurs of the air, 

And motions of the forests and the sea, 

And voice of living beings, and woven h^mns 

Of night and day, and the deep heart of man. 

There was a Poet whose untimely tomb 
No human hands with pious reverence reared, 
But the charmed eddies of autunmal winds 
Built o'er his mouldering bones a pyramid 
Of mouldering leaves in the waste wilderness ; 
A lovely youu, — no mourning maiden decked 
With weeping flowers, or votive cypress wreath. 
The lone couch of his everlasting sleep : 
Gentle, and brave, and generous, no lorn bard 
Breathed o'er his dark fate one melodious sigh : 
He lived, he died, he sang in solitude. 
Strangers liave wept to hear his passionate notes. 
And virgins, as unknown he passed, have pined 
And wasted for fond love of his wild eyes. 
The fire of those soft orbs has ceased to bum. 
And Silence too, enamoured of that voice. 
Locks its mute music in her rugged cell. 

By solemn vision and bright silver dream. 
His infancy was nurtured. Every sight 
And sound from the vast earth and ambient air. 
Sent to his heart its choicest impulses. 
The fountains of divine philosophy 
Fled not his thirsting lips ; and all of great. 
Or good, or lovely, which the sacred past 
In truth or fable consecrates, he felt 
And knew. When early youth had past, he left 
His cold fireside and alienated home. 
To seek strange truths in undiscovered lando. 
Many a wide waste and tangled wilderness 
Has lured his fearless steps ; and he has bought 
With his sweet voice and eyes, from savage men. 
His rest and food. Nature's most secret steps 
He, like her shadow, has pursued, where'er 
The rcfd volcano overcanopies 
I tH fi«3lds of snow and pinnacles of ice 
With burning smoke : or where bitumen lakes. 
On black liare pointed islets ever beat 
With sluggish surge, or where the secret caves, 
KuggfHl and dark, winding among the springs, 
Of fin; and ])oison, inaccessible 
T(» avarice or pride, their starry domes 
Of diam(>n<l and of gold exjmnd alM)ve 
Numberless and iinnieasurable halls, 
Frec|ucnt with crystal column, and clear shrines 
Of iwarl, and thrones radiant witli chr^'solite. 
Nor had that soene of ampler majesty 
Than gems or gold, the varying roof of heaven 
And Uie green twrth, lost in his heart its claims 
To love and wonder ; he would linger long 
In lonesome vales, making Uie wild his home. 
Until the doves and squirrels would partake 
From his innocuous hand his bloodless food. 
Lured by the gentle meaning of his looks, 
wild antelope, that starts whene'er 




The dry leaf rustles in the brake, suspend 
Her timid steps, to saze upon a form 
More graceful than ner own. 

His wandering step. 
Obedient to high thoughts, has visited 
The awful ruins of the days of old : 
Athens, and Tyre, and Balbec, and the waste 
Where stood Jerusalem, the fallen towers 
Of Babylon, the eternal pyramids, 
Memphis and Thebes, and whatsoe'er of rtnuige 
Sculptured on alabaster obelisk, 
Or jaroer tomb, or mutilated sphinx. 
Dark Ethiopia on her desert hills 
Conceals. Among the ruined temples there. 
Stupendous columns, and wild images 
Of more than man, where marble demons wateh 
The Zodiac's brazen mystery, and dead men 
Hang their mute thoughts on the mute wails aroond. 
He hngered, poring on memorials 
Of the world's youu, through the long bonuDg day 
Gazed on those speechless shapes^ nor, wheo the 

moon 
Filled the mysterious halls with floatinff shades 
Suspended he that task, but ever gazed 
And gazed, till meaning on his vacant mind 
Flashed like strong inspiration, and he saw 
The thrilling secrets of the birth of time. 

Meanwhile an Arab maiden brought his food. 
Her daily portion, from her father's tent. 
And spread her matting for his couch, and stole 
From duties and repose to tend his steps i-^ 
Enamoured, yet not daring for deep awe 
To speak her love : — and watched his nightly sleep. 
Sleepless herself, to gaze upon his lips 
Parted in slumber, whence the regular breath 
Of innocent dreams arose : then, when red mom 
Made paler the pale moon, to her cold home, 
Wildered, and wan, and panting, she returned. 

The Poet wandering on, through Arable 
And Persia, and the wild Carmauian waste. 
And o'er the atrial mountains which pour down 
Indus and Oxus from their icy caves. 
In joy and exultaUon held his way ; 
Till in the vale of Cachmire, far within 
Its loneliest dell, where odorous plants entwixie 
Beneath the hollow rocks a natural bower. 
Beside a sparkling rivulet he stretched 
His languid limbs. A vision on his sleep 
There came, a dream of hopes tliat never yet 
Had flushed his cheek. He dreamed a veiled maid 
Sate near him, talking in low solemn tones. 
Her voice was like the voice of his own soul 
Heard in the calm of thought ; its music long. 
Like woven sounds of streams and breezes, held 
His inmost sense suspended in its web 
Of many-coloured woof and shifting hues. 
Knowledge and truth and virtue were her theme, 
And lofty hopes of divine liberty. 
Thoughts the most dear to him, and poesy. 
Herself a poet. Soon the solemn mood 
Of her pure mind kindled through all her frame 
A permeating fire : wild numbers then 
She raised, with voice stifled in tremulouB sobs 
Subdued by its own pathos : her fair hands 
Were bare alone, sweeping from some strange harp 
Strange symphony, and in their branching reboB 
The doquent blood told an ineffable tale. 
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The beating of her heart was heard to fill 
The pauses of her musicy and her breath 
Tumultuoualy accorded with those fits 
Of intermitt^ song. Sudden she rose, 
As if her heart impatiently endured 
Its bursting burthen : at the sound he turned, 
And saw by the warm light of their own life 
Her glowing limbs beneath the sinuous veil 
Of woven wind ; her outspread arms now bare, 
Her dark locks floating in the breath of night. 
Her beamy bending eyes, her parted Hps 
Outstretched, and pale, and quivering eagerly. 
His strong heart sank and sickened with excess 
Of love. He reared Iiis shuddering limbs, and 

quelled 
His gasping breath, and spread his arms to meet 
Her pantinff bosom : — she drew back awhile, 
Then, yieldmg to the irresistible joy. 
With nantic gesture and short breathless cry 
Folded hb firune in her dissolving arms. 
Now blackness veiled his dizzy eyes, and night 
Involved and swallowed up the vision ; sleep, 
Like a dark flood suspended in its course, 
Rolled back its impulse on his vacant brain. 

Roused by the shock, he started from his trance.^ 
The cold white light of morning, the blue moon 
Low in the west, the clear and garish hills. 
The distinct valley and the vacant woods. 
Spread round him where he stood. Whither have 
liie hues of heaven that canopied his bower [fled 
Of y e stern ight ! The sounds that soothed his sleep. 
The mystery and the majesty of Earth, 
The joy, the exultation I His wan eyes 
Gaze on the empty scene as vacantly 
As ocean's moon looks on the moon in heaven. 
The roirit of sweet human love has sent 
A vision to the sleep of him who spumed 
Her chmeest gifts. He eagerly pursues 
Beyond the realms of dream that fleeting shade ; 
He overleaps the bounds. Alas ! alas ! 
Were limbs and breath and being interwined 
Thus treacherously! Lost, lost, for ever lost, 
In the wide pathless desert of dim sleep. 
That beautiful shape I Does the dark gate of death 
Conduct to thy mysterious paradise, 
O Sleep! Does the bright arch of rainbow clouds. 
And pendent mountains seen in the calm lake. 
Lead only to a black and watery depth, [hung. 
While death's blue vault with loathliest vapours 
Where every shade which the foul srave exhales 
Hides its detA eye from the detested day. 
Conduct, O Sleep, to thy delightful realms ! 
This doubt with sudden tide flowed on his heart. 
The insatiate hope which it awakened, stung 
Hia brain even like despair. 

WhUe daylight held 
Th^ skj, the Poet kept mute conference 
With Mb still soul. At night the passion came. 
Like the fierce fiend of a distempered dream. 
And shook him from his rest, and led him forth 
Into the darkness^ — As an eagle grasped 
In folds of the green serpent, feeto her breast 
Bom with the poison, and precipitates [cloud, 
Thrtn^ night and day, temp^and calm and 
Frantie with dizzying anguish, her blind flight 
O'er the wide aery inldemess : thus driven 
By the bright shadow of that lovelv drc«m. 
Beneath the cold gbuee of the desolate night. 



Through tanff led swamps and deep precipitous dells, 

Startling with careless step the moon-hght snake, 

He fled. Red morning dawned upon his flight, 

Shedding the mockery of its vital hues 

Upon his cheek of death. He wandered on. 

Till vast Aomos, seen from Petra's steep. 

Hung o'er the low horizon like a cloud ; 

Through Balk, and where the desolated tombs 

Of Paithian kings scatter to every wind 

Their wasting dust, wildly he wandered on. 

Day after day, a weary waste of hours. 

Bearing within his life the brooding care 

That ever fed on its decaving flame. 

And now his limbs were lean ; his scattered hair, 

Sered by the autumn of strange suffering. 

Sung dirges in the wind ; his liBtless hand 

Hung like dead bone within its withered skin ; 

Life, and the lustre that consumed it, shone 

As in a furnace burning secretly 

From his dark eyes alone. The cottagers. 

Who ministered with human charity 

His human wants, beheld with wondering awe 

Their fleeting visitant. The mountaineer. 

Encountering on some dizzy precipice 

That spectral form, deemed that the Spirit of wind 

With liffhtning eyes, and eager breath, and feet 

Disturbmg not the drifted snow, had paused 

In Ins career : the infant would conceal 

His troubled visage in his mother's robe 

In terror at the glare of those wild eyes. 

To remember their strange light in many a dream 

Of after times ; but youthful maidens, taught 

By nature, would interpret half the woe 

That wasted him, would call him with false names 

Brother, and friend, would press his pallid hand 

At parting, and watch, dim through tears, the path 

Of his departure from their father's door. 

At length upon the lone Chorasmian shore 
He paused, a wide and melancholy waste 
Of putrid marshes. A strone impulse ureed 
His steps to the sea-shore. A swan was were. 
Beside a sluggish stream among the reeds. 
It rose as he approached, and with strong wings 
Scaling the upward sky, bent its bright course 
High over the immeasurable main. 
His eyes pursued its flight : — ** Thou hast a home, 
Beautiful bird ! thou voyagest to thine home. 
Where thy sweet mate wiU twine her downy neck 
With thine, and welcome thy return with eyes 
Bright in the lustre of their own fond joy. 
And what am I that I should linger here. 
With voice far sweeter than thy dying notes. 
Spirit more vast than thine, frune more attuned 
To beauty, wasting these surpassing powers 
In the deaf air, to the blind earth, and heaven 
That echoes not my thoughts!" A gloomv smile 
Of desperate hope wrinkled his quivering lips. 
For sleep, he knew, kept most relentlessly 
Its precious charge, and silent death exposed. 
Faithless perhaps as sleep, a shadowy lure. 
With doubtful smile mockmg itsownstrangccharms. 

Startled by his own thoughts, he looked around : 
There was no fair fiend near him, not a sight 
Or sound of awe but in his own deep mindl 
A little shallop floating near the shore 
Caught the impatient wandering of his gaze. 
It had been long abandoned, for its sides 
Graped wide with many a rift, and its frail joints , 
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Swayed with the unduUtions of the tide. 

A restless impulse urged him to embaris 

And meet lone Death on the drear ocean's waste ; 

For well he knew that mighty Shadow loves 

The slimy caverns of the populous deep. 

The day was fair and sunny : sea and sky 
Drank its inspiring radiance, and the wind 
Swept strongly from the shore, blackening the waves. 
Following his eager soul, the wanderer 
Leaped in the bStt, he spread his cloak aloft 
On the bare mast, and took his lonely seat. 
And felt the boat speed o*er the tranquil sea 
Like a torn cloud before the hurricane. 



As one that in a silver vision floats ^ 

Obedient to the sweep of odorous winds 

Upon resplendent clouds, so rapidly 

Along the dark and ruffled waters fled 

The straining boat — A whirlwind swept it on, 

With fierce gusts and precipitating force. 

Through the white ridges of the chafed sea. 

The waves arose. Higher and higher still ^ 

Their fierce necks writhed beneath the tempest s 

scourge 
Like serpents struggling in a vulture's grasp. 
Calm and rejoicing m the fearful war 
Of wave running on wave, and blast on blast 
Descending, and black flood on whirlpool driven 
With dark obliterating course, he sate : 
As if their genii were the ministers 
Appointed to conduct him to the light 
Of those beloved eyes, the Poet sate 
Holding the steady helm. Evening came on. 
The beams of sunset hung their rambow hues 
High 'mid the shifting domes of sheeted spray 
That canopied his path o'er the waste deep ; 
Twilight, ascending slowly from the east. 
Entwined in duskier wreaths her braided locks 
O'er the fiur front and radiant eyes of day ; 
Night followed, clad* with stars. On every side 
More horribly the multitudinous streams 
Of ocean's mountainous waste to mutual war 
Rushed in dark tumult thundering, as to mock 
The calm and spangled sky. The little boat 
Still fled before the storm ; still fled, like foam 
Down the steep cataract of a wintapy river ; 
Now pausing on the edge of the riven wave ; 
Now leaving far behind the bursting mass 
That fell, convulsing ocean. Safely fled — 
As if that frail and wasted human form 
Had been an elemental god. 



At midnight 
The moon arose : and lo ! the ethereal cliffs 
Of Caucasus, whose icy summits shone 
Among the stars like sunlieht, and around 
Whose cavemed base the whirlpools and the waves. 
Bursting and eddying irresistibly, 
Rage and resound for ever. — Who shall save I — 
The boat fled on,— the boiling torrent drove,— 
The crags closed round with bUick and jagged arms. 
The shattered mountain overhung the sea, 
And faster still, beyond all human speed. 
Suspended on the sweep of the smooth wave. 
The little boat was driven. A cavern there 
Yawned, and amid its slant and winding depths 
Ingulfed the rushing sea. The boat fled on 
With unrelaxing speed. « Vision and Love ! " 
The Poet cried aloud, « I have beheld 



The path of thy depai-ture. Sleep and death 
Shall not divide us long." 

The boat pursued 
The windings of the cavern. Day-light shone 
At length upon that gloomy river's flow ; 
Now, where the fiercest war among the waves 
Is calm, on the unfathomable stream [riven. 

The boat moved slowly. Where the mountain. 
Exposed those black depths to the azure sky. 
Ere yet the flood's enormous volume fell 
Even to the base of Caucasus, with sound 
That shook the everlasting rocks, the mass 
Filled with one whirlpool all ihat ample chasm ; 
Stair above stair the eddying waters pose, 
Circling immeasurably fast, and laved 
With alternating dash the gnarled roots 
Of mighty trees, that stretched their giant arms 
In darkness over it I' the midst was lefty 
Reflecting, yet distorting every cloud, 
A pool of treacherous and tremendous calm. 
Seized by the sway of the ascending stream. 
With dizzy swiftness, round, and round, and round. 
Ridge after ridge the straining boat aroee. 
Till on the verge of the extremest curve. 
Where, through an opening of the rocky bank. 
The waters overflow, and a smooth spot 
Of glassy quiet 'mid those battlmg tides 
Is left, the boat paused shuddering. Shall it sink 
Down the abyss ! Shall the reverting stress 
Of that resistless gulf embosom it I - . , 

Now shall it fall ? A wandering stream of wmd, 
Breathed from the west, has caught the expanded 
And, lo ! with gentle motion between banks [sail. 
Of mossy slope, and on a phuad stream. 
Beneath a woven grove, it sails, and, hark I 
The ghastly torrent mingles its far roar. 
With the breeze murmuring in the musical wooda. 
Where the embowering trees recede, and leave 
A little space of green expanse, the cove 
Is closed by meeting banks, whose yellow flowers 
For ever gaze on their own drooping eyes. 
Reflected in the crystal calm. The wave 
Of the boat's motion marred their pensive task, 
Which nought but vagrant bird, or wanton wind. 
Or falling spear-grass, or their own decay 
Had e'er disturbed before. The Poet longed 
To deck with their bright hues his withered hair. 
But on his heart its solitude returned. 
And he forbore. Not the strong impulse hid 
In those flushed cheeks, bent eyes, and shadowy 
Had yet performed its ministry : it hung [frame. 
Upon his life, as lightnmg in a cloud 
Gleams, hovering ere it vanish, ere the floods 
Of night close over it 

The noonday sun 
Now shone upon the forest, one vast mass 
Of mingling shade, whose brown magnificence 
A narrow vale embosoms. There, huge caves, 
Scooped in the dark base of those aCry rocks 
Mocking its moans, respond and roar for ever. 
The meeting boughs and implicated leaves 
Wove twilight o'er the Poet^s path, as 1^ 
By love, or dream, or god, or mightier Dea^, 
He sought m Nature's dearest haunt, some bank, 
Her cradle, and his sepulchre. More dark 
And dark the shades accumulate— the oak. 
Expanding its immense and knotty arms, 
Embraces the light beech. The pyramids 
Of the tall cedar overarching, frame 
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Mo6t solemn domes within, and far below. 
Like clouds suspended in an emerald sky. 
The ash and the acacia floating hang 
Tremulous and pale. Like restless serpents, clothed 
In rainbow and in fire, the parasites, 
Starr'd with ten thousand blossoms, flow around 
The grey trunks, and, as gamesome infants* eyes. 
With gentle meanings, and most innocent wiles, 
Fold their beams round the hearts of those that love, 
These twine their tendrils with the wedded boughs 
Uniting tlieir close union ; the woven leaves 
Make net-work of the dark blue light of day. 
And the night's noontide clearness, mutable 
As shapes in the weird clouds. Soft mossy lawns 
Beneath these canopies extend their swells. 
Fragrant with perfumed herbs, and eyed with blooms 
Minute, yet beautiful. One darkest glen 
Sends tram its woods of musk-rose, twined with 
A soul-dissolving odour, to invite [jasmine, 

To some more lovely mystery. Through the dell. 
Silence and Twilight here, twin-sisters, keep 
Their noonday watch, and sail among the snades, 
Like vaporous shapes half-seen ; beyond, a well. 
Dark, gleaming, and of most translucent wave. 
Images all the woven boughs above. 
And each depending leaf, and every speck 
Of azure sky, darting between their chasms ; 
Nor aught else in the liquid mirror laves 
Its portraiture, but some inconstant star 
Between one foliaged lattice twinkling fair. 
Or painted bird, sleeping beneath the moon. 
Or gorgeous insect, floating motionless, 
Uneonseions of the day, ere yet his wings 
Have qfxread their glories to the gaze of noon. 

Hither the Poet came. His eyes beheld 
Their own wan light through the reflected lines 
Of his thin hair, distinct in the dark depth 
Of that still fountain ; as the human heart. 
Gazing in dreams over the gloomy grave, 
Sees its own treacherous likeness there. He heard 
The motion of the leaves, the grass that sprung 
Startled and glanced and trembled even to feel 
An unaccustomed presence, and the sound 
Of the sweet brook that from the secret springs 
Of that dark fountain rose. A Spirit seemed 
To stand beside him — clothed in no bright robes 
Of shadowy silver or enshrining light. 
Borrowed from aught the visible world affords 
Of grace, or majesty, or mystery ; — 
But undulating woods, and silent well. 
And rippling nvulet, and evening gloom 
Now dec^ning the dark shades, for speech assuming 
Held commune with him, as if he and it 
Were all that was^— only — when his regard 
Was raised by intense pensiveness, — two eyes. 
Two starry eyes, hun^ in tlie gloom of thought. 
And seemed with their serene and azure simles 
To beckon him. 

Obedient to the light 
That dione within his soul, he went, pursuing 
The windings of the dell.— The rivulet 
Wanton and wild, through many a green ravine 
Beneath the forest flowed. Sometimes it fell 
Among the moss, with hollow harmony 
Dark and profound. Now on the polished stones 
j It danced ; like childhood laughing as it went : 
Then, through the plain in tranquil wanderings 
Reflecting every herb and drooping bud [crept. 






That overhung its quietness. — ** O stream ! 
Whose source is inaccessibly profound, 
Whither do thy mysterious waters tend I 
Thou imagest my life. Thy darksome stillness. 
Thy dazzlmg waves, thy loud and hollow gulfiB, 
Thy searchless fountain, and invisible course 
Have each their type in me : And the wide sky. 
And measureless ocean may declare as soon 
What oozy cavern or what wandering cloud 
Contains thy waters, as the universe [stretched 
Tell where these living thoughts reside, when 
Upon thy flowers my bloodless limbs shall waste 
I' the passing wind !" 

Beside the grassy shore 
Of the small stream he went ; he did impress 
On the green moss his tremulous step, that caught 
Strong shuddering from his burning limbs. As one 
Rous^ by some joyous madness from the couch 
Of fever, he did move ; yet, not like him. 
Forgetful of the grave, where, when the flame 
Of hia frail exultation shall be spent. 
He must descend. With rapid steps he went 
Beneath the shade of trees, beside the flow 
Of the wild babbling rivulet ; and now 
The forest's solemn canopies were changed 
For the uniform and lightsome evening sky. 
Grey rocks did peep from the spare moss, and 

stemmed 
The struggling brook : tall spires of windlestrae 
Threw their thin shadows down the rugged slope. 
And nought but gnarled roots of ancient pines 
Branchlessand blasted, clenched with graspingroots 
The unwilling fwil. A gradual change was here. 
Yet ghastly. For, as fast years flow away. 
The smooth brow gathers, and the hair grows thin 
And white ; and where irradiate dewy eyes 
Had shone, gleam stony orbs : so from his steps 
Bright flowers departed, and the beautiful shade 
Of the green groves, with all their odorous winds 
And musical motions. Calm, he still pursued 
The stream, that with a larger volume now 
Rolled through the labyrinthine dell ; and there 
Fretted a paUi through its descending curves 
With its wintry speed. On every side now rose 
Rocks, which, in unimaginable forms, 
Lifted their black and barren pinnacles 
In the light of evening, and its precipice 
Obscuring the ravine, disclosed above, 
'Mid toppling stones, black gulfs,and yawning caves. 
Whose windings gave ten thousand various tongues 
To the loud stream. Lo ! where the pass ezpuids 
Its stony jaws, the abrupt mountain breaks. 
And seems, with its accumulated crags, 
To overhang the world : for wide expand 
Beneath the wan stars and descending moon 
Islanded seas, blue mountains, mighty streams, 
Dim tracks and vast, robed in the lustrous gloom 
Of leaden-coloured even, and fiery hills 
Mingling their flames with twilight, on the verge 
Of the remote horizon. The near scene. 
In naked and severe simplicity. 
Made contrast with the universe. A pine. 
Rock-rooted, stretched athwart the vacancy 
Its swinging boughs, to each inconstant blast 
Yielding one only response, at each pause. 
In most familiar cadence, with the howl 
The thunder and the hiss of homeless streams 
Mingling its solemn song, whilst the broad river. 
Foaming and hurrying o'er its rugged path. 



46 



ALA8T0R ; OR, THE SPIRIT OF SOLITUDE. 



Fell into that immeasurable void, 

Scattering its waters to the passing winds. 

, Yet the grey precipice, and solemn pine 

And torrent, were not all ;— one silent nook 

Was there. Even on the edge of that vast moontain. 

Upheld by knotty roots and fallen rocks^ 

It overlooked in its serenity 

The dark earth, and the bending vault of stars. 

It was a tranquil spot, that seemed to smile 

Even in the lap of horror. Ivy clasped 

The fissured stones with its entwining arms. 

And did embower with leaves forever green, 

And berries dark, the smooth and even spwce 

Of its inviolated floor, and here 

The children of the autumnal whirlwind bore. 

In wanton sport, those bright leaves, whose dek»y, 

Red, yellow, or etherially pale, 

Rival the pride of summer. 'Tis the haunt 

Of every gentle wind, whose breath can teach 

The wilds to love tranquillity. One step. 

One human step alone, has ever broken 

The stillness of its solitude :^-one voice 

Alone inspired its echoes ; — even that voice 

Which hither came, floating among the winds. 

And led the loveliest among human forms 

To make their wild haunts the depository 

Of all the grace and beauty that endued 

Its motions, render up its majesty, 

Scatter its music on the unfeeling storm, 

And to the damp leaves and blue cavern mould. 

Nurses of rainbow flowers and branching moss. 

Commit the colours of that varying cheek. 

That snowy breast, those dark and drooping eyes. 

The dim and homed moon hung low, and poured 

A sea of lustre on the horizon's verge 

That overflowed its mountains. Yellow mist 

Filled the unbounded atmosphere, and drank 

Wan moonlight even to fulness : not a star 

Shone, not a sound was heard ; the very winds, 

Danger's grim playmates, on that precipice 

Slept, clasped in his embrace. — O, storm of death ! 

Whose sightless speed divides this sullen night : 

And thou, colossal Skeleton, that, still 

Guiding its irresistible career 

In thy devastating omnipotence, 

Art lung of this frail world, from the red field 

Of slaughter, from the reeking hospital. 

The patriot's sacred couch, the snowy bed 

Of innocence, the scaffold and the throne, 

A mightv voice invokes thee. Ruin calls 

His brother Death. A rare and regal prey 

He hath prepared, prowling around the world ; 

Glutted with which thou may'st repose, and men 

Go to their graves like flowers or creeping worms. 

Nor ever more offer at thy dark shrine 

The unheeded tribute of a broken heart. 

When on the threshold of the green recess 
The wanderer's footsteps fell, he knew that death 
Was on him. Yet a little, ere it fled, 
Did he resign his high and holy soul 
To images of the majestic past. 
That paused within his passive being now. 
Like winds that bear sweet music, when they breathe 
Through some dim latticed chamber. He did place 
His paJe lean hand upon the rugged trunk 
Of the old pine. Upon an ivied stone 
Reclined his languid head, his limbs did rest. 
Diffused and motionless, on the smooth brink 



Of that obscurest chasm ;— and thus he lay. 

Surrendering to their final impulses 

The hovering powers of life. Hope and despair. 

The torturers, slept : no mortal pain or fear 

Marred his repose, the influxes of sense, 

And his own being unalloyed by pain. 

Yet feebler and more feeble, calmly fed 

The stream of thought, till he lay breathine there 

At peace, and fitintly smiling :— ms last sight 

Was the great moon, which o'er the western line 

Of the wide worid her mighty horn suspended. 

With whose dun beams inwoven darkness seemed 

To mingle. Now upon the jagged hills 

It rests, and still as the divided frame 

Of the vast meteor sunk, the Poet's blood. 

That ever beat in mystic sympathy 

With nature's ebb and flow, grew feebler still : 

And when two lessening points of light alone 

Gleamed through the cbinness, the alternate gaq» 

Of his faint respiration scarce did stir 

The stagnate night :— till the minutest ray 

Was quenched, the pulse yet lingered in his heart. 

It paused — it fluttered. But when heaven remained 

Utterly bbick, the murky shades involved 

An image, silent, cold, and motionless, 

As their own voiceless earth and vacant air. 

Even as a vapour fed with golden beams 

That ministered on sunl^ht, ere the west 

Eclipses it, was now that wondrous frame — 

No sense, no motion, no divinity— 

A fragile lute, on whose harmonious strings 

The breath of heaven did wander — a bright stream 

Once fed with many-voiced waves — a dream 

Of youth, which night and time have quenched for 

ever. 
Still, dark, and dry, and unremembered now. 

0, for Medea's wondrous alchymy. 
Which wheresoe'er it fell made the earth gleam 
With bright flowers, and the wintry boughs exhale 
From vernal blooms fresh fragrance ! 0, that God, 
Profuse of poisons, would concede the chalice 
Which but one living man has drained, who now. 
Vessel of deathless wrath, a slave that feels 
No proud exemption in the bliehting curse 
He bears, over the world wanders for ever. 
Lone as incarnate death ! O, that the dream 
Of dark magician in his visioned cave. 
Raking the cinders of a crucible 
For life and power, even when his feeble hand 
Shakes in its last decay, were the true law 
Of this so lovely world ! But thou art fled 
Like some frail exhalation, which the dawn 
Robes in its golden beams, — ah ! thou hast fled ! 
The brave, the gentle, and the beautiful. 
The child of grace and genius. Heartless things 
Are done and said i' the world, and many worms 
And beasts and men live on, and mighty Earth 
From sea and mountain, city and wilderness. 
In vesper low or joyous orison. 
Lifts still its solemn voice : — but thou art fled — 
Thou canst no longer know or love the shapes 
Of this phantasmal scene, who have to thee 
Been purest ministers, who are, alas ! 
Now thou art not. Upon those pallid lips 
So sweet even in their silence, on those eyes 
That image sleep in death, upon that form 
Yet safe from the worm's outrage, let no tear 
Be shed — not even in thought. Nor, when those hues 
Are gone, and those divinest lineaments. 
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Worn by the senaeless wind, shall live alone 
In the frail pauses of this simple strain, 
Let not high verse, mourning the memory 
Of that which is no more, or painting's woe 
Or sculpture, speak in feeble imagery 
Their own cold powers. Art and eloquence, 
And all the shows o' the world, are frail and vain 
To weep a loss that turns their light to shade. 



It is a woe <' too deep for tears," when all 
Is reft at once, when some surpas^g Spirit, 
Whose light adorned the world around it, loaves 
Those who remain behind nor sobs nor groans. 
The passionate tumult of a clinging hope ; 
But pale despair and cold tranquillity. 
Nature's vast frame, the web of human things. 
Birth and the grave, that are not as they were. 



NOTE ON ALASTOR. BY THE EDITOR. 



'^Alastob" 18 written in a very different tone 
from ^ <ineen Mab." In the latter, Shelley poured 
out all the cherished speculations of his youth — all 
the irrepressible emotions of sympathy, censure, 
and hope, to which the present suffering, and what 
he eonsiders the proper destiny of his fellow-crea- 
tures, gave birth. ''Alastor," on the contrary, 
contains an individual interest only. A very few 
years, with their attendant events, had checked the 
ardour of Shelley's hopes, though he still thought 
them well grounded, and that to advance their 
fulfilment was the noblest task man could achieve. 

This is neither the time nor place to speak of 
ihe misfortunes that chequered his life. It will 
be sufficient to say, that in all he did, he at the 
time of doing it believed himself justified to his 
own conscience ; while the various ills of poverty 
and loas of friends brought home to him the sad 
realities of life. Physical suffering had also con- 
fiideraUe influence in causing him to turn his eyes 
inward ; inclining him rather to brood over the 
thoughts and emotions of his own soul, than to 
glance abroad, and to make, as in ^ Queen Mab," 
the whole universe the object and subject of his 
song. In the spring of 18 15, an eminent physician 
pronounced that he was dying rapidly of a con- 
sumption ; abscesses were formed on his lungs, 
and he suffered acute spasms. Suddenly a com- 
plete change took place ; and though through life 
he was a martyr to pain and debility, every symp- 
tom of pulmonary disease vanished. His nerves, 
whiefa nature had formed sensitive to an unex- 
ampled degree, were renderedstill more susceptible 
by the state of his health. 

As toon as the peace of 1814 had opened the 
Continenty he went abroad. He visited some of 
the more magnificent scenes of Switzerland, and 
rctazned to England from Lucerne, by tho Reuse 



and the Rhine. This river navigation enchanted 
him. In his favourite poem of ^ Thalaba," his 
imagination had been excited by a description of 
such a voyage. In the sumjner of 1815, after a 
tour along the southern coast of Devonshire and 
a visit to Clifton, he rented a house on Bishop- 
gate Heath, on the borders of Windsor Forest, 
where he enjoyed several months of comparative 
health and tranquil happiness. The later summer 
months were warm and dry. Accompanied by a 
few friends, he visited the source of the Thames, 
making the voyage in a wherry from Windsor to 
Crichlade. His beautiful stanzas in the church- 
yard of Lechlade were written on that occasion. 
<< Alastor" was composed on his return. He spent 
his days under the oak-shades of Windsor Great 
Park ; and the magnificent woodland was a fitting 
study to inspire the various descriptions of forest 
scenery wc find in the poem. 

None of Shelley's poems is more characteristic 
than this. The solemn spirit that reigns through- 
out, the worship of the majesty of nature, the 
broodings of a poet's heart in solitude — ^the min- 
gling of the exulting joy which the various aspect 
of the visible universe inspires, with the sad and 
struggling pangs which human passion imparts, 
give a touching interest to the whole. The death 
which he had often contemplated during the last 
months as certain and near, he here represented 
in such colours as had, in his lonely musingai 
soothed his soul to peace. The versification sus- 
tains the solemn spirit which breathes throughout, 
it is peculiarly melodious. The poem ought rather 
to be considered didactic than narrative : it was 
the out-pouring of his own emotions, embodied in 
the purest form he could conceive, painted in the 
ideal hues which his brilliant imagination inspired, 
and softened by the recent anticipation of death. 



THE REVOLT OF ISLAM 



IN TWELVE CANTOS. 



^Offcus 8i fiporhf (Bvos kyXalais awrSfUirBa 

Ufpalvti Tp6s $(rxo^^oy 
U\6otr yawri 8* oih* xc{%f Uiy &y tUpois 
*Ef (nrtpfiopiwy kywya davfiar^ i96if. 

TlwH, Uv$. X. 



PEEFACE. 

Thb Poem Tvhich I now present to the world, is an 
attempt from which I scarcely dare to expect success, 
and In which a writer of established fame might &il 
without di^irace. It is an experiment on the temper 
of the public mind, as to how far a thirst for a happier 
condition of moral and political society sanrives, among 
the enlightened and refined, the tempests which have 
shaken the age in which we live. I have sought to 
enlist the harmony of metrical language, the etherial 
combinations of the fancy, the rapid and subtle transi- 
tions of human passion, all those elements which 
essentially compose a Poem, in the cause of a liberal 
and comprehensive morality; and in the view of 
kindling within the bosoms of my readers, a virtuous 
enthusiasm for those doctrines of liberty and justice, 
that faith and hope in something good, which neither 
violence, nor misrepresentation, nor prejudice, can ever 
totally extinguish among mankind. 

For this purpose, I have chosen a story of human 
passion in its most universal character, diversified with 
moving and romantic adventures, and appealing, in 
contempt of all artificial opinions or institutions, to the 
common sympathies of every human breast. I have 
made no attempt to recommend the motives which I 
would substitute for those at present governing man- 
kind, by methodical and systematic argument. I 
would only awaken the feelings so that the reader 
should see the beauty of true virtue, and be indted to 
those inquiries which have led to my moral and politi. 
cal creed, and that of some of the sublimest intellects 
in the world. The Poem, therefore, (with the excep- 
tion of the first Canto, which is purely introductory,) 
is narrative, not didactic. It is a succession of pictures 
illustrating the growth and progress of individual mind 
aspiring after excellence, and devoted to the love of 
mankind ; its influence in refining and making pure 
the most daring and uncommon impulses of the ima- 
gination, the understanding, and the senses ; its impa- 
tience at ^ all the oppressions which are done under 
the sun ;" its tendency to awaken public hope and to 
enlighten and improve nmnkind ; the rapid effects of 
the application of that tendency; the awakening of 
ao immense nation from their slavery and degradation 
to a true sense of moral dignity and freedom ; the 
bloodless dethronement of their oppressors, and the 
unveiling of the religious frauds by which they had 
been deluded into submission ; the tranquillity of suc- 



cessful patriotism, and the universal toleratioD isd 
benevolence of true philanthropy ; the treadiery and 
barbarity of hired soldiers; vice not the object of 
punishment and hatred, but kindness and pity ; the 
fiiithlcssness of tyrants ; the confederacy of the Rolert 
of the World, and the restoration of the expelled 
Dynasty by foreign arms ; the massacre and extermi- 
nation of the Patriots, and the victory of ettaUisbed 
power ; the consequences of legitimate despotiam, ctTil 
war, famine, plague, superstition, and an uttra* extiiic- 
tion of the domestic affections ; the judicial mnider of 
the advocates of Liberty ; the temporary triamph of 
oppression, that secure earnest of its final and inerit- 
abie fall ; the transient nature of ignorance and error, 
and the eternity of genius and virtue. Such is the 
series of delineations of which the Poem consiata. And 
if the lofty passions with which it has been my aeope 
to distinguish this story, shall not excite in the reader 
a generous impulse, an ardent thirst for excellenee, an 
interest profound and strong, .such as belonga to no 
meaner desires — let not the failure be imputed to a 
natural unfitness for human sympathy in theee anblime 
and animating themes. It is the business of the Poet 
to communicate to others the pleasure and the enthui- 
asm arising out of those images and feelinga, in the 
vivid presence of which within his own mind, eoniiata 
at once his inspiration and his reward. 

The panic which, like an epidemic transport, teixed 
upon all classes of men during the excesses eottteqoeat 
upon the French Revolution, is gradually giving place 
to sanity. It has ceased to be believed, that whole 
generations of mankind ought to consign themselvea to 
a hopeless inheritance of ignorance and misery, because 
a nation of men who had been dupes and slaves for 
centuries, were incapable of conducting themselvea 
with the wisdom and tranquillity of freemen ao soon 
as some of their fetters were partially loosened. That 
their conduct could not have been marked by any other 
characters than ferocity and thoughtlessness, b the 
historical fact from which liberty derives all ita recom- 
mendations, and falsehood the worst features of ita 
deformity. There is a reflux in the tide of human 
things which bears the shipwrecked hopes of men into 
a secure haven, after the storms are past. Methinkt, 
those who now live have survived an age of deapair. 

The French Revolution may be considered as ono 
of those manifestations of a general aute of feeling 
among civilized mankind, produced by a defect of 
correspondence between the knowledge existing in 
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■odety and the improvement or gradual abolition of 
political institutions. The year 1788 may be assumed 
as the epoch of one of the most important crises pro- 
duced by this feeling. The sympathies connected with 
that event extended to every bosom. The most gene, 
rous and amiable natures were those which participated 
the most extensively in these sympathies. But such 
a degree of unmingled good was expected, as it was 
impossible to realise. If the Revolution had been in 
every respect prosperous, then misrule and superstition 
would lose half their claims to our abhorrence, as 
fetters which the captive can unlock with the slightest 
motion of his fingers, and which do not eat with poison- 
ous rust into the sonl. The revulsion occasioned by 
the atrocities of the demagogues and the re-establish- 
ment of successive tyrannies in France was terrible, 
and felt in the remotest comer of the civilized world. 
Could they listen to the plea of reason who had groaned 
under the calamities of a social state, according to the 
provisions of which, one man riots in luxury whilst 
another famishes for want of bread ! Cun he who the 
day before was a trampled slave, suddenly become 
libeimLminded, forbearing, and independent? This is 
the consequence of the habits of a state of society to 
be produced by resolute perseverance and inde&tigible 
hope, and long-sufiering and long-bclieving courage, 
and the ^tematic efforts of generations of men of 
intellect and virtue. Such is the lesson which experi- 
ence teaches now. But on the first reverses of hope 
in ihe progress of French liberty, the sanguine e^feiv 
neat for good overleapt the solution of these questions, 
and for a time extinguished itself in the unexpected. 
nese of their result. Thus many of the most ardent 
and tender-hearted of the worshippen of public good 
have been morally ruined, by what a partial glimp^ 
of the events they deplored, appeared to show as the 
melancholy desolation of all their cherished hopes. 
Hence gloom and misanthropy have become the cha- 
ncteristics of the age in which we live, the solace of 
a disappointment that unconsciously finds relief only 
in the wilful ex^igeration of its own despair. This 
inflnenee baa tainted the literature of the age with the 
hopeleasness of the minds from which it flows. Mcta. 
phyaica,*and inquiries into moral and political science, 
have beeome little else than vain attempts to revive 
ez|doded superstitions, or sophisms like those f of 
Mr. Malthos, calcnlated to lull the oppressors of 
mankind into a security of everlasting triumph. Our 
worlit of fiction and poetry have been overshadowed 
by the same infectious gloom. But mankind appear 
to me to be emerging from their trance. I am aware, 
methhika, of a slow, gradual, silent change. In that 
belief 1 have composed the following Poem. 

I do not presume to enter into competition with our 
gnateat contemporary Poets. Yet I am unwilling to 
tmd in the footsteps of any who have preceded me. 
I have tonght to avoid the imitation of any style of 
lanfnage or versification peculiar to the original minds 
of wiikb it ia the character, designing that even if 

* I oogiift to except Sir W. Drummond's *' Academical 
QvimUnus ; " a volume of very acute and powerful meta- 
pbysleal criticism. 

tit la romaricable, aa a symptom of the revival of public 
h^e. that Mr. Malthua has assigned, tn the later editions 
af hla work* an indefhiite dominion to moral restraint over 
tbe peteefpie of population. This oonoesdon answers all 
the infenooea from his doctrine unfavourable to human 
Improvement, and reduces the"E8aAvoN Popvlatton,** 
to a eosmnrntaiy fflnstratlve of the unanswerableneas of 



what I have produced be worthless, it should still be 
properly my own. Nor have I permitted any system 
relating to mere words, to divert the attention of the 
reader from whatever interest I may have succeeded 
in creating, to my own ingenuity in contriving to dis- 
gust them according to the rules of criticism. I have 
simply clothed my thoughts in what appeared to me 
the most obvious and appropriate language. A per- 
son familiar with nature, and with the most celebrated 
productions of the human mind, can scarcely err in 
following the instinct, with respect to selection of lan- 
guage, produced by that familiarity. 

There is an education peculiarly fitted for a Poet, 
without which, genius and sensibility can hardly fill 
the circle of their capacities. No education indeed 
can entitle to this appellation a dull and unobservant 
mind, or one, though neither dull nor unobservant, in 
which the channels of communication between thought 
and expression have been obstructed or closed. How 
far it is my fortune to belong to either of the latter 
classes, I cannot know. I aspire to be something 
better. The circumstances of my accidental education 
have been favourable to this ambition. I have been 
familiar fit>m boyhood with mountains and lakes, and 
the sea, and the solitude of forests : Danger, which 
sports upon the brink of precipices, has been my play- 
mate. I have trodden the glaciers of the Alps, and 
lived under the eve of Mont Blanc. I have been a 
wanderer among distant fields. I have sailed down 
mighty rivers, and seen the sun rise and set, and the 
stars come forth, whilst I have sailed night and day 
down a rapid stream among mountains. I have seen 
populous cities, and have watched the passions which 
rise and spread, and sink and change, amongst assem- 
bled multitudes of men. 1 have seen the theatre of 
the more visible ravages of tyranny and war, cities and 
villages reduced to soattercd groups of black and roof- 
less houses, and the naked inhabitants sitting famished 
upon their desolated thrcsholdM. I have conversed 
with living men of genius. The poetry of ancient 
Greece and Rome, and modem Italy, and our own 
country, has been to me like external natuie, a pas. 
sion and an enjoyment. Suck are the sources from 
which the materials for the imagery of my Poem have 
been drawn. I have considered Poetry in its most 
comprehensive sense, and have read the Poets and the 
Historians, and the Metaphysicians * whoso writings 
have been accessible to me, and have looked upon the 
beautiful and majestic scenery of the earth as common 
sources of those elements which it is the province of 
the Poet to embody and combine. Yet the experience 
and the feelings to which I refer, do not in themselves 
constitute men Poets, but only prepare them to be the 
auditors of those who are. How far I shall be found 
to possess that more essential attribute of Poetry, the 
power of awakening in others sensations like those 
which animate my own bosom, is that which, to speak 
sincerely, I know not ; and which, with an acquies- 
cent and contented spirit, I expect to be taught hy the 
effect which I shall produce upon those whom I now 
address. 

I have avoided, as I have said before, the imitation 
of any contemporary style. But there must be a lesem. 
blance, which does not depend upon their own will, 
between all the writers of any particular age. They 
cannot escape from subjection to a common influence 

• In this sense there may be such a thing aa perfecti- 
bility in works of fiction, notwithstanding the concession 
often made by the advocates of human improvement, that 
perfectibility is a term applicable only to sidenee. 
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which arises out of an infiuite combination of drcum- 
Btances belonging to the times in which they live, 
though each is in a degree the author of the very influ- 
ence by which his being is thus pervaded. Thns, the 
tragic Poets of the age of Pericles ; the Italian revivers 
of ancient learning ; those mighty intellects of our own 
country that succeeded the Reformation, the translators 
of the Bible, Shakspeare, Spenser, the Dramatists of 
the reign of Elizabeth, and Lord Bacon * ; the colder 
spirits of the interval that succeeded ; — all resemble 
each other, and differ from every other in their several 
classes. In this view of things. Ford can no more 
be called the imitator of Shakspearo, than Shakspeare 
the imitator of Ford. There were perhaps few other 
points of resemblance between these two men, than 
that which the universal and inevitable influence of 
their age produced. And this is an influence which 
neither the meanest scribbler, nor the sublimest genius 
of any era, can escape ; and which I have not attempted 
to escape. 

I have adopted the stanza of Spenser (a measure 
inexpressibly beautiful), not because I consider it a 
finer model of poetical harmony than the blank verso 
of Shakspeare and Milton, but because in the latter 
there is no shelter for mediocrity : you must either 
succeed or fail. This perhaps an aspiring spirit should 
desire. But I was enticed, also, by the brilliancy and 
magnificence of sound which a mind that has been 
nourished upon musical thoughts, can produce by a 
just and harmonious arrangement of the pauses of this 
measure. Yet there will be found some instances 
where 1 have completely failed in this attempt, and 
one, which I hero request the reader to consider as an 
erratum, where there is left most inadvertently an 
alexandrine in the middle of a stanza. 

But in this, as in every other respect, I have written 
fearlessly. It is the misfortune of this age, that its 
Writers, too thoughtless of immortality, are exquisitely 
sensible to temporary pmise or blame. They write 
with the fear of Reviews before their eyes. This sys- 
tem of criticism sprang up in that torpid interval when 
Poetry was not. Poetry, and the art which professes 
to regulate and limit its powers, cannot subsist together. 
Longinus could not have been the contemporary of 
Homer, nor Boileau of Horace. Yet this species of 
criticism never presumed to assort an understanding of 
its own : it has always, unlike true science, followed, 
not preceded, the opinion of mankind, and would even 
now bribe with worthless adulation some of our greatest 
Poets to impose gratuitous fetters on their own imagin- 
ations, and become unconscious accomplices in the daily 
murder of all genius either not so aspiring or not so 
fortunate as their own. I have sought therefore to 
write, as I believe that Homer, Shakspeare, and Milton 
wrote, with an utter disregard of anonymous censure. 
I am certain that calumny and misrepresentation, though 
it may move me to compassion, cannot disturb my 
peace. I shall understand the expressive silence of 
those sagacious enemies who dare not trust themselves 
to speak. I shall endeavour to extract from the midst 
of insult, and contempt, and maledictions, those admo- 
nitions which may tend to correct whatever imperfections 
such censnrors may discover in this my first serious appeal 
to the Public. If certain Critics were as clear-sighted 
as they are malignant, how great would be the benefit 

* Milton stands alone in the age which he illumined. 



to be derived from their virulent writings ! As it is. 
I fear I shall be malicious enough to be amused with 
their paltry tricks and lame invectives. Should the 
Public judge that my composition is worthless, I shall 
indeed bow before the tribunal from which Milton 
received his crown of immortality, and tball seek to 
gather, if I live, strength from that defeat, which may 
nerve me to some new enterprise of thought which may 
not be worthless. I cannot conceive that Lucretius, 
when he meditated that poem whose doctrines are yet 
the basis of our metaphysical knowledge, and whose 
eloquence has been the wonder of mankind, wrote in 
awe of such censure as the hired sophists of Uie impure 
and superstitious noblemen of Rome might afiSz to 
what he should produce. It was at the period when 
Greece was led captive, and Asia made tribatarj to th« 
Republic, fast verging itself to slavery and ruin, that a 
multitude of Syrian captives, bigoted to the worship 
of their obscene Ashtaroth, and the unworthy ancc e sa 
ors of Socrates and Zeno, fonnd there a precariow tab. 
sistence by administering, under the nameof freedmen, 
to the vices and vanities of the great These wretched 
men were skilled to plead, with a superficial but plau- 
sible set of sophisms, in favour of that contempt for 
virtue which is the portion of slaves, and that &iCh 
in portents, the moat fatal substitute for benevoleuoe 
in the imaginations of men, which, arising firom the 
enslaved communities of the East, then first began to 
overwhelm the western nations in its stream. Wera 
these the kind of men whose disapprobation the wise 
and lofty- minded Lucretius should have r^aided with 
a salutary awe ? The latest and perhaps the meanett 
of those who follow in his footsteps, would disdain to 
hold life on such conditions. 

The Poem now presented to the Public occupied 
little more than six months in the composition. That 
period has been devoted to the task with unremitting 
ardour and enthusiasm. I have exercised a watchful 
and earnest criticism on my work as it grew under my 
hands. I would willingly have sent it forth to the 
world with that perfection which long labour and revi- 
sion is said to bestow. But I found that if I should 
giun something in exactness by this method, I might 
lose much of the newness and energy of imagery and 
language as it flowed fresh from my mind. And 
although the mere composition occupied no more than 
six months, the thoughts thus arrai^ed were slowly 
gathered iu as many years. 

I trust that the reader will carefully distinguish 
between those opinions which have a dramatic pro- 
priety in reference to the characters which they are 
designed to elucidate, and such as are properly my own. 
The erroneous and degrading idea which men have 
conceived of a Supreme Being, for instance, is spoken 
against, but not the Supreme Being itself. The belief 
which some superstitious persons whom I have brou^t 
upon the stage entertain of the Deity, as injurioua to 
the character of his benevolence, is widely dififerent 
fi'om my own. In recommending also a great and 
important change in the spirit which animates the 
social institutions of mankind, I have avoided all 
flattery to those violent and malignant passions of our 
nature, which are ever on the watch to mingle ^th 
and to alloy the most beneficial innovations. There 
is no quarter given to Revenge, or Envy, or Prejudieo. 
Love is celebrated everywhere as the sole law whidi 
should govern the moral world. 



DEDICATION. 



There is no danger to a Man. that knows 
What life and death is : there's not uiy law 
Exceeds his Inuiwledge : neither is it lawful 
That he should stoop to any other law. 



Chapman. 



M^MAA^I^IM^tA^tf^^^^^ 



TO MARY 



I. 



So sow my smnmer-task is ended, Mary^ 
And I TetQm to thee, mine own heart's home ; 
Ab to his Queen some victor Knieht of FaSry, 
Earning bright spoils for her enchanted dome ; 
Nor thoa disidainy that ere my fame become 
A star among the stars of mortal night. 
If h indeed may cleave its natal gloom, 
Its doabtftil promise thns I would unite 
With thy beloved name, thou Child of loveand light 



n. 



The toil which stole from thee so many an hour 
Is ended — and the fruit is at thy feet ! 
No longer where the woods to frame a bower 
With interUeed branches mix and meet. 
Or where with sound like many voices sweet. 
Water-falls leap among wild islands green, 
Whieh framed for my lone boat a lone retreat 
Of mosB-grown trees and weeds, shall I be seen : 
Bat bealde thee, where still my heart has ever been. 



m. 



Thooghts of great deeds were mine, dear Friend, 
when first [pass. 

The clouds which wrap this world from youth did 
I do remember well the hour which burst 
My spirit's sleep : a fresh May-dawn it was. 
When I walked forth upon the glittering grass. 
And wept, I knew not why : until there rose 
From the near school-room, voices, that, alas ! 
Were but one echo frt>m a Forld of woes — 
The faanh andgrating strife of tyrants and of foes. 



IV. 



And flien I clasped my hands and looked around> 
But none was near to mock my streaming eyes, 
Wliiefa poured their warm drops on the sunny 

ground-— 
So withont shame, I spake : — " I will be wise, 
And just, and free, and mild, if in me lies' 
Sneh power, for I grow wearv to behold 
The selllsh and the strong still tyrannise 
Witiiont reproach or check." I then controlled 
Mj tears, mv heart grew calm, and I was meek 



nad 



V. 



And from that hour did I with earnest thought 
Heap knowledge from forbidden mines of lore. 
Yet nothing tluit my tyrants knew or tauglit 
I eared to learn, but from that secret store 
Wrought linked armour for my soul, before 
It mif^t walk forth to war among mankind ; 
Thospowerand hope were strengthened more and 
Withm me, till there came upon my mind [more 
A acnn of lonelineaey a thirst with which I pined. 



Alas, that love should be a blight and snare 
To those who seek all sympathies in one ! — 
Such once I sought in vain ; then black despair. 
The shadow of a starless night, was thrown 
Over the world in which I moved alone : — 
Yet never found I one not false to me, 
Hard hearts, and cold, like weights of icy stone 
Which crushed and withered mine, that could not be 
Aught but a lifeless clog, until revived by thee. 



vn. 



Thou Friend, whose presence on my wintry heart 
Fell, like bright Spring upon some hcrbless plain. 
How beautiful and calm and free thou wert 
In thy young wisdom, when the mortal chain 
Of Custom thou didst burst and rend in twain, ^ 
And walked as free as light the clouds among. 
Which many an envious slave then breathed in vain 
From his dun dungeon, and my spirit sprung 
To meet thee frt>m the woes which had begirt it long. 



VIII. 



No more alone through the world's wilderness. 
Although I trod the paths of high in^nt, 
I journeyed now : no more companionless. 
Where solitude is like despair, I went. — 
There is the wisdom of a stem content 
When Poverty can blight the just and good. 
When Infamy dares mock the innocent. 
And cherished friends turn with the multitude 
To trample : this was ours, and we unshaken stood ! 



tx. 



Now has descended a serener hour, 

And with inconstant fortune, friends return ; 

Though suffering leaves the knowledge and the 

power 
Which says : — Let scorn be not repaid with scorn. 
And from thy side two gentle babes are bom 
To fill our home with smiles, and thus are wo 
Most fortunate beneath life*8 beaming mom : 
And these delights, and thou, have Inicn to me 
The parents of the Song I consecrate to thee. 



Is it, that now my inexperienced fingers 
But strike the prelude of a loftier strain ? 
Or, must the lyre on which ray spirit lingers 
Soon pause in silence, ne'er to sound again, 
Though itmightshake the Anarch Custom's reign. 
And charm the minds of men to Truth's own sway. 
Holier than was Amphion's I I would fain 
Reply in hope — ^but I am worn away, 
And Death and Love are yet contending for their 
prey. 



xr. 
And what art thou I I know, but dare not speak 
Time may interpret to his silent years. 
Yet in the paleness of thy thoughtful check, 
And in the light thine ample forehead wears, 
And in thy sweetest smiles, and in thy tears. 
And in thy gentle speech, a prophecy 
Is whispered, to subdue my fondest fears : 
And through thine eyes, even in thy soul I see 
A lamp of vestal fire burning internally. 

k2 
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They say that thou wert lovely from thy birth, 
Of glorious parents thou aspiring Child : 
I wonder not — for One then left this earth 
Whose life was like a setting planet mild, 
Which clothed thee in the raaiance undefiled 
Of its departing glory ; still her fame 
Shines on thee, through the tempests dark and wild 
Which shake these latter da^'s ; and thou canst claim 
The shelter, from thy Sire, of an immortal name. 



xiir. 



One voice came forth from many a mighty spirit. 
Which was the echo of three thousand years ; 
And the tumultuous world stood mute to hear it. 
As some lone man who in a desert hears 
The music of his home : — unwonted fears 
Fell on the pale oppressors of our race, 

"And Faith, and Custom, and low-thoughted cares. 
Like thunder-stricken dragons, for a space 

Left tlie torn human heart, Uieir food and dwelling- 
place. 



XTV. 



Truth's deathless voice pauses among mankind ! 
If there must he no response to my cry — 
If men must rise and stamp with fury blind 
On his pure name who loves them, — ^thou and I, 
Sweet Friend ! can look from our tranquillity 
Like lamps into the world's tempestuous night, — 
Two tranquil stars, while clouds are passing by 
Which wrap them from the foundering seaman's 
sight, [light. 

That bum from year to year with unextinguished 



CANTO I. 

t. 
When the last hope of trampled France had failed 
Like a brief dream of unremaiuing glory. 
From visions of despair I rose, and scaled 
The peak of an aC'rial promontory, [hoary; 

Whose caverned base with the vexed surge was 
And saw the golden dawn bi'cak forth, and waken 
Each cloud, and every wave : — but transitory 
The calm : for sudden, the firm earth was shaken, 
As if by the last wreck its frame were overtaken. 

fi. 
So as I stood, one blast of muttering thunder 
Burst in far })eals along the waveless deep. 
When, gathering fast, around, al>ove, and under. 
Long trains of tremulous mist began to creep. 
Until their complicating lines did steep 
The orient sun in shadow : — not a sound 
Was heard ; one horrible repose did keep 
The forests and the floods, and all around 
Darkness more dread tluiu night was poured upon 
the ground. 

in. 
Hark ! 'tis the rushing of a wind that sweeps 
Earth and the ocean. See ! the lightnings ysxvm 
Deluging Heaven with fire, and the lashed deeps 
Glitter and boil beneath : it rages on. 
One mighty stream, whirlwind and waves up- 

[thrown. 
Lightning, and hail, and darkness eddying by. 
There is a paust?— the sea-birdH, that were gone 
Into their caves to shriek, come forth to spy 
What calm has fall'n on earth, what light is in the sky. 



For, where the irresistible storm had cloven 
That fearful darkness, the blue sky was seen 
Fretted with many a £ur cloud interwoven 
Most delicately, and the ocean green. 
Beneath that opening spot of blue serene. 
Quivered like burning emerald : calm was spread 
On all below ; but far on high, between 
Earth and the upper air, the vast clouds fled. 
Countless and swift as leaves on autumn's tempest 
shed. 



V. 



For ever as the war became more fierce 
Between the whirlwinds and the rack on high. 
That spot grew more serene ; blue light did pierce 
The woof of those white clouds, which seemed to lie 
Far, deep, and motionless ; while through the sky 
The pallid semicircle of the moon 
Past on, in slow and moving majesty ; 
Its upper horn arrayed in mists, which soon 
But slowly fled, like dew beneath the beams of noon. 



VI. 



I could not choose but gaze ; a fascination 
Dwelt in that moon, and sky, and clouds, which 

drew 
My fancy thither, and in expectation 
Of what I knew not, I remained :— the hne 
Of the white moon, amid that heaven so bine. 
Suddenly stained with shadow did appear ; 
A speck, a cloud, a shape, approaching grew. 
Like a great ship in the sun's sinking skiers 
Beheld afar at sea, and swift it came 



vn. 



Even hke a bark, which from a chasm of monn- 
Dark, vast, and overhanging, on a river [tainsi 
Which there collects the strength of all its foun- 
tains, [quiver, 
Comes forth, whilst with the speed its frame doth 
Sails, oars, and stream, tending to one endeavonr ; 
So, from that chasm of light a winged Form 
On all the winds of heaven approaching ever 
Floated, dilating as it came : Uie storm 
Pursued it with fierce blasts, and lightnings 
and warm. 



vin. 



A course precipitous, of dizzy speed. 
Suspending thought and breath ; a monstrous 
For in the air do I behold indeed ["ight 1 

An Eagle and a Serpent wreathed in fight : — 
And now, relaxing its impetuous flight 
Before the aOrial rock on which I stood, 
The Eagle, hovering, wheeled to left and right. 
And hung with lingering wings over the flood. 
And startled with its yells the wide air's solitude. 



TX. 



A shaft of light upon its wings descended, 
And every golden feather gleamed therein — 
Feather and scale inextricably blended. 
The Serpent's mailed and numy-coloured skin 
Shone through the plumes ; its coils were twined 

within 
By many a swollen and knotted fold, and high 
And far, the neck receding lithe and thin. 
Sustained a crested head, which warily 
Shifted and glanced before theEagle's steadiasteje. 
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I 



Around, around, in ceaseless circles wheeling 
With clang of wings aind scream, the Eagle sailed 
Incessantly — sometimes on high concealing 
Its lessening orbs, sometimes as if it failed, 
Drooped through the air ; and still it shrieked and 
And casting back its eager head, with beak [wailed. 
And talon unremittingly assailed 
The wreathed Serpent, who did ever seek 
Upon his enemy's heart a mortal wound to wreak. 



XI, 

What life, what power, was kindled and arose 
Within the sphere of that appalling fray 1 
For, from the encounter of those wond'rous foes, 
A yi^xmr like the sea's suspended spray 
Hung gathered : in the void air, far away, [leap. 
Floated the shattered plutnes ; bright scales did 
Where'er the Eagle's talons made their way, 
Like sparius into the darkness ; — as they sweep. 
Blood stains the snowy foam of the tumultuous 
deep. 

XII. 

Swift chances in that combat — ^many a check. 
And many a change, a dark and wild turmoil ; 
Sometimes the Snake around his enemy's neck 
Locked in stiff rings his adamantine coil. 
Until the Eagle, faint with pain and toil. 
Remitted his strong flight, and near the sea 
IjUDgnidly fluttered, hopeless so to foil 
His adversary, who then reared on high 
His red and burning crest, radiant with victory. 



xin. 
Then on the white edge of the bursting sui^, 
Where they had sunk together, would the Snake 
Relax his suffocating grasp, and scourge 
The wind with his wild writhlngs ; for to break 
That chain of torment, the vast bird would shake 
The strength of his unconquerable wings 
As in despair, and with his sinewy neck 
Dissolve in sudden shock those linked rings. 
Then soar — as swift as smoke from a volcano 
springs. 

xnr. 
WHe baflfled wile, and strength encountered 
ThuBlong,butunprevailing:— the event [strength, 
Of that portentous fight appeared at length : 
Until the lamp of day was almost spent 
It had endured, when lifeless, stark, and rent. 
Hung high that mighty Serpent, and at last 
Fell to the sea, while o'er the continent, 
With clang of wings and scream the Kagle past. 
Heavily borne away on the exhausted bl^t. 



xr. 
And with it fled the tempest, so that ocean 
And earth and sky shone through the atmosphei 
Only, it was strange to see the red commotion 
Of waves like mountains o'er the sinking sphere 
Of sunset sweep, and their fierce roar to hear 
Amid the calm : down the steep path I wound 
To the sea-shore — the evening was most clear 
And beautiful, and there the sea I found 
Calm as a cradled child in dreamless slumber 
bomid* 



XVI. 



There was a Woman, beautiful as morning. 
Sitting beneath the rocks upon the sand 
Of the waste sea— fair as one flower adorning 
An icy wilderness — each delicate hand 
Lay crossed upon her bosom, and the band 
Of her dark hair had fallen, and so she sate 
Looking upon the waves ; on the bare strand 
Upon the sea-mark a small boat did wait, 
Fair as herself, like Love by Hope left desolate. 



xvn. 



It seemed that this fair Shape had looked upon 
That unimaginable fight, and now 
That her sweet eyes were weary of the sun. 
As brightly it illustrated her woe ; 
For in the tears which silently to flow 
Paused not, its lustre hung : she watching aye 
The foam- wreaths which the faint tide wove below 
Upon the spangled sands, groaned heavily, 
And after every groan looked up over the sea. 



xvm. 



And when she saw the wounded Serpent make 
His path between the waves, her lips erew pale. 
Parted, and quivered ; the t^irs ceased to break 
From her immovable eyes ; no voice of wail 
Escaped her ; but she rose, and on the gale 
Loosening her star-bright robe and shadowy hair. 
Poured forth her voice ; the caverns of the vale 
That opene<l to the ocean, caught it there. 
And filled with silver sounds the overflowing air. 






She spake in language whose strange melody 
Might not belong to earth. I heard, alone. 
What made its music more melodious be. 
The pity and the love of every tone ; 
But to the Snake those accents sweet were known, 
His native tongue and hers : nor did he beat 
The hoar spray idly then, but winding on 
Through the green shadows of the waves that meet 
Near to the shore, did pause beside her snowy feet. 



Then on the sands the Woman sate again. 
And wept and clasped her hands, and all between. 
Renewed the unintelligible strain 
Of her melodious voice and eloquent mien ; 
And she unveUed her bosom, and the green 
And glancing shadows of the sea did play 
O'er its marmoreal depth : — one moment seen, 
For ere tlie next, the Serpent did obey 
Her voice, and, coiled in rest, in her embrace it lay. 



xxt. 



Then she arose, and smiled on me with eyes 
Serene yet sorrowing, like that planet fair. 
While yet the day-light lingereth in the skies 
Which cleaves with arrowy beams the dark-red air, 
And said : To grieve is wise, but the despair 
Was weak and vain which led thee here from sleep : 
This shalt thou know, and more, if thou dost dure 
With me and with this Serpent, o'er the deep, 
A voyage divine and strange, companionship to 
keep. 
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zxir. 



Her voice was like the wildest, saddest tone, 
Yet sweet, of nome loved voice heard long ago. 
I wept Shall this fair woman all alone 
Over the sea with that fierce Serpent go I 
Hb head is on her heart, and who can know 
How soon he may devour his feeble prey I — 
Such were my thoughts, when the tide *gan to flow ; 
And that strange boat, like the moon's shade did 
Amid reflected stars that in the waters lay. [sway 



zxni. 



A boat of rare device, which had no sail 
But its own curved prow of thin moonstone. 
Wrought like a web of texture fine and frail. 
To catch those gentlest winds which are not known 
To breathe, but by the steady speed alone 
With which it cleaves the sparkling sea ; and now 
We are embarked, the mountains hang and frown 
Over the starry deep that gleams below 
A vast and dim expanse, as o'er the waves we go. 



XXIV. 



And as we sailed, a strange and awful tale 
That Woman told, like such mysterious dream 
As makes the slumberer's cheek with wonder pale ! 
'Twas midnight, and around, a shoreless stream. 
Wide ocean rolled, when that majestic theme 
Shrined in her heart found utterance, and she bent 
Her looks on mine ; those eyes a kindling beam 
Of love divine into my spirit sent. 
And, ere her lips could move, made the air eloquent. 



XXV. 



Speak not to me, but hear ! much shalt thou learn. 
Much must remain unthought, and more untold. 
In the dark Future's ever-flowing urn : 
Know then, that from the depth of ages old 
Two Powers o'er mortal things dominion hold. 
Ruling the world with a divided lot. 
Immortal, all-pervading, manifold. 
Twin Genii, equal Gods — when life and thought 
Sprang forth, they burst the womb of inessential 
Nought. 



XXVI. 



The earliest dweller of the world alone 
Stood on the verge of chaos : Lo ! afar 
O'er tlie wide wild abyss two meteors shone. 
Sprung from the depth of its tempestuous jar : 
A blood-red Comet and the Morning Star 
Min;;ling their beams in combat — as he stood 
All thoughts within his mind waged mutual war. 
In dreadful sympathy — when to the flood 
That fair star fell, he turned and shed his brother's 
blood. 



XXVII. 



Thus evil triumphed, and the Spirit of evil. 
One Power of many shapes which none may know. 
One Shape of many names ; the Fiend did revel 
In victory, reigning o'er a world of woe, 
For the new race of man went to and fro. 
Famished and homeless, loathed and loathing, wild, 
And hating good — for his inmiortal foe, 
He changed from starry shape, beauteousandmild. 
To a diro Snake, with man and beast unreconciled. 



zxnii 



The darkness lingering o'er the dawn of things. 
Was Evil's breath and lif^ : this made him strong 
To soar aloft with overshadowing wings ; 
And the great Spirit of Good did creep among 
The nations of mankind, and every tongne 
Cursed, and blasphemed him as he post ; for none 
Knewgoodfrom evil, though their names werehimg 
In mockery o'er the &ne where many a groan, 
As King, and Lord, and God, the eonqoeriiig Fiend 
did own. 



The flend, whose name was Legion ; Deatii, Deeay, 
Earthquake and Blight, and Want, and Madness 
Winged and wan diseases, an array iv^ 

Numerous as leaves that strew the autumnal gmle ; 
Poison, a snake in flowers, beneath the veil 
Of food and mirth, hiding his mortal head ; 
And, without whom all these might nought avafl. 
Fear, Hatred, Faith, and Tyranny, who vpremA 
Those subtle nets which snare the living and iSbe 
dead. 



His spirit is their power, and they his slaves 
In air, and light, and thought, and language dwell ; 
And keep their state from palaces to graves^ 
In all resorts of men — invisible. 
But when, in ebon mirror. Nightmare fell. 
To t^Tant or impostor bids them rise. 
Black winged demon forms — ^whom, from the heO, 
His reign and dwelling beneath nether skies. 
He loosens to their dark and blasting ministriea. 



XXXI. 



In the world's youth his empire was as firm 
As its foundations — soon the Spirit of Grood, 
Though in tlie likeness of a loathsome worm. 
Sprang from the billows of the formless flood. 
Which shrank and fled ; and with that fiend of blood 
Renewed the doubtful war — thrones then iixst 

shook. 
And earth's immense and trampled multitude. 
In hope on their own powers began to look. 
And Fear, the demon pale, his sanguine shrine 

forsook. 

XXXII. 

Then Greece arose, and to its bards and sagea. 
In dream, the golden-pinioned Genii came. 
Even where they slept amid the night of ages 
Steeping their hearts in the divinest fUune 
Which thy breath kindled, Power of holiest name ! 
And oft in cycles since, when darkness gave 
New weapons to thy foe, their sunlike hone 
Upon the combat shone — a light to save, [grave. 
Like Paradise spread forth beyond the shadowy 

XXXIII. 

Such is this conflict — when mankind doth strive 
With its oppressors in a strife of blood. 
Or when free thoughts, like lightnings, are alive; 
And in each bosom of the multitude 
Justice and truth, with custom's hydra brood. 
Wage silent war ;— when priests and kings dissom- 
In smiles or frowns their fierce disi^uietude, [bio 
When round pure hearts, a host of hopes assemble, 
The Snake and Eagle meet — the world's foond»- 
tions tremble 1 
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XXZIT. 



Thoa hast beheld that fight — when to thy home 
Thon dost return, steep not its hearth in tears ; 
Though thou may'st hear that earth is now become 
The tyrant's garbage, which to his compeers, 
The Tile reward of their dishonoured years, 
He will diriding give. — The victor Fiend 
Omnipotent of yore, now quails, and fears 
His triumph dearly won, which soon will lend 
An impulse swift and sure to his approaching end. 



Lilt, stranger, list! mine is a human form,[now ! 
Like that thou wearest — ^touch me — shrink not 
My hand thou feel'st is not a ghost's, but warm 
With human blood. — 'Twas many years ago, 
Sinee first my thirsting soul aspired to know 
The sqeretB of this wondrous world, when deep 
My heart was pierced with sympathy, for woe 
Whiefa oonld not be mine o wn-iind thought did keep 
In dream, unnatural watch beside an in&nt's sleep. 



VI. 



Woe oonld not be mine own, since far firom men 
I dwelt, a free and happy orphan child. 
By the sea-shore, in a deep mountain glen ; 
And near the waves, and through the forests wild, 
I roamed, to storm and darkness reconciled. 
For I was calm while tempest shook the sky : 
But, when the breathless heavens in beauty smiled, 
I wept sweet tears, yet too tumultuously 
For peace, and clasped my hands aloft in ecstacy. 

XXXVII. 

These were forebodings of my fate. — Before 
A woman's heart beat in my virgin breast. 
It had been nurtured in divinest lore : 
A dving poet gave me books, and blest 
Wltii inld but holy talk the sweet unrest 
In which I watched him' as he died away — 
A-yooth with hoary hair — a fleeting guest 
Of our lone mountains — and this lore did sway 
My spirit like a storm, contending there alway. 

xxxvm. 
Thus the dark tale which history doth unfold, 
I knew, but not, methinks, as oUiers know. 
For they weep not ; and Wisdom had unrolled 
The clouds which hide the gulf of mortal woe : 
To few can she that warning vision show. 
For I loved all things with intense devotion ; 
So that when Hope's deep source in fullest flow. 
Like earthquake did uplift the stagnant ocean 
Of human thoughts— mine shook beneath the wide 
eoMiCioOa 

XXXIX. 

When first the living blood through all these veins 
Kindled a thought in sense, great France sprang 

forth 
And seized, as if to'break, the ponderous chains 
Whidi bind in woe the nations of the earth. 
I Mw, and started from my cottage hearth ; 
And to the clouds and waves in tameless gladness 
Shrieked, till they caught immeasurable mirth — 
And lan^ied in light and music: soon, sweet 

madness [sadness. 

Waa posrsd upon my heart, a soft and thriling 



XL. 

Deep slumber fell on me ; — ^mv dreams were fire, 
Soft and delightful thoughts did rest and hover 
Like shadows o'er my brain ; and strange desire. 
The tempest of a passion, ragin|v over 
My tranquil soul, its depths with light did cover. 
Which past ; and calm, and darkness, sweeter far 
Came — then I loved ; but not a human lover ! 
For when I rose from sleep, the Morning Star 
Shone through the woodbine wreaths which round 
my casement were. 

XLI. 

Twas like an eye which seemed to smile on me. 
I watched till, by the sun made pale, it sank 
Under the billows of the heaving sea ; 
But from its beams deep love my spirit drank. 
And to my brain the boundless world now shrank 
Into one thought— one image — ^yea, for ever ! 
Even likethc day's-spring, poured on vapours dank. 
The beams of that one star did shoot and quiver 
Through my benighted mind — and were extin- 
guished never. 

XLII. 

The day past thus : at night, methought in dream 
A shape of speechless beauty did appear ; 
It stood like light on a careering stream 
Of golden clouds which shook the atmosphere ; 
A winged youth, his radiant brow did wear 
The Morning Star : a wild dissolving bliss 
Over my frame he breathed, approaching near. 
And bent his eyes of kindling tenderness 
Near mine, and on my lips impressed a lingering 
kiss, 

xLin. 

And said : A Spirit loves thee, mortal maiden, 
How wilt thou prove thy worth 1 Then joy and sleep 
Together fled ; my soul was deeply laden. 
And to the shore I went to muse and weep ; 
But as I moved over my heart did creep 
A joy less soft, but more profound and strong 
Than my sweet dream ; and it forbade to keep 
The path of the sea-shore : that Spirit's tongue 
Seemed whispering in my heart, and bore my steps 
along. 

XLIV. 

How, to that vast and peopled city led. 
Which was a field of holy warfare then, 
I walked among the dying and the dead. 
And shared in fearless deeds with evil men. 
Calm as an angel in the dragon's den — 
How I braved death for liberty and truth, [when 
And spumed at peace, and power, and fame ; and 
Those hopes had lost the ^lory of their youth. 
How sadly I returned— might move the hearer's 
ruth: 

XLV. 

Warm tears throng fast ! the tale may not be said — 
Know then, that when this grief had been subdued, 
I was not left, like others, cold and dead ; 
The Spirit whom I loved in solitude 
Sustained his child : the tempest-shaken wood. 
The waves, the fountains, and the hush of night — 
These were his voice, and well I understood 
His smile divine when the calm sea was bright 
With silent stars, and Heaven was breathless ^ith 
delight. c 
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XLVL 

In lonely glens, amid the roar of rivers, 
Whenthedim nights were moonless, have I known 
Joys which no tongue can tell; my pale lip quivers 
When thought revisits them : — know thou alone. 
That after many wondrous years were flown, 
I was awakened by a shriek of woe ; 
And over me a mystic robe was thrown, 
By viewless hands, and a bright star did glow 
Before my steps — the Snake then met his mortal foe. 

xLvn. 
Thou fear'st not then the Serpent on thy heart ? 
Fear it ! she said with brief and passionate cry. 
And spake no more : that silence made me start — 
I looked, and we were sailing pleasantly. 
Swift as a cloud between the sea and sky. 
Beneath the rising moon seen far away ; 
Mountains of ice, like sapphire piled on high 
Hemming the horizon round, in silence lay 
On the stiU waters, — these we did approach alway. 

XLVIII. 

And swift and swifter grew the vessel's motion. 
So that a dizzy trance fell on my brain — 
Wild music woke me : we had past the ocean 
Which girds the pole, Nature*s remotest reign — 
And we glode fast o*er a pellucid plain 
Of waters, azure with the noon-tide day. 
Ethereal mountains shone around — a Fane 
Stood in the midst, girt by green isles which lay 
On the blue sunny deep, resplendent far away. 



XLIZ. 

It was a Temple, such as mortal hand 
Has never built, nor ecstacy, or dream. 
Reared in the cities of enchanted land : 
Twas likcBt Heaven, ere yet day*s purple streak 
Ebbs o*er the western forest, while the gleam 
Of the unriscn moon among the clouds 
Is gathering — when with many a golden beam 
The thronging constellations rush in crowds. 
Paving with fire the sky and the marmoreal floods. 



Like what may be conceived of this vast dome. 
When from the depths which thought can seldom 
Genius beholds it rise, his native home, [pierce 
Girt by the deserts of the Universe, 
Yet, nor in painting's light, or mightier verse. 
Or ttculpture's marble knguage, can invest 
Tliat shape to mortal sense — such glooms immerse 
That incommunicable sight, and rest 
Upon the labouring brain and over-burthened 
breast. 

Winding among the lawny islands fair. 
Whose bloomy forests starred the shadowy deep. 
The wingless boat paused w^here an ivory stair 
Its fretwork in the cr^'stal sea did steep, 
Encircling that vast Fane's a<^rial heap : 
We disembarked, and through a portal wide 
We passed — whose roof of moonstone carved, did 
A glimmering o'er the forms on every side, [keep 
Sculptures like life and thought ; immoveable, 
deep-eyed. 



Uf. 



We came to a vasthall, whose glorious roof [sheen 
Was diamond, which had drunk the iigfatning's 
In darkness, and now poured it through the woof 
Of spell-inwoven clouds hung ihete to sereen 
Itsblinding splendour — throughsuch veil was seen 
That work of subtlest power, divine and rare ; 
Orb above orb, with starry shapes between. 
And homed moons, and meteors strange and fairy 
On night-bhick columns poised — one hollow liemi- 
sphere ! 



un. 



Ten thousand columns in that quivering fight 
Distinct — between whose shafts wound &r away 
The long and labyrinthine aisles — mare brisfat 
With their own radiance than the Heaven oCDay ; 
And on the jasper walls around, there lay 
Paintings, the poesy of mightiest thoagfat. 
Which did the Spirit's history display ; 
A tale of passionate change, divinely taaght. 
Which, in their winged dance, unconscioas Genii 
wrought. 



uv. 



Beneath, there sate on many a saj^hire tfaztniey 
The great, who had departed from mankind, 
A mighty Senate ; some whose white hair dioiie 
Like mountain snow, mild, beautiful, and blind. 
Some, female forms, whose gestures beamed with 

mind ; 

And ardent youths, and children bright and fair ; 

And some had lyres whose strings were intertwined 

With pale and clinging flames, which ever there 

Waked faint yet thnlling sounds that pierced the 

crystal air. 



LV. 



One seat was vacant in the midst, a thronei, 
Reared on a pyramid like sculptured flame^ 
Distinct with circling steps which rested on 
Their own deep fire — soon as the woman came 
Into that hall, she shrieked the Spirit's name 
And fell ; and vanished slowly from the sight. 
Darkness arose from her dissolving frame. 
Which gathering, filled that dome of woven ligfaty 
Blotting its sphercd stars with supernatural night. 



LVI. 



Then first two glittering lights were seen to gUde 
In circles on the amethystine floor. 
Small serpent eyes trailing from side to side^ 
Like meteors on a river's grassy shore. 
They round each other rolled, dilating more 
And more — then rose, commingling into one^ 
One clear and mighty planet hanging o'er 
A cloud of deepest shadow, which was thrown 
Athwart the glowing stepsand the crystalline throne. 



LVIf. 

The cloud which rested on that cone of flame 
Was cloven ; beneath the planet sate a Form, 
Fairer than tongue can speak or thought 

frame. 
The radiance of whoso limbs rose-like and 
Flowed forth, and did with softest light inform 
The shadowy dome, the sculptures, and the stale 
Of those assembled shapes — with clinging charm 
Sinking upon their hearts and mine— -He sate 
Majestic yet most mild — calm, yet compassionate. 



Wonder and joy a passing faintness threw 
Over my brow— a hand supported me, 
Whose tonch was magic strength : an eye of blue 
Looked into mine, liktr moonlight, soothingly ; 
And a voice said — Thou must a listener l^ 
This day — two mighty spirits now return. 
Like birds of calm, from the world's raging sea, 
Thev pour fresh light from Hope's immortal urn ; 
A tale of human power — despair not — ^list and 
learn! 



LIX. 



I looked, and lo ! one stood forth eloquently, 
His .eyes were dark and deep, and the clear brow 
Which shadowed them was like the morning sky, 
The doodless Heaven of Spring, when in their flow 
Through the bright air, the soft winds as they blow 
Wake the green world — his gestures did obey 
The oracular mind that made his features glow, 
And where his curved lips half open lay, 
PaaBioD'sdivineet stream had made impetuous way. 



LX. 



Beneath the darkness of his outspread hair 
He stood thus beautiful : but there was One 
Who sate beside him like his shadow there. 
And held his hand — ^far lovelier — she was known 
To be thus fair, by the few lines alone 
Which through her floating locks and gathered 
Glances of soul-dissolving gl(»ry, shone : — [doke 
Ncme else beheld her eyes — in him they woke 
Memories which found a tongue, as thus he silence 
broke. 



CANTO II. 

I. 
Tbb star-light smile of children, the sweet looks 
Of women, the fair breast from which I fed. 
The murmur of the unreposing brooks. 
And the green light which, shSting overhead, 
Some tangled bower of vines around me shed. 
The shells on the sea-sand, and the wild flowers. 
The lamp-light through the rafters cheerly spread. 
And on the twining flax — in life's young hours 

These sights and soundsdid nurse my spint's folded 
powers. 

n. 
In Argolis beside the echoing sea, 
Soeh impulses within my mortal frame 
Arose^ and they were dear to memory. 
Like tokens of the dead : — ^but others came 
Soon, in another shape : the wondrous fame 
Of the past world, the vital words and deeds 
Of mmds whom neither time nor change can tame, 
Traditions dark and old, whence evil creeds 

Start forth, and whose dim shade a stream of poison 
feeds. 

m. 
I heard, as all have heard, the various story 
Of haman life, and wept unwilling tears 
Feeble historians of its shame and glory. 
False disputants on all its hopes and fears, 
Victinis who worshipped ruin,— chroniclers 
Of daily scorn, and slaves who loathed their state; 
Yet flattering power had given its ministers 
A throne of judgment in the grave — 'twas fate. 

That amoiig soieh aa these my youth should seek its 



The land in which I lived, by a fell bane 
Was withered up. Tyrants dwelt side by side. 
And stabled in our homes, — until the chain 
Stifled the captive's cry, and to abide 
That blasting curse men had no shame — all vied 
In evil, slave and despot ; fear with lust 
Strange fellowship through mutual hate had tied, 
Like two dark serpents tangled in the dust. 
Which on the paths of men their mingling poison 
- thrust. 



V. 



£arth,our bright home,its mountains and its waters, 
And the ethereal shapes which are suspended 
Over its green expanse, and those fair daughters. 
The clouds, of Sun and Ocean, who have blended 
The colours of the air since first extended 
It cradled the young world, none wandered forth 
To see or feel : a darkness had descended 
On every heart : the light which shows its worth, 
Must among gentle thoughts and fearless take its 
birth. 



VI. 



This vital world, this home of happy spirits. 
Was as a dungeon to my blasted kmd. 
All that despair from murdered hope inherits 
They sought, and in their helpless misery blind, 
A deeper prison and heavier chains did find. 
And stronger tyrants : — a dark gulf before. 
The realm of a stem Ruler, yawned ; behind, 
Terror and Time conflicting drove, and bore 
On their tempestuous flood the shrieking wretch 
from shore. 

vir. 
Out of that Ocean's wrecks had Guilt and Woe 
Framed a dark dwelling for their homeless 

thought. 
And, starting at the ghosts which to and fro 
Glide o'er its dim and gloomy strand, had brought 
The worship thence which they each other taught. 
Well might men loathe their life, well might Siey 

turn 
Even to the ills again from which they sought 
Such refuge after death I — well might they learn 
To gaze on this fiiir world with hopeless uncon- 
cern! 

vni. 
For they all pined in bondage ; body and soul, 
Tyrant and slave, victim and torturer, bent 
Before one Power, to which supreme control 
Over their will by their own weakness lent. 
Made all its many names omnipotent ; 
All symbols of things evil, all divine ; 
And hymns of blood or mockery, which rent 
The air from all its fanes, did intertwine 
Imposture's impious toils round each discordant 
shrine. 

iz. 
I heard, as all have heard, life's various story. 
And in no careless heart transcribed the tale ; 
But, from the sneers of men who had grown hoary 
In shame and scorn, from groans of crowds made 
By famine, from a mother's desolate wail [pale 
O'er her polluted child, from innocent blood 
Poured on the earth, and brows anxious and pale 
' With the heart's warfare ; did I gather food 
To feed my many thoughts : — a tameless multitude. 
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z. 



\ ^iMK^^nnt through the wrecks of days departed 
kH4k V\ |)m« dt*«»lated shore, when even 
sii V4- iW KtUl M« and jagged islets darted 
VIh^ li^ht of moonrise ; in the northern Heayen, 
Vuuuig Iho clouds near the horizon driven, 
't'ho niouutains lay heneath one planet pale ; 
An>und me broken tombs and columns riven 
l«(H»kt>d vast in twilight, and the sorrowing gale 
Waked in those ruins grey its everlasting wall ! 



XT. 



I knew not who had framed these wonders then. 
Nor had I heard the story of their deeds ; 
But dwellings of a race of mightier men. 
And monuments of less ungentle creeds 
TcII their own tale to him who wisely heeds 
The language which they speak ; and now, to me 
The moonlight making pale the blooming weeds. 
The bright fltars shining in the breathless sea. 
Interpreted those scrolls of mortal mystery. 



xn. 



Such man has been, and such may yet become ! 
Aye, wiser, greater, gentler, even than they 
Who on the fragments of yon shattered dome 
Have stamped tiie sign of power — I felt the sway 
Of the vast stream of ages bear away 
My floating thoughts— my heart beat loud and 
Even as a storm let loose l>eneath the ray [fast — 
Of the still moon, my spirit onward past 
Beneath truth's steady beams upon its tumult cast. 



XJII. 



It shall be thus no more ! too long, too long, 
Sons of the glorious dead ! have ye lain bound 
In darkness and in ruin. — Hope is strong. 
Justice and Truth their winged child have found — 
Awake ! arise ! until the mighty sound 
Of your career sliall scatter in its gust 
The thrones of the oppressor, and the ground 
Hide the last altar's unregarded dust, 
Whose Idol has so long betrayed your impious 
trust. 



XIV. 



It must be so— I will arise and waken 
The multitude, and like a sulphurous hill, 
Which on a sudden from its snows had shaken 
The swoon of ages, it shall burst, and fill 
The world with cleansing fire ; it must, it will — 
It may not be restrained I — and who shall stand 
Amid the rocking earthquake stedfast still. 
But Laon Y on high Freedom's desert land 
A tower whose marble walls tlie leagued storms 
withstand! 



XV. 



One summer night, in commune with the hope 
Thus deeply fed, amid those ruins grey 

. I watched, beneath the dark sky's starry cope ; 
And ever from that hour upon me lay 
The burthen of this hope, and night or day. 
In vision or in dream, clove to my breast : 
Among mankind, or when gone far away 
To the lone shores and mountains, 'twas a guest, 

.Which followed where I fled, and watched when I 
did rust. 



XVL 



These hopes found words through which my spirit 
To weave a bondage of such sympathy [sought 
As might create some response to the thought 
Which ruled me now — and as the vapours lie 
Bright in the outspread morning's radiance, 
So were these thoughts invested with the hj^ 
Of language ; and all bosoms made rq^Iy 
On which its lustre streamed, whene'er it mifffat 
Thro' darkness wide and deep thoee truioed ^izits 
smite. 



zvn. 



Yes, many an eye with dizsy tears was dim. 
And oft I thought to clasp my ownhearf s brother. 
When I could feel the listtmer's senses swim. 
And hear his breath itsown swift gaspingssmother 
Even as my words evoked them — and another. 
And yet another, I did fondly deem. 
Felt that we all were sons of one great mother; 
And the cold truth such sad reverse did seem. 
As to awake in grief from some delightful dream. 



xvni. 



Yes, oft beside the ruined labyrinth 
Which skirts the hoary caves of the green deep, 
Did Laon and his friend on one grey plinth. 
Round whose worn base the wild waves hiss and 
Resting at eve, a lofty converse keep : [I^itp, 
And that his friend was false, may now be said 
Calmly — that he like other men could weep 
Tears which are lies, and could betray and spread 
Snares for that guileless heart which for his own 
had bled. 



XIX. 



Then, had no great aim recompensed my sorrow, 
I must have sought dark respite from its stress 
In dreamless rest, in sleep that sees no morrow — 
For to tread life's dismaying wilderness 
Without one smile to cheer, one voice to bless. 
Amid the snares and scoifs of human kind. 
Is hard — but I betrayed it not, nor less 
With love that scorned return, sought to unbind 
The interwoven clouds which make its wisdom 
blind. 



XX. 



With deathless minds, which leave where they have 
A path of light, my soul communion knew; [past 
Till from that glorious intercourse, at last, 
As from a mine of magic store, I drew 
Words w^hich were weapons ; — ^round my heart 

there grew 
The adamantine armour of their power. 
And from my fancy wings of golden hue 
Sprang forth — yet not alone from wisdom's tower, 
A minister of truth, these plumes young Laon bore. 



XXI. 



An orphan with my parents lived, whose eyes 
Were load-stars of delight, which drew me home 
When I might wander forth ; nor did I prize 
Aught human thing beneath Heaven's mighty 

dome 
Beyond this child : so when sad hours were come, 
And bafiled hope like ice still clung to me, 
Since kin were cold, and friends had now become 
Heartless and false, I turned from all, to be, 
Cy thna, the only source of tears and smiles to thee. 
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zzu. 



VHuA wert thou then ! A child most infantine, 
^ Yet wandering far beyond that innocent age 
' In all but its sweet looks and mien divine ; 
Even then,methoagfat, with the world's tyrant rage 
A patient waifure thy young heart did wage, 
When those soft eyesof scarcely conscious thought, 
Some tale, or thine own fancies, would engage 
To orerflow with tears, or oouYerse fraught 
With passion, o'er their depths its fleeting light 
had wrought. 



xxnr. 



She moTed upon this earth a shape of brightness, 
A power, that from its objects scarcely drew 
One impulse of her being — in her lightness 
Most like some radiant cloud of morning dew 
Which wanders through the waste air's pathless 
To nourish some far desert ; she did seem [blue, 
Beside me, gathering beauty as she grew, 
Like the bright shade of some immortal dream 
Which walks, when tempest sleeps, the wave of 
life's dark stream. 



As mine own shadow was this child to me, 
A second self, fiir dearer and more fair ; 
Whidi clothed in undissolving radiancy 
All those steep paths which languor and despair 
Of human things had nuide so dark and bare. 
Bat which I tiod alone — nor, till bereft 
Of friends, and overcome by lonely care. 
Knew I what solace for that loss was left, 
Thoush by a bitter wound my trusting heart was 



XXV. 



Onoe she was dear, now she was all I had 
To k>ve in human life — this pUymate sweet. 
This child of twelve years old — so she was made 
My sole assodate, and her willing feet 
Wandered with mine where earth and ocean meet, 
Beyond the aerial mountains whose vast cells 
The onreposing billows ever beat, 
Tluroogh forests wide and old, and lawny dells. 
Where boughs of incense droop over the emerald 
wells. 



JCXVI. 



And wifin and light I felt her ckisping hand 
Whentwined in mine : she followed where I went. 
Through the lone paths of our immortal land. 
It had no waste, but some memorial lent 
Which strung me to my toil — some monument 
Vital with mind : then Cythna by my side. 
Until the bright and beaming day were spent. 
Would rest, with looks entreating to abide, 
Too earnest and too sweet ever to be denied. 

xxvn. 
And soon I could not have refused her — thus 
For ever, day and night, we two were ne'er 
Pttfted, hot when bruef sleep divided us : 
And, when the pauses of the lulling air 
Of noon beside the sea had made a lair 
For her soothed senses, in my arms she slept. 
And I kept watch over her slumbers there, 
While, as the shifting visions over her swept, 
Asud her innooent rest by turns she smiled and 



! 



xzvin. 



And, in the murmur of her dreams, was heard 
Sometimes the name of Laon : — suddenly 
She would arise, and, like the secret bird 
Whom sunset w^ene, fill the shore and sky 
With her sweet accents — a wild melody 1 
Hymns which my soul had woven to Freedom, 

strong 
The source of passion, whence they rose to be 
Triumphant strains, which, like a spirit's tongue. 
To the endianted waves that child of glory sung. 



xxrx. 



Her white arms lifted through the shadowy stream 
Of her loose hair— oh, excellently great 
Seemed to me then my purpose, the vast theme 
Of those impassioned songs, when Cythna sate 
Amid the calm which rapture doth create 
After its tumult, her heart vibrating. 
Her spirit o'er the ocean's floating state 
From her deep eyes far wandering, on the wing 
Of visions that were mine, beyond its utmost 
spring. 



For, before Cythna loved it, had my son^ 
Peopled with thoughts the boundless universe, 
A mighty congregation, which were strong 
Where'er they trod the darkness to disperse 
The cloud of that unutterable curse 
Which clings upon mankind : — all things became 
Slaves to my holy and heroic verse. 
Earth, sea, and sky, the planets, life, and fame, 
And fate, or whatever else binds the world's won- 
drous frame. 



XXXI. 



And this beloved child thus felt the sway 
Of my conceptions, gathering like a cloud 
The very wind on which it rolls away : 
Hers too were all my thoughts, ere yet, endowed 
With music and with light, their fountains flowed 
In poesy ; and her still and earnest face. 
Pallid with feelings which intensely glowed 
Within, was turned on mine with speechless grace. 
Watching the hopes which there her heart had 
learned to trace. 



XXXII. 



In me, communion with this purest bcdng 
Kindled intenser zeal, and made me wise 
In knowledge, which in hers mine own mind seeing. 
Left in the human world few mysteries : 
How without fear of evil or disguise 
Was Cythna ! — what a spirit strong and mild. 
Which death, or pain, or peril, could despise. 
Yet melt m tenderness ! what genius wild. 
Yet mighty, was inclosed within one simple child ! 



xxxiir. 



New lore was this — old age with its grey hair. 
And wrinkled legends of unworthy things. 
And icy sneers, is nought : it cannot dare 
To burst the chains which life for ever flings 
On the entangled soul's aspiring wings. 
So is it cold and cruel, and is made 
The careless slave of that dark power which brings 
Evil, like blight on man, who, still betrayed, 
Laughs o'er the grave in which his living hopes 
are laid. 






60 



THE REVOLT OP ISLAM. 






Nor are the strong and the seyere to keep 
The empire of the world : thus Cythna taught 
Even in the visions of her eloquent sleep. 
Unconscious of the power through which she 
The woof of such intelligible thought, [wrought 
As from the tranquil strength which ci^led lay 
In her smile-peopled rest, my spirit sought 
Whv the deceiver and the slave has sway 
O'er heralds so divine of truth's arising day. 



XXXV. 

Within that fairest form, the female mind 
Untainted by the poison clouds which rest 
On the dark world, a sacred home did find : 
But else, from the wide earth's maternal breast, 
Victorious Evil, which had disposscst 
All native power, had those fair children torn, 
And made them slaves to soothe his vile unrest, 
And minister to lust its joys forlorn. 
Till they had learned to breathe the atmosphere of 
scorn. 

XXXVI. 

This misery was but coldly felt, till she 
Became my only friend, who had indued 
My purpose with a wider sympathy ; 
Thus, Cythna mourned with me the servitude 
In which the half of humankind were mewed, 
Victims of lust and hate, the slaves of slaves : 
She mourned that grace and power were thrown 
To the hyena lust, who, among graves, [as food 
Over his loathed meal, laughing in agony, raves. 



XXXVII. 

And I, still gazing on that glorious child. 

Even as these thoughts flushed o'er her: — 

" Cythna sweet. 
Well with the world art thou unreconciled ; 
Never will peace and human nature meet. 
Till free and equal man and woman greet 
Domestic peace ; and ere this power can make 
In human hearts its calm and holy seat, 
This slavery lAust be broken " — as I spake, 
From C^'thna's eyes a light of exultation brake. 



xxxvin. 
She replied earnestly : — *' It shall be mine. 
This task, mine, Laon ! — ^thou hast much to gain ; 
Nor wilt thou at poor Cythna's pride repine. 
If she should lead a happy female train 
To meet thee over the rejoicing plain. 
When myriads at thy call shall throng around 
The Golden City."— Then the child did strain 
My arm upon her tremulous heart, and wound 
Her own about my neck, till some reply she found. 



XXXIX. 

I smiled, and spake not — ^" Wherefore dost thou 
At what I say ! Laon, I am not weak, [smile 
And, though my cheek might become pale the 
With thee, if thou desLrest, will I seek [while, 
j Through their array of banded slaves to wreak 
I Ruin upon the tyrants. I had thought 

It was more hard to turn my unpractised cheek 
To scorn and shame, and this beloved spot 
And thee,0 dearest friend, to leave and murmur not. 



XL. 



^ Whence came I what I am 1 Thou, Laon, knoweet 
How a young child should thus undaunted be; 
Methinks, it is a power which thou bestowest, 
Through which I seek, by most resembling thee. 
So to become most good, and great, and firee; 
Yet far beyond this Ocean's utmost roar 
In towers and huts are many like to me. 
Who, could they see thine eyes, or feel such lore 
As I have learnt from them, like me would fear 



no more. 



xu. 



** Thinkest thou that I shall speak unskilfully^ 
And none will heed me Y I remember now. 
How once, a slave in tortures doomed to die. 
Was saved, because in accents sweet and low 
He sang a song his Judge loved long ago. 
As he was led to death. — All shall relent [flow, 
Who hear me — tears as mine have flowed, shall 
Hearts beat as mine now beats, with such intent 
As renovates the world ; a will onmipotent 1 



xui. 



<< Yes, I will tread Pride's golden palaces. 
Through Penury's roofless huts and squalid cells 
Will I descend, where'er in abjectness 
Woman with some vile slave her tyrant dwells. 
There with the music of thine own sweet speUs 
Will disenchant the captives, and will pour 
For the despairing, from the crystal wells 
Of thy deep spirit, reason's mighty lore. 
And power shall then abound, and hope arise onoe 
more. 

xLm. 
** Can man be free if woman be a slave t [air 
Chain one who lives, and breathes this boundless. 
To the corruption of a closed grave ! [bear 

Can they whose mates are bcuasts, condemned to 
Scorn, heavier far than toil or anguish, dare 
To trample their oppressors ! In their home 
Among their babes, thou knowest a curse would 

wear 
The shape of woman — ^hoary crime would come 
Behind, and fraud rebuild religion's tottering dome. 

xuv. 
^ I am a child :— I would not yet depart 
When I go forth alone, bearing the lamp 
Aloft which thou hast kindled in my heui. 
Millions of slaves from many a dungeon damp 
Shall leap in joy, as the benumbing cramp 
Of ages leaves their limbs — no ill may harm 
Thy Cythna ever — truth its radiant stamp 
Has fixed, as an invulnerable charm 
Upon her children's brow, dark falsehood to disarm. 



XLV. 

« Wait yet awhile for the appointed day — 
Thou wilt depart, and I with tears shall stand 
Watching thy dim sail skirt the ocean grey ; 
Amid the dwellers of this lonely land 
I shall remain alone — and thy command 
Shall then dissolve the world's unquiet trance. 
And, multitudinous as the desert sand 
Borne on the storm, its millions shall advance. 
Thronging round thee, the light of their deliveranoe. 
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XLTT. 



" Then> like the forests of some pathless mountain. 
Which from remotest glens two warring winds 
Involve in fire, which not the loosened fountain 
Of hroadest floods might quench, shall all the kinds 
Of evil catch from our uniting minds [then 

The spark which must consume them ; — Cythna 
Will have cast off the impotence that binds 
Her childhood now, and through the paths of men 

Will pass, as the charmed bird that haunts the 
serpent's den. 

xLvn. 

" We jMirt ! — Laon, I must dare, nor tremble, 
To meet those looks no more ! — Oh, heavy stroke! 
Sweet brother of my soul ; can I dissemble 
The agony of this thought!'* — As thus she spoke 
The gathered sobs her quivering accents broke, 
And in my arms she hid her beating breast. 
I remained still for tears— -sudden uie woke 
As one awakes from sleep, and wildly prest 
My boeoniy her whole frame impetuously possest. 



I 



lU. 



XLVllI. 



•* We part to meet again — but yon blue waste, 
Yon desert wide and deep, holds no recess 
Within whose happy silence, thus embraced 
We might survive all ills in one caress : 
Nor doth the grave — I fear 'tis passionless — 
Nor yon cold vacant Heaven : — we meet again 
WitMn the minds of men, whose lips shall bless 
Our memory, and whose hopes its light retain 
When these dissevered bones are trodden in the 
plain.'* 

XLIX. 

I could not speak, though she had ceased, for now 
The fountains of her feeling, swift and deep. 
Seemed to suspend the tumult of their flow ; 
So we arose, and by the star-light steep 
Went homeward — neither did we speak nor weep. 
But pale, were calm. — With passion thus subdued, 
Like evening shades that o'er the mountains creep 
We moved towards our home ; where, in this mood. 
Each from the other sought refuge in solitude. 



CANTO in. 

I* [slumber 

What thoughts had sway o'er Cythna s lonely 
That night, I know not ; but my own did seem 
As if they might ten thousand years outnumber 
Of waking life, the visions of a dream. 
Which hid in one dim gulf the troubled stream 
Of mind ; a boundless chaos wild and vast. 
Whose limits yet were never memory's theme : 
And I lay struggling as its whirlwinds past, 
Sometimes for rapture sick, sometimes for pain 

ag;hast. 

n. 
Two hours, whose mighty circle did embrace 
More time than might make grev the infant world, 
Rolled thus, a weary and tumultuous space : 
When the third came, like mist on breezes curled. 
From my dim sleep a shadow was unfurled : 
Methooght, upon the threshold of a cave 
I sate with Cythna ; drooping briony, pearled 
With dew from the wild streamlet's shattered wave. 
Hung, where we sate, to taste the joys which Nature 

gave 



We lived a day as we were wont to live. 
But nature had a robe of glory on. 
And the bright air o'er every shape did weave 
Intenser hues, so that the herbless stone. 
The leafless bough among the leaves alone. 
Had being clearer than its own could be. 
And Cythna's pure and radiant self was shown 
In this strange vision, so divine to me. 
That if I loved before, now love was agony. 

IV. 

Momfled,noon came,evening,then nightdescended. 
And we prolonged calm talk beneath the sphere 
Of the calm moon — when, suddenly was blended 
With our repose a nameless sense of fear ; 
And from the cave behind I seemed to hear 
Sounds gathering upwards ! — accents incomplete. 
And stifled shrieks, — and now, more near and 
A tumult and a rush of thronging feet [near. 
The cavern's secret depths bencam the eaxih did 
beat. 

V. 

The scene was changed, and away, away, away ! 
Through the air and over the sea we sped. 
And Cythna in my sheltering bosom lay. 
And the winds bore me ; — through the darkness 

spread 
Around, the gaping earth then vomited 
Legions of foul and ghastly shapes, which hung 
Upon my flight ; and ever as we fled. 
They plucked at Cythna — soon to me then clung 
A sense of actual things those monstrous dreams 

among. 

VI. 

And I lay struggling in the impotence 
Of sleep, while outward life had burst its bound. 
Though, still deluded, strove the tortured sense 
To its dire wanderings to adapt the sound 
Which in the light of mom was poured around 
Our dwelling — breathless, pale, and unaware 
I rose, and all the cottage crowded found 
With armed men, whose glittering swords were 

bare, 
And whose degraded limbs the tyTant's garb did 

wear. 

vn. 
And ere with rapid lips and gathered brow 
I could demand the cause — a feeble shriek — 
It was a feeble shriek, faint, far, and low. 
Arrested me — my mien grew calm and meek. 
And, grasping a small knife, I went to seek 
That voice among the crowd — 'twas Cythna's 

cry! 
Beneath most calm resolve did agony wreak 
Its whirlwind rage : — so I past quietly 
Till I beheld, where bound, that dearest child did 
lie. 

nil. 

I started to behold her, for delight 
And exultation, and a joyance free. 
Solemn, serene, and lofty, filled the light 
Of the calm smile with which she looked on me : 
So that I feared some brainless ecstacy, 
Wrought from that bitter woe, had wildere<\her — 
<* Farewell ! farewell ! " slie said, as I drew nigh. 
" At first my peace was marred by this strange stir. 
Now I am calm as truth — its chosen minister. 
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IX. 

^ Look not 80, Laon — say farewell in hope : 
These bloody men are but the slaves who bear 
Their mistress to her task — it was my scope 
The slavery where they drag me now, to share^ 
And among captives willing chains to wear 
Awhile — the rest thou knowest — return, dear 
Let our first triumph trample the despair [friend! 
Which would ensnare us now, for in the end. 
In victory or in death our hopes and fears must 
blend." 

X. 

These words had fallen on my unheeding ear, 
Whilst I had watched the motions of the crew 
With seeming careless glance ; not many were 
Around her, for their comrades just withdrew 
To guard some other victim — so I drew 
My knife, and with one impulse, suddenly 
All unaware three of their number slew, [cry 
And grasped a fourth by the throat, and with loud 
My countrymen invoked to death or liberty 1 

XI. 

What followed then, I know not — ^for a stroke 
On my raised arm and naked head came down, 
Filling my eyes with blood — when I awoke, 
I felt that they had bound me in my swoon. 
And up a rock which overhangs the town, 
By the steep path were bearing me : below 
The plain was filled with slaughter^— -overthrown 
The vineyards and the harvests, and the glow 
Of blazing roofs shone far o'er the white Ocean's 
flow. 

XII. 

Upon that rock a mighty column stood. 
Whose capital seemed sculptured in the sky, 
Which to the wanderers o'er the solitude 
Of distant seas, from ages long gone by. 
Had many a landmark ; o'er its height to fly 
Scarcely the cloud, the vulture, or the blast. 
Has power — and when the shades of evening lie 
On Earth and Ocean, its car\'ed summits cast 
The sunken day-light far through the atrial waste. 



XIU. 

They bore me to a cavern in the hill 
Beneath that column, and unbound me there : 
And one did strip me stark ; and one did fill 
A vessel from the putrid pool ; one bare 
A lighted torch, and four with friendless care 
Guided my steps the cavern-paths along, 
Then up a steep and dark and narrow stair 
We wound, until the torches' fiery tongue 
Amid the gushing day beamless and pallid hung. 

xrr. 
They raised me to the ])latform of the pile. 
That column's dizzy height : — the grate of brass 
Through which they tlirust me, open stood the 
As to its ponderous and suspended mass, [while. 
With chains which eat into the flesh, alas I 
With brazen links, my naked limbs they bound : 
The grate, as they departed to repass. 
With horrid clangour fell, and the far sound 
Of their retiring steps in the dense gloom was 
drowned. 



XV. 



The noon was calm and bright : — azonnd that 
The overhanging sky and circling sea [column 
Spread forth in silentness profound and aolemii 
The darkness of brief frenzy cast on me^ 
So that I knew not my own misery : 
The islands and the mountains in the day 
Like clouds reposed afiur ; and I could see 
The town among the woods below that lay, 
And the dark rocks which bound the bright and 
glassy bay. 



XVL 



It was so calm, that scarce ihe feathery weed 
Sown by some eagle on the topmost stone 
Swayed in the air : — so bright, that noon did breed 
No shadow in the sky beside mine own — 
Mine, and the shadow of my chain alone. 
Below the smoke of roofis involved in flame 
Rested like night, all else was deariy shown 
In the broad glare, yet sound to me none eame^ 
But of the living blood that ran within my frame. 



xvit. 



The peace of madness fled, and ah, too sooin t 
A ship was lying on the sunny main ; 
Its sails were flagging in the breathless noon- 
Its shadow la^ beyond — ^that sight agun 
Waked, with its presence, in my tranced brain 
The stings of a known sorrow, keen and cold : 
I knew that ship bore Cythna o'er the plain 
Of waters, to her blighting slavery sold. 
And watched it with such thoughts as must remain 
untold. 



xvnr. 



I watched, until the shades of evening wrapt 
Earth like an exhalation — ^then the bark 
Moved, for that calm was by the sunset snapi. 

*It moved a speck upon the Ocean dark : 
Soon the wan stars came forth, and I could mark 
lis path no more I I sought to close mine eyes. 
But, like the balls, their lids were stiff" and stark; 
I would have risen, but, ere that I could rise, 

My parched skin was split with piercing agonies. 



XIX. 



I gnawed my brazen chain, and sought to sever 
Its adamantine links, that I might die : 
Liberty I forgive the base endeavour. 
Forgive me, if, reserved for victory. 
The Champion of thy faith e'er sought to flyw-^ 
That starry liight, with its clear silence, sent 
Tameless resolve which laughed at misery 
Into my soul — linked remembrance lent 
To that such power, to me such a severe cont ent . 



XX. 



To breathe, to be, to hope, or to despair 
And die, I questioned not ; nor, though the Son 
Its shafts of agony kindling through the air 
Moved over me, nor though in evening dun^ 
Or when the stars their visible courses run, 
Or morning, the wide universe was spread 
In dreary calmness round me, did I shun 
Its presence, nor seek refuge with the dead 
From one faint hope whose flower a dropping poiaoa 
shed. 



XXL 



Two (UvB thus past — I neither raved nor died — 
Thimt raged within me, like a scorpion's nest 
Baflt in mine entrails ; I had spumed aside 
The water-vessel, while despair possest [uprest 
My thoughts, and now no drop renuuned ! The 
Of the third sun brought hunger — but the crust 
Which had been left, was to my craving breast 
Fuel, not food. I chewed the bitter dust, 
And fait my bloodlcsB arm, and licked the brazen 



zxn. 



My hrmin began to fiul when the fourth mom 
Burst o*er tl^ golden isles — a fearful sleep, 
Which through the caverns dreary and forlorn 
Of the riven soul, sent its foul dreiuns to sweep 
With whiriwind swiftness — a fkll hr and deep^ — 
A golf, a void, a sense of senselessness — 
These thinn dwelt in me, even as shadows keep 
Their wat<m in some dim chamel's loneliness, 
A shoreksB sea, a sky sunless and pUnetleas 1 



zxin. 



The forms which peopled this terrific trance 
I well remember — like a quire of devils. 
Around me they involved a giddy dance ; 
Legions seemed gathering from the misty levels 
Of ocean, to supply those ceaseless revels, 
Foul, wia s ole i M shadows: — thought could not divide 
The actual worid from these entangling evils, 
Which so bemocked themselves, that I descried 
All shapes like mine own self, hideously multiplied. 



xxnr. 



The sense of day and night, of false and true, 
Was dead within me. Yet two visionR burst 
That darkness-— one, as since tliat hour I knew. 
Was not a phantom of the realms accurst. 
Where then my spirit dwelt — but of the first 
I know not yet, was it a dream or no. 
But both, though not distincter, were immersed 
In hues which, when through memory's waste they 
flow, 
Make their divided streams more bright and rapid 



DOW. 



XXV. 



Methought that gate was lifted, and the seven 
Who brought me thither, four stiff corpses bare. 
And from the frieze to the four winds of Heaven 
Hung them on high by the entangled hair : 
Swarthy were three — the fourth was very fair : 
As they retired, the golden moon upsprung. 
And eageriy, out in Uie giddy air. 
Leaning that I might eat, I stretched and clung 
Orer the ahapekfls depth in whidi those corpses 
hung. 



XZVI. 



A woman's shape^ now Unk and cold and blue. 
The dwelling of the many-coloured worm. 
Hung there, the white and hollow cheek I drew 
To my dry Ups — what radiance did inform 
Those homy eyes! whose was that withered form! 
Aiasy alas 1 it seemed that Cythna's ghost 
Laughed in those looks,and that thoflesh was warm 
Within my teeth I — a whirlwind keen as frost 
Then in ita ainkiiig gnUi my sickening spirit tost. 



xxvn. 



Then seemed it that a tameless hurricane 
Arose, and bore me in its dark career 
Beyond the sun, beyond the stars that wane 
On the verge of formless space — it languished 
And, dying, left a silence lone and drear, [there. 
More horrible than famine : — in the deep 
The shape of an old man did then appear. 
Stately and beautiful ; that dreadful sleep 
His heavenly smiles dispersed, and I could wake 
and weep. 



xxvm. 



And, when the blinding tears had fallen, I saw 
That column, and those corpses, and the moon. 
And felt the poisonous tooth of hunger gnaw 
My vitals, I rejoiced, as if the boon 
Of senseless death would be accorded soon ; — 
When from that stony gloom a voice arose. 
Solemn and sweet as when low minds attune 
The midnight pines ; the grate did then unclose. 
And on that reverend form the moonlight did repose. 



XXIX. 



He stmck my chains,and gently spake and smiled : 
An they were loosened by that Hermit old. 
Mine eyes were of their madness half beguiled, 
To answer those kind looks. — He did enfold 
His giant arms around me to uphold 
My wretched frame, my scorched limbs he wound 
In linen moist and balmy, and as cold 
As dew to drooping leaves : — the chain, with sound 
Like earthquake, through the chasm of that steep 
stair did bound 



XXX. 



As, lifting me, it fell !_Wliat next I heard. 
Were billows leaping on the harbour bar, 
And the shrill sea-wind, whose breath idly stirred 
My hair ;— I looked abroad, and saw a star 
Sliining beside a sail, and distant far 
That mountain and its column, the known mark 
Of those who in the nide deep wandering are. 
So that I feared some Spirit, fell and dark. 
In trance had lain me thus within a fiendish 
bark. 



XXXI. 



For now, indeed, over the salt sea billow 
I sailed : yet dared not look upon the shape 
Of him who mled the helm, although the pillow 
For my light head was hollowed in his lap. 
And my iMire limbs his mantle did enwrap, 
Fearing it was a fiend : at htst, he bent 
O'er me his aged face ; as if to snap 
Those dreadful thoughts the gentle grandsire bent, 
And to my inmost soul his soothing looks he sent. 

XXXII. 

A soft and healing potion to my lips 
At intervals he nused — now looked on high. 
To mark if yet the starry giant dips 
His zone in the dim sea — now cheeringly. 
Though he said little, did he speak to me. 
'< It is a friend beside thee— take good cheer. 
Poor victim, thou art now at liberty !" 
I joyed as those a human tone to hear, 
Who in cells deep and lone have Unguished many 
a year. 
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XXXIII. 



A dim and feeble joy, whose glimpses oft 
Were quenched in a relapse of wilderinff dreams, 
Yet still methought we sailed, until aloft 
The stars of night grew pallid, and the beams 
Of mom descended on the ocean-streams, 
And still that aged man, so grand and mild^ 
Tended me, even as some sick mother seems 
To hang in hope over a dying child. 
Till in the azure East darkness again was piled. 



XXXIV. 



And then the night-wind, steaming from the shore. 
Sent odours dying sweet across the sea, 
And the swift boat the little waves which bore. 
Were cut by its keen keel, though slantingly ; 
Soon I could hear the leaves sigh, and could see 
The myrtle-blossoms starring the dim grove^ 
As past the pebbly beach the boat did flee 
On sidelong wing into a silent cove. 
Where ebon pines a shade under the starlight wove. 



CANTO IV. 

f. 
The old man took the oars, and soon the bark 
Smote on the beach beside a tower of stone ; 
It was a crumbling heap whose portal dark 
With blooming ivy trails was overgrown ; 
Upon whose floor the spangling sands were strown, 
And rarest sea-sliells, which the eternal flood, 
Slave to the mother of the months, had thrown 
Within the walls of that great tower, which stood 
A changeling of man's art, nursed amid Nature's 
brood. 

II. 

When the old man his boat had anchored, 
He wound me in his arms with tender care, 
And very few but kindly words he said, 
And bore me through the tower adown a stair. 
Whose smooth descent some ceaseless step to wear 
For many a year had fallen. — We came at last 
To a small chamber, which with mosses rare 
Was tapestried, where me his soft hands placed 
Upon a couch of grass and oak-leaves interlaced. 

rii. 
The moon was darting through the lattices 
Its yellow light, warm as the beams of day — 
So warm, that to admit the dewy breeze. 
The old man opened them ; the moonlight lay 
Upon a lake whose waters wove their play 
Even to the threshold of that lonely home : 
Within was seen in the dim wavering ray, 
The antique sculptured roof, and many a tome 
Whose lore had nutdo that sage all that he had 
become. 

IV. 

The rock-built barrier of the sea was past, — 
And I was on the margin of a lake, 
A lonely lake, amid the forests vast 
And snowy mountains : — did my spirit wake 
From sleep, as many-coloured as the snake 
That girds eternity ! in life and truth. 
Might not my heart its cravings ever slake I 
Was Cj-thna then a dream, and all m^ youth. 
And all its hoi)es and fears, and all its joy and 
ruth? 



v. 



Thus madness came asain^ — a milder madnem. 
Which darkened nougut but time's unquiet flow 
With supernatural shades of clinging ndnees; 
That gentle Hermit, in my helplees woe. 
By my sick couch was busy to and fro. 
Like a strong spirit ministrant of good : 
When I was h«ded, he led me forth to show 
The wonders of his sylvan solitude. 
And we together sate by that iale-fretted flood. 



VI. 



He knew his soothing words to weave with 

skill 
From all my madness told : like mine own heart. 
Of Cythna would he question me, until 
That thrilling name had ceased to make me 

start. 
From his familiar lips — it was not art. 
Of wisdom and of justice when he spoke — 
When 'mid soft looks of pity, there would dart 
A glance as keen as is the lightning's stroke 
When it doth rive the knots of some ancestral 

oak. 

Vlf. 

Thus slowly from my brain the darkness rolled. 
My thoughts their due array did re-aasume 
Through the enchantments of that Hermit old ; 
Then I bethought me of the glorious doom 
Of those who sternly struggle to relume 
The lamp of Hope o'er man's bewildered lot. 
And, sitting by the waters, in the gloom [ 

Of eve, to that friend's heart I told my thought — ; 
That heart which had grown old, but hadcorruptod 
not. I 

VIII. 

That hoary man had spent his livelong age 
In converse with the dead, who leave the stamp i 
Of ever-burning thoughts on many a page. 
When they are gone into the senseless cuunp 
Of graves I — his spirit thus became a lamp | 

Of splendour, like to those on which it fed. 
Through peopled haunts, the City and the Camp, . 
Deep tliirst for knowledge had his footsteps led, i 
And all the ways of men among mankind he read. ' 

IX. I 

But custom maketh blind and obdurate 
The loftiest hearts : — he had beheld the woe 
In which mankind was bound, but deemed thatfiite ■ 
Which made them abject would preserve them so ; 
And in such faith, some stedfast joy to know. 
He sought this cell : but, when fiune went abroad 
That one in Argolis did undergo i 

Torture for liberty, and that the crowd 
High truths from gifted lips had heard and under- 
stood, 

X. 

And that the multitude was gathering wide. 
His spirit leaped within his aged frame; 
In lonely peace he could no more abide. 
But to the land on which the victor's flame 
Had fed, my native land, the Hermit came ; 
Each heart was there a shield, and ever^' tongue 
Was as a sword of trutli — young Laon's name 
Rallied their secret hopes, though t}Tants song 
Hymns of triumphant joy our scattered tribes 
among. ' 
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zi. 



He eame to the lone colamn on the rock. 
And with his sweet and mighty eloquence 
The hearts of those who watched it did unlock, 
And made them melt in tears of penitence. 
They gave him entnuice free to bear me thence. 
" Since this," the old man said, ** seven years are 
WhUe slowly truth on thy benighted sense [spent. 
Has crept ; the hope which wildered it has lent, 
Meanwhile, to me the power of a sublime intent. 



xn. 



** Yes, from the records of my youthful state. 
And from the lore of bards and sages old, 
From whatsoe'er my wakened thoughts create 
Oat of the hopes of thine aspirings bold. 
Have I collected language to unfold 
Truth to my countrymen ; from shore to shore 
Doctrines of human power my words have told ; 
They have been heard, and men aspire to more 
Than they have ever gained or ever lost of yore. 



zni. 



^ In secret chambers parents read, and weep. 
My writings to their babes, no longer blind ; 
And young men gather when their tyrants sleep. 
And vows of faith each to the other bind ; 
And marriageable maidens, who have pined 
With love, till life seemed melting through their 
A warmer zeal, a nobler hope, now find ; [look. 
And every bosom thus is wrapt and shook. 
Like autumn's myriad leaves in one swoln moun- 
tain brook. 



xnr. 



" The tyrants of the Golden City tremble 
At voices which are heard about the streets ; 
The ministers of fraud can scarce dissemble 
The lies of their own heart ; but when one meets 
Another at the shrine, he inly weets, 
Though he says nothing, that the truth is known ; 
Murderers are pale upon the judgment-seats. 
And gold grows vile even to the wealthy crone. 
And lau^iter fills the Fane, and curses shake the 
Throne. 



XV. 



^ Kind thoughts, and mighty hopes, and gentle 
Abound,forfearlesslove, and the pure law [deeds 
Of mild equality and peace succeeds 
To faiths which long have held the world in awe, 
Bloody, and false, and cold : — ^as whirlpools draw 
All wrecks of Ocean to their chasm, the sway 
Of thy strong genius, Laon, which foresaw 
This hope, compels all spirits to obey, 
Which round thy secret strength now throng in 
wide array. 



ZVI. 



** For I have been thy passive instrument " — 
(As thus the old man spake, his countenance 
Gleamed on me like a spirit's^ — ** thou hast lent 
To me, to all, the power to aavance 
Towards this unforeseen deliverance 
From our ancestral chains — ay, thou didst rear 
Thai lamp of hope on high, which time, nor chance, 
Nor change may not extLuguish, and my share 
Of good was o'er the world its gathered beams to 



L 



xvir. 



'' But I, alas ! am both unknown and old. 
And though the woof of wisdom I know well 
To dye in hues of language, I am cold 
In seeming, and the hopes which inly dwell 
My manners note that I did long repel ; 
But Laon's name to the tumultuous throng 
Were like the star whgse beams the waves compel 
And tempests, and his soul-subduing tongue 
Were as a lance to quell the mailed crest of wrong. 



XVIII. 



** Perchance blood need not flow, if thou at length 
Wouldst rise ; perchance the very slaves would spare 
Their brethren and themselves; great is the 
Of words — for lately did a maiden fair, [strength 
Who from her childhood has been taught to bear 
The tyrant's heaviest yoke, arise, and make 
Her. sex the law of truth and freedom hear ; 
And with these quiet words — ' for thine awn sake 
I prithee spare me,' — did with ruth so take 



XIX. 

'' All hearts, that even the torturer, who had bound 
Her meek calm frame, ere it was yet impaled. 
Loosened her weeping then ; nor could be found 
One human hand to harm her — unassailed 
Therefore she walks through the great City, veiled 
In virtue's adamantine eloquence, [mailed, 

'Gainst scorn, and death, and pain, thus trebly 
And blending in the smiles of tliat defence. 
The Serpent and the Dove, Wisdom and Innocence. 



XX. 

" The wild-eyed women throng around her path : 
From their luxurious dungeons, from the dust 
Of meaner thralls, from the oppressor's wrath. 
Or the caresses of his sated lust. 
They congregate :— in her they put their trust ; 
The t^Tants send their armed slaves to quell 
Her power ; - they, even like a thunder gust 
Caught by some forest, bend beneath the spell 
Of that young maiden's speech, and to their chiefs 
rebel. 

XXI. 

** Thus she doth equal laws and justice teach 
To woman, outraged and polluted long ; 
Gathering the sweetest fruit in human reach 
For those fair hands now free, while armed wrong 
Trembles before her look, though it be strong ; 
Thousands thus dwell beside her, virgins bright. 
And matrons with their babes, a stately throng I 
Lovers renew the vows which they did plight 
In early faith, and hearts long parted now unite. 



xxn. 
^ And homeless orphans find a home near her. 
And those poor victims of the proud, no less. 
Fair wrecks, on whom the smiling world with stir. 
Thrusts the redemption of its wickedness : — 
In squalid huts, and in its palaces 
Sits Lust alone, while o'er the land is borne 
Her voice, whose awful sweetness doth repress 
All evil, and her foes relenting turn, 
And cast the vote of love in hope's abandoned 
urn. 



XXIII. 

<< So in the populous City, a young maiden 
Has baffled Havoc of the prey which he 
Marks as his own, whenever with chains o'erladen 
Men make them arms to hurl down tyranny, 
False arbiter between the bound and free ; 
And o'er the land, in hamlets and in towns 
The multitudes collect tumultuously, 
And throng in arms ; but tyranny disowns 
Their claim, and gatliers sti-eugth around its trem- 
bling thrones. 

xxiv. 
** Blood soon, although unwillingly, to shed 
The free ear.not forbear— the Q.ueen of Slaves, 
The hood-winked Angel of the blind and dead. 
Custom, with iron mace points to the graves 
Where her own standard desolately waves 
Over the dust of Prophets and of Kings. 
Many yet stand in her array — ^ she paves 
Her path with human hearts,* and o er it flings 
The wUdering gloom of her immeasurable wings. 



XXV. 

^ There is a plain beneath the City's wall, 
Bounded by misty mountains, wide and vast ; 
Millions there lift at Freedom's thrilling call 
Ten thousand standards wide ; they load the blast 
Which bears one sound of many voices past. 
And startles on his throne their sceptred foe : 
He sits amid his idle pomp aghast. 
And that his power hath past away, doth know — 
Why pause the victor swords to seal his overthrow ! 

XXVI. 

** The tyrant's guards resistance yet maintain : 
Fearless, and fierce, and hard as beasts of blood; 
They stand a speck amid the peopled plain ; 
Carnage and ruin have been made their food 
From infancy — ill has become their good. 
And for its hateful sake their will has wove 
The chains which eat their hearts — the multitude 
Surrounding them, with words of human love. 
Seek from their own decay their stubborn minds 
to move. 

XXTII. 

'' Over the laud is felt a sudden pause. 
As night and day thase ruthless bands around 
The watch of love is kept : — a trance which awes 
The thoughts of men with hope — as when the sound 
Of whirlwind, whose fierce blasts the waves and 

clouds confound. 
Dies suddenly, the mariner in fear 
Feels silence sink upon his heart — thus bound. 
The conqueror's pause, and oh I may freemen ne'er 
Clasp the relentless knees of Dread, the murderer I 

XXVIIL 

** If blood be shed, 'tis but a change and choice 
Of bonds, — from slavery to cowanlice 
A wretched fall ! — uplift thy charmed voice. 
Pour on those evil men the love that lies 
Hovering within those spirit-soothing eves — 
Arise, my friend, farewell ! " — As thus he spake. 
From the green earth lightly I did arise. 
As one out of dim dreams that doth awake. 
And looked upon the deptli of that reposing lake. 



ZXIZ. 



I saw my countenance reflected there ; — 
And then my youth fell on me like a wind 
Descending on still waters — ^my thin hur 
Was prematurely grey, my face was lined 
With channels, such as suffering leaves behind. 
Not age ; my brow was pale, but in my cheek 
And lips a flush of gnawing fire did find [speak 
Their food and dwelling ; though mine eves might 
A subtle mind and strong within a frame thus weak. 



XXX. 



And though their lustre now was spent and faded. 
Yet in my hollow looks and withmd mien 
The likeness of a shape for which was bnided 
The brightest woof of eenius, still was seen — 
One who, methought, had gone from the world's 
And left it vacant — 'twas her lover's face— [scene, 
It might resemble her — it once had been 
The mirror of her thoughts, and stiQ the gmoe 
Which her mind's shadow cast, left there a linger- 
ing trace. 



XXXI. 



What then was I ! She slumbered with the dead. 
Glory and ioy and peace, had come and gone. 
Doth the cloud perish, when the beams are fled 
Which steeped its skirts in gold) or dark, and lone, 
Doth it not through the paths of night unknown. 
On outspread wings of its own wind upborne 
Pour rain upon the earth ! the stars are shown. 
When the cold moon sharpens her silver horn 
Under the sea, and make the wide night not forlorn. 



XXXII. 

Strengthened in heart, yet sad, that aged man 
I left, with interchange of looks and tears. 
And lingering speech, and to the Camp began 
My way. O'er many a mountain chain which 
Its hundred crests aloft, my spirit bears 
My frame ; o*er many a dale and many a moor. 
And gaily now me seems serene eartli wears 
The bloomy spring's star-bright investiture, 
A vision which aught sad from sadness might iJlnre. 

• 

XXXIII. 

My powers revived within me, and I went 
As one whom winds waft o'er the bending g^raafi, 
Tlirough many a vale of that broad continent. 
At night when I reposed, fair dreams did pass 
Before my pillow ; — ^my own Cythna was 
Not like a child of death, among them ever ; 
When I arose from rest, a woeful mass 
That gentlest sleep seemed from my life to serer. 
As if the light of youth were not withdrawn for ever. 

XXXIV. 

Aye, as I went, that maiden, who had reared 
The torch of Truth afar, of whose high deeds 
The Hermit in his pilgrimage had heard, 
Haunted my thoughts. — Ah, Hope its sickness feeds 
With whatsoe'er it finds, or flowers or weeds I 
Coujd she be Cythna t — Was that corpse a shade 
Such as self-torturing thought from madness 

breeds? 
Why was this hope not torture ! yet it made 
A light aromid my stops which would not ever fade. 
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CANTO V, 



I. 



Otbr the ntmoBt hill at length I sped, 
A snowy steep : — the moon was hanging low 
Over the Asian mountains, and outspread 
The plain, the City, and the Camp, below. 
Skirted the midnight Ocean's glimmering flow, 
The City's moon-lit spires and myriad kunps. 
Like stars in a sublunar sky did glow. 
And fires blazed far amid the scattered camps, 
Like springs of flame, which burst where'er swift 
Earthquake stamps. 



Q. 



All slept but those in watchful arras who stood. 
And those who sate tending the beacon's light, 
And the few sounds from wAt vast multitude 
Made sileoce more profound — Oh, what a might 
Of human thought was cradled in that night ! 
How many hearts impenetrably veUed 
Beat underneath its shade what secret fight. 
Evil and good, in woven passions mailed. 
Waged through that silent throng, a war that 
never failed ! 



in. 



And now the Power of Good held victory, 
So, through the Ubyrinth of many a tent. 
Among the silent millions who did lie 
In innocent sleep, exultingly I went ; 
The moon had left Heaven desert now, but lent 
From eastern mom the first faint lustre showed 
An anned youth— over his spear he bent 
His downward &ce. — '^ A friend I" I cried aloud. 
And quickly conmion hopes made freemen under- 
stood. 



nr. 



I sate beside him while the morning beam 
Crept slowly over Heaven, and talked with him 
Of those inmiortal hopes, a glorious theme ! 
Whiefa led us forth, until the stars grew dim : 
And all the while, methought, his voice did swim, 
As if it drowned in remembrance were 
Of tbonghts which make the moist eyes overbrim : 
At last, when daylight 'gan to fill the air. 
He looked on me, and cried in wonder, ^ Thou 
art here!" 



V. 



Then, suddenly, I knew it was the youth 
In whom its earliest hopes my spirit found ; 
But envious tongues had stained his spotless truth, 
And thoughtless pride his love in silence bound, 
And shame and sorrow mine in toils had wound, 
Whilst he was innocent, and I deluded. 
The truth now came upon me, on the ground 
Tears of repenting joy, which fast intruded, 
Fell fiuBt, and o'er its peace our mingling spirits 
brooded. 

VI. 

Thnsy while with rapid lips and earnest eyes 
We talked, a sound of sweeping conflict spread. 
As from the earth did suddenly arise ; 
From every tent, roused by that clamour dread, 
Oarbandsontsprungand seized their arms; we sped 
Tovmrds the sound : our tribes were gathering far, 
Tboae sanguine slaves amid ten thousand de4id 
Stabbed in their sleep, trampled in treacherous war, 
Tbe gentle hearts whose power their lives had 
•ooght to spare. 



VII. 



Like rabid snakes, that sting some gentle child 
Who brings them food, when winter false and fair 
Allures them forth with its cold smiles, so wild 
They rage among the camp ; — they overbear 
The patriot hosts — confusion, then despair 
Descends like night — when ^* Laon !" one did cry : 
Like a bright ghost from Heaven that shout did 

scare 
The slaves, and, widening through the vaulted sky. 
Seemed sent from Earth to Heaven in sign of 

victory. 



VIII. 



In sudden panic those false murderers fled. 
Like insect tribes before the northern gale : 
But, swifter still, our hosts encompassed 
Their shattered ranks, and in a craggy vale. 
Where even their fierce despair might nought avail, 
Hemmed them around ! — and then revenge and 
Made the high virtue of the patriots fail : [fear 
One pointed on his foe the mortal spear — 
I rushed before its point, and cried, ^ Forbear, 
forbear 1" 



tx. 



The spear transfixed my arm that was uplifted 
In swift expostulation, and the blood [gifted 

Gushed roimd its point : 1 8miled,and — '^Oh! thou 
With eloquence which shall not be withstood. 
Flow thus !" — I cried in joy, " thou vital flood. 
Until my heart be dry, ere thus the cause 
For which thou wert aught worthy be subdued — 
Ah, ye are pale, — ye weep, — your passions pause, — 
'Tis well I ye feel the truth of love's benignant laws. 



X. 



** Soldiers, our brethren and our friends are slain. 
Ye murdered them, I think, as they did sleep 1 
Alas, what have ye done 1 The slightest pain 
Which ye might suffer, there were eyes to weep ; 
But ye have quenched them — there were smiles 

to steep 
Your hearts in balm, but they are lost in woe ; 
And those whom love did set his watch to keep 
Around your tents truth's freedom to bestow, 
Ye stabbed as they did sleep— but they forgive ye 

now. 



XI. 



" wherefore should ill ever flow from ill. 
And pain still keener pain for ever breed ? 
We all are brethren — even the slaves who kill 
For hire, are men ; and to avenge misdeed 
On the misdoer, doth but Misery feed 
With her own broken heart ! Earth, O Heaven ! 
And thou, dread Nature, which to every deed 
And all that lives, or is to be, hath given. 
Even as to thee have these done ill, and are 
forgiven. 

XTI. 

^ Join then your hands loid hearts, and let the past 
Be as a grave which gives not up its dead 
To evil thoughts," — A fihn then overcast 
My sense with dimness, for the wound, which bled 
Freshly, swift shadows o'er mine eyes had «hed. 
Wlien I awoke, I lay 'mid friends and foes, 
And earnest countenances on me shed 
The light of questioning looks, whilst one did dose 
My wound with balmiest herbs, and soothed me 
to repose ; 
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And one, whoeespearhad pierced me, leaned beside 
With quivering lips and humid eyes ; — and all 
Seemed like some brothers on a journey wide 
Grone forth, whom now strange meeting did befall 
In a strange land, round one whom they might call 
Their friend, their chief, their father, for assay 
Of peril, which had saved them from the thrall 
Of death, now suffering. Thus the vast array 
Of those fraternal bauds were reconciled that day. 



XIV. 



Lifting the thunder of their acclamation 
Towards the City, then the multitude. 
And I among them, went in joy — a nation 
Made free by love ; — a mighty brotherhood 
Linked by a jealous interchange of good ; 
A glorious pageant, more magnificent 
Than kingly slaves, arrayed in gold and blood ; 
When they return from carnage, and are sent 
In triumph bright beneath the populous battlement. 



XV. 



Afar, the City walls were thronged on high. 
And myriads on each giddy turret clung, 
And to each spire far lessening in the sky. 
Bright pennons on the idle winds were hung ; 
As we approached, a shout of joyance sprung 
At once from all the crowd, as if the vast 
And peopled Earth its boundless skies among 
The sudden clamour of delight had cast, 
When from before its face some general wreck 
had past. 



XVI. 



Our armies through the City's hundred gates 
Were poured, like brooks which to the rocky lair 
Of some deep lake, whose silence them awaits. 
Throng from the mountains when the storms are 

there ; 
And, as we passed through the calm sunny air, 
A thousand flower- inwoven crowns were shed. 
The token flowers of truth and freedom fair. 
And fairest hands bound them on many a head. 
Those angels of love's heaven, that over all was 

spread. 



XVII. 



1 trod as one tranced in some rapturous vision : 
Those bloody bands so lately reconciled, 
Were, ever as they went, by the contntion 
Of anger turned to love from ill beguiled. 
And every one on thorn more gently smiled. 
Because they had done evil : — the sweet awe 
Of such mildlooksmade their own hearts grow mild, 
And did with soft attraction ever draw 
Their spirits to the love of freedom's equal law. 



xviir. 



And they, and all, in one loud s}'mphony 
My name with Liberty commingling, lifted, 
" The friend and the preserver of the free ! 
The parent of this ioy !" and fair eyes, gifted 
With feelings caught from one who had uplifted 
The light of a great spirit, round me shone ; 
And aJl the shai>es of this grand scenery shifted 
Like restless clouds before the steadfast sun, — 
Where was that Maid! I asked, but it was known 
of none. 



xnc 



Laone was the name her love bad chosen. 
For she was nameless, and her birth none knew : 
Where was Laone now ? — The words were frozen 
Within my lips with fear ; but to subdue 
Such dreadful hope, to my great task was doe. 
And when at lensth one brought reply, that die 
To-morrow would appear, I then withdrew 
To judge what need for that great throng misfat be, 
For now the stars came thick over the twili^t r 



Yet need was none for rest or food to caie. 
Even though that multitude was passing greaty 
Since each one for the other did prepare 
All kindly succour — Therefore to the gate 
Of the Imperial House, now desolate, 
I passed, and there was found aghast, alone, 
The fallen Tyrant !— Silently he sate 
Upon the footstool of his golden throne, 
Which, starred with sunny gems, in its own liutie 
shone. 



XXI. 



Alone, but for one chUd, who led before him 
A graceful dance : the only living thing 
Of all the crowd, which thither to adore hhn 
Flocked yesterday, who solace souriit to bruqg 
In his abandonment 1 — She knew the King 
Had praised her dance of yore, and now she wtm 
Its circles, aye weeping and murmuring 
'Mid her sad task of unregarded love. 
That to no smiles it might his speechl( 



move. 



xxn. 



Slic fled to him, and wildly clasped his feet 
When human steps were heard: — he moved nor 

spoke. 
Nor changed his hue, nor raised his looks to meet 
The gaze of strangers. — Our loud entrance woke 
The echoes of the hall, which circling broke 
The calm of its recesses, — like a tomb 
Its sculpturefl walls vacantly to the stroke 
Of footfalls answered, and the twilight's gloom 
Lay like a chamel's mist within the radiant dome. 



XXIII. 



XXIV. 



Tlie little child stood up when we came nigh ; 
Her lips and cheeks seemed very pale and wan, 
But on her forehead and within her eye 
Lay beauty, which makes hearts that feed thereon - 
Sick with excess of sweetness ; — on tlie throne 
She leaned. The King, with gathered brow and lips 
Wreathed bv long scorn, did inly sneer and frown 
With hue liLe that when some great {lainter dips 
His pencil in the gloom of earthquake and eei 



She stood beside him like a rainbow braided 
Within some storm, when scarce its shadows vast 
From the blue paths of the swift sun have fiikded. 
A sweet and solemn smile, like Cythna's, cast 
One moment's light, which made my heart beat fiwt 
O er that child's parted lips — a gleam of bliaSy 
A shade of vanished days,— as the tears past 
Which wrapt it, even as with a father's kisa 
I pressed those softest eyes in trembling tend eme w. 
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The aeeptred wretch then from that solitude 
I dxew^ and of his change compassionate, 
With words of sadness soothed his rugged mood. 
Bat he, while pride and fear held deep debate, 
With nillen guile of ill-disHembled hate 
Glared on me as a toothless snake might glare : 
Pitj, not scorn, I felt, though desolate 
The desolator now, and unaware 
The cnnes which he mocked had caught him by 
the hair. 



xxn. 



I led him forth ftrtmi that which now might seem 
A^rgeousgrave : through portals sculptured deep 
With imagery beautiful as dream 
We went, and left the shades which tend on sleep 
Over its unregarded gold to keep 
Their silent watch. — The child trod fSuntingly, 
Andy as she went, the tears which slio did weep 
Glanced in the star-light ; wildered seemed she, 
And when I spake, for sobs she could not answer 



XXXI. 



xxvn. 
At last the tyrant cried, ^ She hungers, sUve I 
I Stab her, or give her bread I" — It was a tone 
Such as sick fancies in a new-made grave 
Might hear. I trembled, for the truth was known, 
He with this child had thus been left alone, 
And neither had gone forth for food, — but he 
In mingled pride and awe cowered near his throne. 
And she, a nursling of captivity. 
Knew nought beyond those walls, nor what such 
change might be. 

zzvia. 
And be was troubled at a charm withdrawn 
Thus suddenly ; tlwt sceptres ruled no more — 
That erenfrom gold the dreadful strength was gone 
Which onee made all things subject to its power — 
Siu^ wonder seized him, as if hour by hour 
The past had come again ; and the swift fall 
Of one ao great and terrible of yore 
To desolateness, in the hearts of all 
Like wonder stiired, who saw such awful change 
bdaL 

ZZfX. 

A mif^ty crowd, such as the wide land pours 
Onoe in a thousand years, now gathered round 
The &Uen tyrant ;— like the rush of showers 
Of hail in spring, pattering along the ground. 
Their many footsteps fell, else came no sound 
From the wide multitude : that lonely man 
Then knew the burthen of his change, and found, 
Concealing in the dust his visage wan, 
Befnge from the keen looks which thro* his bosom 



And he was iaint withal. I sate beside him 
Upon the earth, and took that child so fair 
From his weak arms, that ill might none betide him 
Orher ; — when food was brought to them, her share 
To his averted lips the child did bear ; 
But when she saw he had enough, she ate 
And wept the while ; — Uie lonely man's despair 
Hanger then overcame, and of his state 
Povgetfti], on the dost as in a trance he sate. 



Slowly the silence of the multitudes 
Past, as when far is heard in some lone dell 
The gathering of a wind among the woods — 
And he is fallen I they cry ; he who did dwell 
Like famine or the plague, or aught more fell. 
Among our homes, is fallen ! the murderur 
Who slaked his thirsting soul as from a well 
Of blood and tears with ruin ! He is here I 
Sunk in a gulf of scorn from which none may him 
rear! 

xxxir. 

Then washeard—He who judged let him be brought 
To judgment ! Blood for bicwd cries from the soil ' 
On which his crimes have deep pollution wrought! 
Shall Othman only unavenged despoil t 
Shall they, who by the stress of grinding toil 
Wrest from the unwilling earth liis luxuries, 
PeriHh for crime, while his foul blood may boil. 
Or creep within his veins at will I — Arise I 
And to high justice make her chosen sacrifice. 

xxxin. 
** What do ye seek? what fear ye I" then I cried. 
Suddenly starting forth, " that ye should shed 
The blood of Othman — if your hearts are tried 
In the true love of freedom, cease to dread 
This one poor lonely man — beneath Heaven shed 
In purest light above us all, through earth. 
Maternal eaurth, who doth her sweet smiles spread 
For all, let him go free ; until the worth 
Of human nature win from these a second birth. 



XXZIV. 

" What call ye jutiice9 Is there one who ne'er 
In secret thought has wished another's ill t — 
Are ye all pure ! Let those stand forth who hear. 
And tremble not. Shall they insult and kill. 
If such they be ? their mild eyes can they fiU 
With the false anger of the hypocrite I 
Alas, such were not pure — the chastened will 
Of virtue sees that justice is the light 
Of love, and not revenge, and terror and despite." 



XXXV. 

The murmur of the people, slowly dying. 
Paused as I Hpake ; then those who near me were, 
Cast gentle looks where the lone man was lying 
Shrouding his head, which now that infant fair 
Clasped on her lap in silence ; — through the air 
Sobs were then heard, and many kissed my feet 
In pity's madness, and, to the despair 
Of him whom late they cursed, a solace sweet 
His very victims brought — soft looks and speeches 
meet. 

XXXVI. 

Then to a home, for his repose assigned. 
Accompanied by the still throng he went 
In silence, where, to soothe his rankling mind. 
Some likeness of his ancient state was lent ; 
And, if his heart could have been innocent 
As those who pardoned him, he might have ended 
His days in peace ; but his straight lips were bent. 
Men said, into a smile which guile portended, 
A sight with which that child like hope with fear 
was blended. 
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XXXVII. 

'Twas midnight now, the eve of that great day, 
Whereon the many nations at whose call 
The chains of earth like mist melted away, 
Decreed to hold a sacred Festival, 
A rite to attest the equality of all 
Who live. So to their homes, to dream or wake 
All went. The sleepless silence did recal 
Laone to my thoughts, with hopes that make 
The flood recede from which their thirst they seek 

to slake. 

XXXVI :t. 
The dawn flowed forth, and from its purple 

fountains 
I drank those hopes which make the spirit quail. 
As to the plain between the misty mountains 
And the great City, ^itli a countenance pale 
I went : — it was a sight which might avail 
To make men weep exulting tears, for whom 
Now first from human power the reverend veil 
Was torn, to see Earth from her general womb 
Pour fortli her swarming sons to a fraternal 

doom: 

XXXIX. 

To see, far glancing in the misty morning, 
The signs of tliat innumerable host. 
To hear one sound of many made, the warning 
Of Earth to Heaven from its free children tost, 
While the eternal hills, and the sea lost 
In wavering light, and, starring the blue sky 
Tlie city's myriad spires of gold, almost 
With human joy made mute society 
Its witnesses with men who must hereafter be. 



XL. 

To see, like some vast island from the Ocean, 
The Altar of the Federation rear 
Its pile i'the midst ; a work, which the devotion 
Of millions in one night created there. 
Sudden, as when the moonrise makes appear 
Strange cleuds in the east ; a marble pyramid 
Distinct with steps : that mighty shape did wear 
The light of genius ; its still shadow hid 
Far ships : to know its height the morning mists 
forbid ! 

XLI. 

To hear the restless multitudes for ever 
Around the base of that great Altar flow, 
As on some mountain islet burst and shiver 
Atlantic waves ; and solemnly and slow 
As the wind bore that tumult to and fro. 
To feel the dreamlike music, which did swim 
Like beamsthrough floating cloudson waves below, 
Falling in pauses from that Altar dim 
As silver-sounding tongues breathed an aPxial 
hymn. 

XLII. 

To hear, to see, to live, was on that mom 
Lethean joy ! so that all those assembled 
C^t off their memories of the past outworn : 
Two only bosoms with their own life trembled, 
And mine was one, — and we had both dissembled; 
So with a beating heart I went, and one, 
W^ho having much, covets yet more, resembled ; 
A lost and dear possession, which not won. 
He walks in lonely gloom beneath the noonday 
sun. 



xuii. 



To the great Pyramid I came : its stair 
With female quires was throng: the loTcKest 
Among the free, grouped with its sculptures rare. 
As I approached, the morning's golden mist, 
Wliich now the wonder-stricken breexes kist 
With their cold lips, fled, and the summit shoiie 
Like Athos seen from Samothracia, drest 
In earliest light by vintagers, and one 
Sate there, a female shape upon an ivory throne. 



xuv. 



A Form most like the imagined habitant 

Of silver exhalations sprung from dawn. 

By winds which feed on sunrise woven, to endiant 

The faiths of men : all mortal eyes were drawn. 

As famished mariners through stranse seas gone. 

Gaze on a burning watch-tower, by the light 

Of those divinest lineaments — alone 

With thoughts which none could share, from that 

fair sight 
I turned in sickness, for a veil shrouded her coun- 
tenance bright. 



ZLV. 



And, neither did I hear the acchonations 
Which, from brief silence bursting, filled the 
With her strange name and mine, from all the 

nations 
Which we,they aaid,instrengthhadgatheredt1iere 
From the sleep of bondage ; nor the vision fiur 
Of that bright pageantry beheld,— but blind 
And silent, as a breathing corpse did fare. 
Leaning upon my friend, till, uke a wind [mind. 
To fevered cheeks, a voice flowed o'er my trouUed 



XLVl. 



Like music of some minstrel heavenly-gifted. 
To one whom fiends enthral, this voice to me ; 
Scarce did I wish her veil to be uplifted, 
I was so calm and joyous. — I could see 
The pUtform where we stood, the statues three 
Which kept their marble watch on that high shrine. 
The multitudes, the mountains, and the sea ; 
As when eclipse hath passed, things sudden shine 
To men's astonished eyes most clear and crystalline 



xLvn. 



At first Laone spoke most tremulously : 
But soon her voice that calmness which it shed 
Gathered, and—" Thou art whom I sought to see. 
And thou art our first votary here," she said : 
** I had a dear friend once, but he is dead ! — 
And of all those on the wide earth who breathe. 
Thou dost resemble him alone — I spread 
This veil between us two, that thou beneath 

Should'st image one who may have been long lost 
in death. 

xLvin. 
" For this wilt thou not henceforth pardon me! 
Yes, but those joys which silence well requite 
Forbid reply : why men have chosen me 
To be the Priestess of this holiest rite 
I scarcely know, but that the floods of light 
Which flow over the world, have borne me hither 
To meet thee, long most dear ; and now unite 
Thine liand nith mine, and may all comfort wither 

From both the hearts whose pulse in joy now beats 
together. 
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xux. 
** If our own will as others' law we bind, 
If the fool worship trampled here we fear ; 
If as ourselyes we cease to love our kind ! ** — 
She paii8ed,and pointed upwards— sculptured there 
Three shines around her ivory throne appear; 
One was a Giant, like a child asleep 
On a loose rock, whose grasp crushed, as it were 
In dream, sceptres and crowns ; and one did keep 
Its watchful eyes in doubt whether to smile or weep ; 

A Woman sitting on the sculptured disk 
Of the broad earth, and feeding from one breast 
A human babe and a young basilisk ; 
Her looks were sweet as Heaven's when loveliest 
In Autumn eves. — The third Image was drest 
In white wings swift as clouds in winter skies. 
Beneath his feet, 'mongst ghastliest forms, represt 
Lay Faith, an obscene worm, who sought to rise. 
While calmly on the Sun he turned hu diamond 
eyes. 

LI. 



that Image then I sate, while she 
Stood, 'mid the throngs which ever ebbed and 
Like light amid the shadows of the sea [flowed 
Cast from one cloudless star, and on the crowd 
That touch, which none who feels forgets, bestowed ; 
And whilst the sun returned the steadfast gaze 
Of the great Image as o'er Heaven it glode. 
That rite had place ; it ceased when sunset's blaze 
Burned o'er the isles ; all stood in joy and deep 



When in the silence of all spirits there 
Laone's voice was felt, and through the air 
Her thrilling gestures spoke, most eloquently fair. 

1. 
** Calm art thou as yon sunset ! swift and strong 
As new-fledged Eagles, beautiful and young. 
That float among the bUndinff beams of morning; 
And omdemeath thy feet wriUie Faith, and Folly, 
Custom, and Hell, and mortal Melancholy — 
Hark ! tiie Earth starts to hear the mighty warning 
Of thy voice sublime and holy ; 
Its free spirits here assembled. 
See thee, feel thee, know thee now : 
To thy voice their hearts have trembled, 
Like ten thousand clouds which flow 
With one wide wind as it flies ! 
Wisdom ! thy irresistible chUdren rise 
To hail thee, and the elements they chain 
And their own will to swell the glory of thy train. 

8. 
^ O Sjnrit vast and deep as Night and Heaven I 
Mother and soul of all to which is given 
The light of life, the loveliness of being, 
Lo ! thou dost re-ascend the human heart, 
Thy throne of power, almighty as thou wert. 
In dreams of Poets old grown pale by seeing 
The shade of thee : — now, millions start 
To feel thy lightnings through them burning : 
Nature, or God, or Love, or Pleasure, 
Or Sympathy, the sad tears turning 
To mutual smiles, a drainlcss treasure, 
Pese en ds amidst us ; — Scorn and Hate, 
Revtragie and Selfishness, are desolate — 
A hmidred nations swear that there shall be 
THj Mad Peaee and Love, among the good and free! 



3. 
" Eldest of things, divine Equality ! 
Wisdom and Love are but the slaves of thee. 
The Angels of thy sway, who pour around thee 
Treasures from all the cells of human thought. 
And from the Stars, and from the Ocean brought. 
And the last living heart whose beatings bound thee: 
The powerful and the wise had sought 
Thy coming ; thou in light descending 
O'er the wide land which is thine own. 
Like the spring whose breath is blending 
All blasts of fragrance into one, 
Comest upon the paths of men ! 
Earth bares her general bosom to thy ken. 
And all her children here in glory meet 
To feed upon thy smiles, and clasp thy sacred feet. 

4. 
^ My brethren, we are free I the plains and moun- 
tains. 
The grey sea-shore, the forests, and the fountains, 
Are haunts of happiest dwellers ; man and woman, 
Their common bondage burst, may freely borrow 
From lawless love a solace for their sorrow I 
For oft we still must weep, since we are human. 
A stormy night's serenest morrow. 
Whose showers are pity's gentle tears. 
Whose clouds are smiles of those that die 
Like infants, without hopes or fears. 
And whose beams are joys that lie. 
In blended hearts, now holds dominion ; 
The dawn of mind, which, upwards on a pinion 
Borne, swift as sun-rise, &r illumines space. 
And clasps this barren world in its own bright 
embrace! 

5. 
" My brethren, we are free ! the fruits are glowing 
Beneath the stars, and the night- winds are flowing 
O'er the ripe com, tlie birds and beasts are dream- 
Never again may blood of bird or beast [ing — 
Stain with its venomous stream a human feast. 
To the pure skies in accusation steaming ; 
Avenging poisons shall have ceased 
To feed disease and fear and madness, 
The dwellers of the earth and air 
Shall throng around our steps in gladness, 
Seeking their food or refuge there. 
Our toil from thought all glorious forms shall cull. 
To make this earth, our home, more beautiful. 
And Science, and her sister Poesy, 
Shall clothe in light the fields and cities of the fi'ec! 

6. 
" Victory, Victory to tlie prostrate nations ! 
Bear witness, Night, and ye, mute Constellations, 
Who gaze on us from your crystalline cars ! 
Thoughts have gone forth whose powers can sleep no 
Victory ! Victory ! Earth's remotest shore, [more! 
Regions which groan beneath the Antarctic stars. 
The green lauds cradled in the roar 

Of western waves, and wildernesses 
Peopled and vast, which skirt the oceans 
Where morning dyes her golden tresses. 
Shall soon partake our high emotions : 
Kings shall turn pale ! Almighty Fear, 
The Fiend-God, when our charmed name he hear. 
Shall fade like shadow from his thousand fanes. 
While Truth with Joy enthroned o'er his lost 
empire reigns ! " 



UI. 

Ere she had ceased, th» mists of night entwining 
Their dim woof, floated o'er the infinite throng ; 
She like a spirit through the darkness shining. 
In tones whose sweetness silence did prolong, 
As if to lingering winds they did belong. 
Poured forth her inmost soul: a passionate speech 
With wild and thrilling pauses woven among. 
Which whoso heard, was mute, for it could 
teach 
To rapture like her own all listening hearts to reach. 

Mil. 

Her Yoice was as a mountain stream which sweeps 
The withered leaves of Autumn to the lake. 
And in some deep and narrow bay then sleeps 
In the shadow of the shores ; as dead leaves 

wake 
Under the wave, in flowers and herbs which make 
Those green depths beautiful when skies are blue, 
The multitude so moveless did partake 
Such Uving change, and kindling murmurs flew 
As o*er that speechless calm delight and wonder 
grew. 

LIV. 

Over the plain the throngs were scattered then 
In groups around the flres, which from the sea 
Even to the gorge of the flrst mountain glen 
Blazed wide and far : the banquet of the free 
Was spread beneath man v a dark cypress tree, 
Beneath whose spires, which swayed in the i^ 

light 
Reclining as they ate, of Liberty, 
And hope, and Justice, and Laone's name, 
Elarth's children did a woof of happy converse 
frame. 

LV. 

Their feast was'such as Earth, the general mother, 
Pours from her fairest bosom, when she smiles 
In the embrace of Autumn ; — to each other 
As when some parent fondly reconciles 
Her warring children, she their wrath beguiles 
With her own sustenance ; they relenting weep : 
Such was this Festival, which from their isles. 
And continents, and winds, and oceans deep, 
All shapes might throng to sliare, that fly, or walk, 
or creep. 

LVI. 

Might share in peace and itmocence, for gore 
Or poison none this festal did pollute, 
But piled on high, an overflowing stoi'e 
Of pomegranates, and citrons, fairest fruit. 
Melons and dates, and flgs, and many a root 
Sweet and sustaining, and bright grapes ere yet 
Accursed Are their mild juice could transmute 
Into a mortal bane, and brown com set 
In baskets ; with pure streams their thirsting lips 
they wet. 

LVII. 

Laone had descended from the shrine. 
And every deepest look and holiest mind 
Fed on her form, though now those tones divine 
Were silent as she past ; she did unwind 
Her veil, as with the crowds of her own kind 
She mixed; some impulse made my heart re- 
frain 
From seeking her that night, so I reclined 
Amidst a group, where on the utmost plain 
A festal watch-fire burned beside the dusky main. 



Lvm. 
And joyous was our feast ; pathetic talk. 
And wit, and harmony of choral strains, 
While far Orion o*er the waves did walk 
That flow among the isles, held us in chains 
Of sweet captivity, which none disdains 
Who feels : but, when his zone grew dim in mint 
Which clothes the Ocean's bosom, o'er the pbuns 
The multitudes went homeward, to their rest. 
Which that delightfal day with itaown ahadow blest 



CANTO VI. 

I. 
Beside the dimness of the glimmering sea. 
Weaving swift huiguagefh>m impassioned themesy 
With that dear friend I lingered, who to me 
So late had been restored, beneath the gleams 
Of the silver stars ; and ever in soft droons 
Of future love and peace sweet converse lapt 
Our willing fancies, till the pallid beams 
Of the last watch-fire fell, and darkness wrapt 
The waves, and each bright chain of floating firo 

was snapt. 

n. 

And till we came even to the City's wall 
And the great gate, then, none laiew whence or 
Disquiet on the multitudes did fall : [^l^Jt 

And first, one pale and breathless past us by. 
And stared and spoke not ; then with piercL^g etj 
A troop of wild-eyed women, by the shrieks 
Of their own terror driven, — tumultuously 
Hither and thither hurrying with pale cheeks, 
Elach one from fear unknown a sudden refuge 
seeks — 

ni. 

Then, rallying cries of treason and of danger 
liesounded : and — ** They come ! to arms ! to 
The Tyrant is among8tu8,and the stranger [arms! 
Comes to enslave us in his name ! to arms ! " 
In vain : for Panic, the pale fiend who charms 
Strength to forswear her right, those millions swept ' 
Like waves before the tempest — these alarms ! 
Came to me, as to know their cause I leapt 
On the gate's turret, and in rage and grief and soom 
I wept! 

IV. 

For to the North I saw the town on fire. 
And its red light made morning pallid now. 
Which burst over wide Asia.— -Louder, hi^er, 
The yells of victory and the screams of woe 
I heard approach, and saw the throng below [falls 
Stream through the gates like foam-wrought water- 
Fed from a thousand storms — the fearful glow 
Of bombs flares overhead — at intervals 
The red artillery's bolt mangling among them falls. 

V. 

And now the horsemen come — and all was done 
Swifter than I have sjiokcn — I beheld 
Their red swords flash in the unrisen sun. 
I rushed among the rout to liavc repealled 
That miserable flight — one moment quelled 
By voice, and looks, and eloquent despair. 
As if reproach from their own hearts withheld 
Their steps, they stood ; but soon came pouring 
there [beiur. 

New multitudes, and did those rallied bands o'er- 
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▼I. 



I stroye, as drifted on some cataract 
By irresistible streams, some wretch might strive 
Who hears its fatal roar : the ftles compact 
Whelmed me, and from the gate availed to drive 
With quickening impulse, as each bolt did rive 
Their ranks wim bloodier chasm : into the plain 
Disgorged at length the dead and the alive. 
In one dread mass, were parted, and the stain 
Of blood frt>m mortal steel fell o'er the fields like 



nun. 



VII. 



For now the despot's blood-hounds with their prey 
Unarmed and unaware, were gorging deep 
Their gluttony of death ; the loose array 
Of horsemen o'er the wide fields murdering sweep. 
And with loud laughter for their tyrant reap 
A harvest sown with other hopes ; the while. 
Far overiiead, ships from Propontis keep 
A killing rain of fire : — when the waves smile 
As sodden earthquakes light many a volcano isle. 



vni. 



Thu8sudden,unexpected feast was spread 
For the carrion fowlsof Heaven.— I saw the sight— 
1 moved — I lived — as o'er the heaps of dead. 
Whose stony eyes glared in the morning light, 
1 trod ; to me there came no thought of flight, 
But with loud cries of scorn which whoso heard 
That dreaded death, felt in his veins the might 
Of virtuous shame return, the crowd I stirred. 
And deqwration's hope in many hearts recurred. 



IS. 



A hand of brothers gathering round me, made, 
Although unarmed, a steadfast front, and still 
Retreating, with stem looks beneath the shade 
Of gathered eyebrows, did the victors fill 
With doubt even in success ; deliberate will 
Inspired our growing troop ; not overthrown 
It gained the shelter of a grassy hill, 
And ever still our comrades were hewn down. 
And their defenceless limbs beneath our footsteps 
Btruwn. 



X. 



Immoveably we stood — in joy I found, , 
Beside me then, firm as a giant pine 
Among the mountain vapours driven around. 
The old man whom I loved — his eyes divine 
With a mild look of courage answered mine. 
And my young friend was near, and ardently 
His hand grasped mine a moment — now the line 
Of war extended, to our rallying cry. 
As myriads flocked in love and brotherhood to die. 



XI. 



For ever while the sun was climbing Heaven 
The horsemen hewed our unarmed myriads down 
Safely, though when by thirst of carnage driven 
Too near, those slaves were swiftly overthrown 
By hundreds leaping on them : flesh and bone 
Soon made our ghastly ramparts ; then the shaft 
Of the artillery from the sea was thrown 
More Cast and fiery, and the conquerors laughed 
In pride to hear the wind our screams of torment 
waft 



xu. 



For on one side alone the hill gave shelter. 
So vast that phalanx of unconquered men. 
And there the living in their blood did welter 
Of the dead and dying, which, in that green glen, 
Like stifled torrents, made a plashy fen 
Under the feet — ^thus was the butchery waged 
While the sun domb Heaven's eastern steep— but 
It 'gan to sink, a fiercer combat raged, [when 
For in more doubtful strife the armies were engaged. 



xnL 



Within a cave upon the hill were found 
A bundle of rude pikes, the instrument 
Of those who war but on their native ground 
For natural rights : a shout of joyance sent 
Even from our hearts the wide air pierced and 
As those few arms the bravest and the best [rent. 
Seized ; and each sixth , thus armed, did now present 
A line which covered and sustained the rest, 
A confident phalanx, which the foes on every side 
invest. 



XIV. 



That onset turned the foes to flight almost ; 
But soon they saw their present strength, and knew 
That coming night would to our resolute host 
Bring victory ; so dismounting close they drew 
Their glittering files, and then the combat grew 
Unequal but most horrible ; — and ever 
Our myriads, whom the swift bolt overthrew, 
Or the red sword, failed like a mountain river 
Which rushes forth in foam to sink in soilkids for 



ever. 



XV. 



Sorrow and shame, to see with their own kind 
Our human brethren mix, like beasts of blood 
To mutual ruin armed bv one behind, [good 

Who sits and scoffs ! — That friend so mild and 
Who like its shadow near my youth had stood. 
Was stabbed ! — my old preserver's hoary hair. 
With the flesh clinsing to its roots, was strewed 
Under my feet ! I lost all sense or care. 
And like the rest I grew desperate and unaware. 



XVT. 



The battle became ghastlier, in the midst 
I paused, and saw, how ugly and how fell, 
O Hate ! thou art, even when thy life thou shedd'st 
For love. The ground in many a little dell 
Was broken, up and down whose steeps befell 
Alternate victory and defeat, and there 
The combatants with rage most horrible 
Strove, and their eyes started with cracking stare. 
And impotent their tongues they lolled into the air. 



XV n. 



Flaccid and foamy, like a mad do|^8 hanging ; 
Want, and Moon-madness, and the Pest's swift bune 
When its shafts smite — while yet its bow is 
twanging — 

.Have each their mark and sign— some ghastly stain ; 
And this was thine, War ! of hate and pain 
Thou loathed slave. I saw all shapes of death. 
And minister'd to many, o'er the plain 
While carnage in the sunbeam's warmth did seethe, 

Till twilight o er the east wove her serenest wreath. 



\tf 



XVIII. 



The few who yet survived, resolute and firm. 
Around me fought. At the decline of day. 
Winding ahove the mountain's snowy term. 
New banners shone : they quivered in the ray 
Of the sun's unseen orb—ere night the array 
Of fresh troops hemmed us in — of those brave bands 
I soon survived alone — and now I lay 
Vanquished and faint, the grasp of bloody hands 
I felt, and saw on high the glare of falling brands ; 



XIX. 



When on my foes a sudden terror came, 
And they fled, scattering. — Lo! with reinless speed 
A black Tartarian horse of giant frame 
Comes trampling o'er the dead ; the living bleed 
Ben^h the hoofs of that tremendous steed. 
On which, like to an angel, robed in white. 
Sate one waving a sword ; the hosts recede 
And fly, as through their ranks, with avrful might, 
Sweeps in the shadow of eve that Phantom swift 
and bright ; 



XX. 



And its path made a solitude.— I rose 
And marked its coming ; it relaxed its course 
As it approached me, and the wind that flows [force 
Through night, bore accents to mine ear whose 
Might create smiles in death. — The Tartar horse 
Paubed, and I saw the shai>e its might which swayed. 
And heard her musical pants, like the sweet source 
Of waters in the deser^ as she said, 
^ Mount with me, Laon, now " — I rapidly obeyed. 



XXI. 

Then **Away I away!" she cried, and stretched her 
As 'twere a scourge over tlie courser's licad, [sword 
And lightly shook the reins. — We spake no word. 
But like the vapour of the tempest fled 
Over the plain ; her dark hair was dispread, 
Like the pine's locks upon the lingering blast ; 
Over mine eyes its shadowy strings it spread 
Fitfully, and the hills and streams fled fast. 
As o'er their glimmering forms the steed's broad 
shadow past ; 

XXII. 

And his hoofs ground the rocks to fire and dust, 
His strong sides made the torrents rise in spray. 
And turbulence, as if a whirlwind's gUHt 
Surrounded us ; — and still away ! awuy ! 
Through the desert night we sped, while she a1 way 
Gazed on a mountain which we neared, whose crest 
Crowned with a marble ruin, in the ray 
Of the obscure stars gleanie<l ; — its rugged breast 
The steed stmined up, and then his impulse did 
arrest. 

XXIII. 

A rocky hill which overhung the Ocean : — 
Frpm tliat lone ruin, when tlie steed that panted 
Paused, might be heard the murmur of the motion 
Of waters, as in spots for ever liaunted 
By tlie choicest wiuds of Heaven, which are en- 
To music by the wand of Solitude, [chanted 

That wizard wild, and the far tents implanted 
Upon tfte plain, be seen by those who stood 
Thence marking the dark ^ore of Ocean's curved 
flood. 



XXIV. 



One moment these were heard and seen — another 
Past ; and the two who stood beneath that nighty 
Each only heard, or saw, or felt, the other ; 
As from the lofty steed ^e did alight, 
Cythna (for, from the eyes whose deepest light 
Of love and sadness made my lips feel pale 
With influence strange of monmfuUest delight. 
My own sweet Cythna looked), with joy did qnail. 
And felt her strength in tean of human vn 
fail. 



XXV. 



And for a space in my embrace she rested. 
Her head on my unquiet heart reposing. 
While my faint arms her languid frame invested : 
At length she l4M)ked on me, and half unclosing 
Her tremulous lips, said : '^ Friend, thy bands were 
The battle, as I stood before the King [losing 
In bonds. — I burst them then, and swiftly choosing 
Tlie time, did seize a Tartar's sword, ajid spring 
Uponhis horse, and swift ason the whirlwind's wing. 



XXVI. 



^ Have thou and I been borne beyond {mrsoer. 
And we are here." — Then, turning to the steed. 
She pressed the white moon on his front with pnre 
And rose-like lips, and many a fragrant weed 
From the green ruin plucked, that he might feed ; — 
But I to a stone seat that Maiden led. 
And Idssing her fair eyes, said, ** Thon hast need 
Of rest," and I heaped up the courser's bed 
In a green mossy nook, with mountain flowers 
dispread. 



XXVII. 



Within that ruin, where a shattered portal 
Looks to the eastern stars, abandoned now 
By man, to be the home of things immortal. 
Memories, like awful ghosts which come and go» 
And must inherit all he builds below. 
When he is gone, a hall stood ; o'er whose roof 
Fair clinging weeds with ivy pale did grow, 
Clasping its grey rents with a yerdurous woof, 
A hanging dome of leaves, a canopy moon-proot 



xxvni. 



The autumnal winds, as if spell-bound, had made 
A natural couch of leaves in that recess. 
Which seasons none disturbed, but in the shade 
Of flowering parasites, did spring love to dress 
With their sweet blooms the wintry loneliness 
Of those deadleavesjsheddingtheirstars, whene'er 
The wandering wind her nurslings might caress ; 
Whose intertwining fingers ever there. 
Made music wild and soft tlmt filled the listening 



air. 



XXIX. 



Wo know not where we go, or what sweet dream 
May pilot us through caverns strange and fair 
Of far and pathless passion, while tlie stream 
Of life our bark doth on its whirlpools bear, 
S]>readiiig swift wings as sails to the dim air ; 
Nor should, we seek to know, so the devotion 
Of love and gentle thoughts be heard still there 
Louder and louder from the utmost Ocean 
Of universal life, attuning its commotion. 
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XXX. 



To the pure all things are pure ! Oblivion wrapt 
Our BpirHs, and the fearliil overthrow 
Of pnblie hope was from our being snapt. 
Though linked years had bound it there ; for now 
A power, a thirst, a knowledge, which below 
All thoughts, like light beyond the atmosphere. 
Clothing its clouds with grace, doth ever flow. 
Game on us, as we sate in silence there. 
Beneath the golden stars of the clear azure air. 



In silence which doth follow talk that causes 
The baflled heart to speak with si^hs and tears. 
When wildering passion swalloweui up the pauses 
Of inexpressive speech : — the youthful years 
Which we together past, their hopes and fears. 
The blood itself which ran within our frames. 
That likeness of the features which endears 
The thoughts expr es s e d by them, our very names. 
And all the winged hours which speechless memory 



ZXXII. 



Had found a voice : — and ere that voice did pass, 
The night grew damp and dim, and through a rent 
Of the ruin where we sate, from the morass, 
A wandering Meteor, by some wild wind sent, 
Hong hig^ in the green dome, to which it lent 
A fiimt auid pallid lustre ; while the song 
Of blasts, in which its blue hair quivering bent. 
Strewed strangest sounds themoving leaves among ; 
A woodxims li^t, the sound as of a spirit's tongue. 



ZXZIII. 



The Meteor showed the leaves on which we sate. 
And Cythna's glowing arms, and the thick tics 
Of her soft hair, which bent with gathered weight 
My neck near hers, her dark and deepening eyes, 
Which, as twin phantoms of one star that lies 
O'er a dim well, move, though the star reposes, 
Swam in our mute and liquid ecstacies. 
Her marble brow, and eager lips, like roses. 
With their own fragrance pale, which spring but 
half uncloses. 



XXXIV. 



XXXV. 



The meteor to its far morass returned : 
The beating of our veins one interval 
Made still ; and then I felt the blood that burned 
Within her frame, mingle with mine, and fall 
Around my heart like hre ; and over all 
A mist was spread, the sickness of a deep 
And apeechless swoon of joy, as might befall 
Two disunited spirits when they leap 
In union from this earth's' obscure and fading sleep. 



Was it mie moment that confounded thus 
All thought, all sense, all feeling, into one 
Unutterable power, which shielded us 
Even from our own cold looks, when we had gone 
Into a wide and wild oblivion 
Of tumult and of tenderness ! or now 
Had ages^ such as make the moon and sun. 
The seasons and mankind, their changes know, 
Left fear and time unfelt by us alone ^low t 



XXXVI. 

I know not What are kisses whose fire clasps 
The failing heart in languishment, or limb 
Twined within limb ! or the quick dying gasps 
Of the life meeting, when the faint eyes swim 
Through tears of a n^ide mist, boundless and dim, 
In one caress i What is the strong control 
Which leads the heart that dizzy steep to climb. 
Where far over the world those vapours roll. 
Which blend two restless frames in one reposing 
soul! 

XXXVII. 

It is the shadow which doth float unseen. 
But not unfelt, o'er blind mortality. 
Whose divine darkness fled not from that green 
And lone recess, where lapt in peace did lie 
Our linked frames, till, from the changing sky. 
That night and still another day had fled ; 
And then I saw and felt. The moon was high, 
And clouds, as of a coming storm, were sproui 
Under its orb, — loud winds were gathering over- 
head. 

xxxvm. 
C\'thna's sweet lips seemed lurid in the moon, 
rier fairest limbs with the night wind were chill. 
And her dark tresses were all loi^ely strewn 
O'er her pale bosom : — all within was still. 
And the sweet peace of joy did almost fill 
The depth of her unfathomable look ; — 
And we sate calmly, though that rocky hill. 
The i^-aves contending in its caverns strook. 
For they foreknew the storm, and the grey ruin 
shook. 

XXXIX. 

There we unheeding sate, in the communion 
Of interchanged vows, which, with a rite 
Of faith most sweet and sacred, stamped our iinioiL— 
Few were the living hearts which could unite 
Like ours, or celebrate a bridal night 
With such close sympathies, for they had sprung 
From linked youth, and from the gentle might 
Of earliest love, delayed and cherished long. 
Which common hopes and fears made. Tike a 
tempest, strong. 

XL. 

And such is Nature's law divine, that tliose 
Who grow together cannot choose but love. 
If faith or custom do not interpose, 
Or common slavery mar what else might move 
All gentlest thoughts ; as in the sacred grove 
Which shades the springs of if^thiopian Nile, 
Tliat living tree, which, if the arrowy dove 
Strike with her shadow, shrinks in fear awhile. 
But its own kindred leaves clasps while the sun- 
beams smile ; 

XLI. 

And clings to them, when darkness may dissever 
The close caresses of all duller plants 
Which bloom on the wide earth — thus we for ever 
Were linked, for love had nurst us in the haunts 
Where knowledge from its secret source enchants 
Young hearts with the fresh music of its springing. 
Ere yet its gathered flood feeds human wants. 
As the great Nile feeds Egypt ; ever flinging 
Light on the woven boughs which o'er its waves 
are swinging. 
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XLD. 

The tones of Cythna's voice like echoes were 
Of those far murmuring streams ; they rose and fell. 
Mixed with mine own in the tempestuous air, — 
And so we sate, until our talk befel 
Of the late ruin, swift and horrible, 
And how those seeds of hope might yet be sown. 
Whose fruit is evil's mortal poison : well 
For us, this ruin made a watch-tower lone, 
But Cythna's eyes looked faint, and now two days 
were gone 

XLIIf. 

Since she had food : — therefore I did awaken 
The Tartar steed, who, from his ebon mane. 
Soon as the clinging slumbers he had shaken, 
Bent his thin head to seek the brazen rein. 
Following me obediently ; with pain 
Of heart, so deep and dr^id, that one caress, 
When lips and heart refuse to part again. 
Till they have told their fill, could scarce express 
The anguish of her mute and fearful tenderness, 

xuv. 
Cythna beheld me part, as I bestrode 
That willing steed— the tempest and the night, 
Which gave my path its safety as I rode 
Down the ravine of rocks, did soon unite 
The darkness and the tumult of their might 
Borne on all winds. — Far through the streaming 

rain 
Floating at intervals the garments white 
Of Cythna gleamed, and her voice once again 
Came to me on the gust, and soon I reached the plain. 

XLV. 

I dreaded not the tempest, nor did he 
Who bore me, but his eyeballs wide and red 
Turned on the lightning's cleft exultingly ; 
And when the earth beneath his tameless tread, 
Shook with the sullen thunder, he would spread 
His nostrils to the blast, and joyously 
Mock the fierce peal with neighings ; — thus we sped 
O'er the lit plain, and soon I could descry 
Where Death and Fire had gorged the spoil of 
victory. 

XLVI. 

There was a desolate village in a wood. 
Whose bloom-iuwoven leaves now scattering fed 
The hungry storm ; it was a place of blood, 
A heap of hearth less walls ; — the flames were dead 
Within those dwellings now,— the life had fled 
From all those corpses now, — but the wide sky 
Flooded with lightning was ribbed overhead 
By the black rafters, and around did lie 
Women, and babes, and men, slaughtered con- 
fusedly. 

xLni. 
Beside the fountain in the market-place 
Dismounting, I beheld those corpses stare 
With horny eyes upon each other's face. 
And on the earth and on the vacant air, 
And ujwn me, close to the waters where 
I stooped to slake my thirst ; — I shrank to taste, 
For the salt bittemess <if blood was there I 
But tied the steed beside, and sought in haste 
If any yet survived amid that ghastly waste. 



xLvni. 
No living thing was there beside one woman. 
Whom I found wandering in the streets, and she 
Was withered from a likeness of aught huooan 
Into a fiend, by some strange misery : 
Soon as she heard my steps she leaped on me. 
And glued her burning lips to mine, and laughed 
With a loud, long, and fit^ntic laugh of glee. 
And cried, << Now, Mortal, thou hast deeply quaffed 
The Plague's blue kisses — soon millions shall 
pledge the draught ! 

XLIX. 

" My name is Pestilence — this bosom dry 
Once fed two babes — a sister and a brother — 
When I came home, one in the blood did lie 
Of three death-wounds— the flames had ate the 
Since then I have no longer been a mother, [other! 
But I am Pestilence ; — hither and thither 
I flit about, that I may slay and smother ; — 
All lips which I have kissed must surely wither. 
But Death's — if thou art he, we'll go to work 
together ! 

^ What seekest thou here ! the moonlight comes in 
The dew is rising 'dankly from the dell ; [flashes, — 
'Twill moisten her ! and thou shalt see the gashes 
In my sweet boy — now full of worms — but tell 
First what thou seek'st."— « I seek for food.*'— 

« 'Tis well. 
Thou shalt have food ; Famine, my paramour. 
Waits for us at the feast — cruel and fell 
Is Famine, but he drives not from his door 
Those whom these lips have kissed, alone. No 

more, no more I 



i»» 



LI. 



As thus she spake, she grasped me with the strength 
Of madness, and by nuuiy a ruined hearth 
She led, and over many a corpse :— at length 
We came to a lone hut, where on the earth 
Which made its floor, she in her ghastly mirth 
Gathering from all those homes now desoUte, 
Had piled thi*ee heaps of loaves, making a dearth 
Among the dead — round which she set in state 
A ring of cold, stiff" babes ; silent and stark they sate. 



LII. 



She leaped upon a pile, and lifted high 
Her mad looks to the lightning, and cried : ^ Eat! 
bhare the great feast — to-morrow we must die !" 
And then she spumed the loaves with her pale feet, 
Towards her bloodless guests; — that sight to meet. 
Mine eyes and my heart ached, and but that she 
Who loved me, did with absent looks defeat 
Despair, I might have raved in sympathy ; 
But now I took the food that woman offei^ me ; 



LIII. 



And vainly having with her madness striven 
If 1 might win her to return with me, 
Departed. In the eastern beams of Heaven 
The lightning now grew pallid — rapidly. 
As by the shore of the tempestuous sea 
The dark steed bore me, and the mountain grey 
Soon echoed to his hoofs, and I could see 
Cythna among the rocks, where she alway 
Had sate, i^-ith anxious eyes fixed on the lingering 
day. 
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uv. 



And joy was oun to meet : she was most pale, 
Famishedy and wet and weary, so I cast 
My arms around her, lest her steps should fiul 
As to our home we went, and thus embraced. 
Her full heart seemed a deeper joy to taste 
Than e'er the prosperous know ; the steed behind 
Trod peacefully along the mountain waste : 
We reached our home ere morning could unbind 
Night's latest veil, and on our bridal couch reclined. 



LT. 



Her chilled heart having cherished in my bosom. 
And sweetest kisses past, we two did share 
Our peaceful meal : — as an autunmal blossom. 
Which spreads its shrunk leaves in the sunny air, 
After cold showers, like rainbows woven there, 
Thus in her lips and cheeks the vital spirit 
Mantled, and m her eyes, an atmosphere [it. 
Of health, and hope ; and sorrow languished near 
And fear,and all that dark despondence doth inherit. 



CANTO VIL 

I. 
So we sate joyous as the morning ray 
Which fed upon the wrecks of night and storm 
Now lingering on the winds ; light airs did play 
Among the dewy weeds, the sun was warm. 
And we sate linked in the inwoven charm 
Of converse and caresses sweet and deep, 
Speechless caresses, talk that might disarm 
Time, though he wield the darts of death and sleep. 

And those urice mortal barbs in his own poison 
steep. 

n. 
I told her of my sufferings and my madness, 
And how, awakened from that dreamy mood 
By Liberty's uprise, the strength of gladness 
Came to my spurit in my solitude ; 
And all that now I was, while tears pursued 
Each other down her fair and listenmg cheek 
Fast as the thoughts which fed them, like a flood 
Fromsunbright dales; and when I ceased to speak, 

Her aocentssoftand sweet the pausing air did wake. 

m. 
She told me a strange tale of strange endurance. 
Like broken memories of many a heart 
Woven into one ; to which no firm assurance, 
So wild were they, could her own faith impart. 
She said that not a tear did dare to start [Arm 
From the swoln brain, and that her thoughts were 
When from all mortal hope she did depart, 
Borne by those slaves across the Ocean's term, 
And that she reached the port without one fear 
mfinn. 

nr. 
One was she among many there, the thralls 
Of the cold tyrant's cruel lust : and they 
Lao^ied moomfuUy in those polluted halls ; 
But she was cahn and sad, musing &lway 
On loftiest enterprise, till on a day 
The tyrant heard her singing to her lute 
A wild and sad, and spirit-thrilling lay. 
Like winds that die in wastes— one moment mute 
The evil thoagfats it made, which did his breast 
pottate. 



V. 



Even when he saw her wondrous loveliness, 
One moment to great Nature's sacred power 
He bent and was no longer passionless ; 
But when he bade her to his secret bower 
Be borne a loveless victim, and she tore 
Her locks in agony, and her words of flame 
And mightier looks availed not ; then he bore 
Again his load of slavery, and became 
A king, a heartless beast, a pageant and a name. 



VI. 



She told me what a loathsome agony 
Is that when selfishness mocks love's delight. 
Foul as in dreams most fearful imagery 
To dally with the mowing dead- that night 
All torture, fear, or horror, made seem light 
Which the soul dreams or knows, and when the 
Shone on her awful frenzy, from the sight [day 
Where like a Spirit in fleshly chains she lay 
Struggling, aghast and pale the tyrant fled away. 



VIT. 



Her madness was a beam of light, a power 
Which dawned through the rent soul ; and words 

it gave. 
Gestures and looks, such as in whirlwinds bore 
Which might not be withstood, whence none could 

save 
All who approached their sphere, like some calm 

wave 
Vexed into whirlpools by the chasms beneath ; 
And sympathy made each attendant slave 
Fearless and free, and they began to breathe 
Deep curses, like the voice of flames far underneath. 



vin. 



The King felt pale upon his noon>day throne ; 
At night two slaves he to her chamber sent. 
One was a green and wrinkled eunuch, grown 
From human shape into an instrument 
Of all things ill— distorted, bowed and bent. 
The other was a wretch from infancy 
Made 'dumb by poison; who nought knew or meant 
But to obey : from the fire-isles came he, 
A diver lean and strong, of Oman's coral sea. 

fX. 

They bore her to a bark, and the swift stroke 
Of silent rowers clove the blue moonlight seas. 
Until upon their path the rooming broke ; 
They anchored then, where, be there calm or 
The gloomiest of the drear Symplegades [breeze, 
Shakeswiththesleeplesssurge;— the iEthiop there 
Wound his long arms around her, and with knees 
Like iron clasped her feet, and plunged with her 
Among the closing waves out of the boundless air. 

X. 

** Swift as an eagle stooping from the plain 
Of morning light, into some shadowy wood. 
He plunged through the green silence of the main. 
Through many a cavern which the eternal flood 
Had scooped, as dark lairs for its monster brood; 
And among mighty shapes which fled in wonder. 
And among mightier shadows which pursued 
His heels, he wound : until the dark rocks under 
He touched a golden chain — a sound arose like 
thunder. 
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*• A Nliiiiiiinfif clang of mamive bolts redoubling 
llniMMitli tilt) iiiic\) — a burnt of waters driven 
A« from th«; rootH of the sea, raging and bubbling: 
And iff tliat HMif of cragH a s])ac« was riven 
'I'lii'o' which tlicre shone the emerald beams of 

hi^avfn, 
Hhot thn»iigli the lines of many waves inwoven, 
liik<* Huiilight through acacia woods at even, 
'I'll rough which, his way the diver having cloven, 
I 'ant like a Hjiark sent up out of a burning oven. 



Xfl. 



<' And then,** she said, ** ho laid mo in a cave 
AlN>ve the waters, by tliat chasm of sea, 
A fountain round and vast, in which the wave 
Jiii|)i'iM)iit>iI, boiled and leaped perpetually, 
Down which, one moment resting, he did flee. 
Winning the ailverse depth ; that spacious cell 
Like an ui>aithric temple wide and nigh, 
Whose aPry dome is inaccessible, 
Was pierccnl with one round cleft tlirough which 
the sun-beams fell. 



XIII. 



^ Below, the fountain's brink was richly paven 
With the deep's wealth, coral, and pearl, and sand 
Like spangling gold, and purple shells engraven 
With m^-stic legends by no mortal hand, [mand, 
Left there, when, thronging to tlie moon's com- 
The gathering waves rent the Hesperian gate 
Of mountains, and on such bright floor did stand 
Columns, and shapes like statues, and the state 
Of kiiigless thrones, which Earth did in her heart 
create. 



x\v. 



XV. 



XVI. 



** Again I knew the day and niiiht fast fleeing. 
The englo and the fountain and the air ; 
Another fn«nzy came — there seemwl a l>oiiig 
Within m«» — a strange lornl my heart did bear, 
Am if Honie living thing had made its lair 
Kven in the fountains of my life : — a long 
And wondrous viwtm wn>iight from my despair. 
Then grew, like swet>t reality among 
Dim vihionary woes, an unro|H)sing throng. 



" The fiend of madness which had made its prey 
Of my ])oor heart, was lulled to sleep awhile : 
There was an interval of many a day. 
And a sea-eagle brought me food the while. 
Whose nest was built in that untrodden isle. 
And who, to be the jailer, liad been taught. 
Of that strange dungeon ; as a friend whose smile 
Like light and rest at mom and even is sought, 
Tliat wild bird wns to me, till madness misery \ 
brought. 



** Tlie miserj- of a madness slow and creeping. 
Which made the earth seem fire, the sea seem air, 
And the white clouds of noon which oft were sleep- 
In the blue heaven so l>eautiful and fair, [ing 
Like hosts of ghastly shadows hovering there ; 
And the sea-eagle ]o<iked a fiend who bore 
Thy mangled limbs for f(K>d! — Thusall things were 
TranHfomuHl into the agony which I wore, 
Kven as a i>oisoniHl robe around my bosom's core. 



xvo. 
*' Methought I was about to be a mother — 
Month after month went by, and still I dreamed 
That we should soon be all to one another, 
I and my child ; and still new pulses seemed 
To beat beside my heart, and still I deemed 
There was a babe within — and when the rain 
Of winter through the rifted cavern streamed, 
Methought, after a lapse of lingering pain, 
I saw that lovely shape, whidi near my heart had 
lain. 

xvni. 
<< It was a babe, beautiful from its births — 
It vrtui like thee, dear love ! its eyes were thine. 
Its brow, its lips, and so upon the earth 
It laid its fingers, as now rest on mine 
Thine own, beloved ! — ^'twas a dream divine ; 
Even to remember how it fled, how swift, 
How utterly, might make the heart repine^-^ 
Though 'twas a dream." — Then Cythna did uplift 
Her looks on mine, as if some doubt she sought to 
sliift : 

XIX. 

A doubt which would not flee, a tenderness 
Of questioning grief, a source of thronging tean; 
Which, having past, as one whom sobs oppreai^ 
She spoke : ^ Yes, in the wilderness of years 
Her memory, aye, like a green home appears. 
She sucked her fill even at this breast, swe^ love, 
For many months 1 had no mortal fears ; 
Methought I felt her lips and breath approve^^ 
It was a human thing which to my bosom dove. 



XX. 

'* I watched the dawn of her first smiles, and soon 
When zenith-stars were trembling on the wave, 
Or when the beams of the invisible moon. 
Or sun, from many a prism within the cave 
Their gem-born shadows to the water gave. 
Her looks would hunt them, and with outspread 
hand, [p*^ 

From the swift lights which might that fountain 
She would mark one, and laugh,when that command 
Slighting, it lingered there, and could not under- 
stand. 

XXI. 

^ Methought her looks began to talk with me ; 
And no articulate sounds, but something sweet 
Her lips would frame, — so sweet it could not be. 
That it was meaningless ; her touch would meet 
Mine, and our pulses calmly flow and beat 
In response while we slept ; and on a day 
When I was happiest in that strange retreat, 
With heaps of golden shells we two did play, — 
Both iniants, weaving wings for time's perpetual 
way. 

xxn. 
'< Ere night, methought, her waning eyes were 
Weary with joy,and tired with our delight, [grown 
We, on the earth, like sister twins lay down 
On one fair mother's bosom : — from that night 
She fled ; — like those illusions clear and bright. 
Which dwell in lakes, when the red moon on high 
Pause ere it wakens tempest ; — and her flight. 
Though 'twas the death of brainless phantasy, 
Vet smote my lonesome heart more than all nuseiy. 
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zxm. 
med that in the dreary night, the diyer 
rougfat me thither, came again, and bore 
id away. I saw the waters quiver, 
be 8o swiftly sunk, as once before : 
loming came — it shone even as of yore, 
vas changed — the very life was gone 
my heart — I wasted more and more, 
ter day, and sitting there alone, 
he inconstant waves with my perpetual 
in. 

XX rv. 
I no longer mad, and yet methought 
ssts were swoln and changed : — in every 
in [thought 

ood stood still one moment, while that 
lasing—with a gush of sickening pain 
d even to its withered springs again : 
my wan eyes in stem resolve I turned 
fiat most strange delusion, which would fain 
raked the dream for which my spirit yearned 
ore than human love, — then left it unre- 
aed. 

XXV. 

)w my reason was restored to me, 
Igled with that dream, which, like a beast 
erce and beauteous, in my memory 
lade its lair, and on my heart did feast ; 
1 that cave and all its shapes possest [one 
ughts which could not fade, renewed each 
(mile, scmie look, some gesture which had 
retofore : I, sitting there alone, [blest 
lie inconstant waves with my perpetual 



XXIX. 



XXVI. 

( past, I know not whether months or years; 

y, nor night, nor change of seasons made 

e, but thoughts and unavailing tears : 

became at uist even as a shade, 

ke, a cloud on which the winds have preyed, 

be thin as air ; until, one even, 

itilus upon the fountain played, 

ling his azure sail where breath of Heaven 

led not, among the waves and whirlpools 

ven. 

xxvn. 
when the Eagle came, that lovely thing, 
; with rosy feet its silver boat, 
ear me as for shelter ; on slow wing, 
agle, hovering o'er his prey, did float ; 
hen he saw that I with fear did note 
iipose, proffering my own food to him, 
iger plumes subsided on his throat— 
oae where that bright child of sea did swim, 
r it cast in peace his shadow broad and dim. 

XXVIU. 

wakened me, it gave me human strength ; 
lope, I know not whence or wherefore, rose, 
resumed mv ancient powers at length ; 
lirit felt again like one of those, 
liine, whose fate it is to make the woes 
mankind their prey — what was this cave t 
ep foundation no firm purpose knows 
table, resistless, strong to save, 
dnd while yet it mocks the all-devouring 



** And where was Laon t might my heart be dead. 
While that far dearer heart could move and be ! 
Or whilst over the earth the pall was spread. 
Which I had sworn to rend ! I might be free. 
Could I but win that friendly bird to me. 
To bring me ropes ; and long in vain I sought 
By intercourse of mutual imagery 
Of objects, if such aid he could be taught ; 
But fruit, and flowers, and boughs, yet never ropes 
he brought. 

XXX. 

^ We live in our own world, and mine was made 
From glorious phantasies of hope departed : 
Aye, we are darkened with their floating shade. 
Or cast a lustre on them — time imparted 
Such power to me, I became fearless-hearted ; 
My eye and voice grew firm, calm was my 

mind, 
And piercing, like the mom, now it has darted 
Its lustre on all hidden things, behind 
Yon dim and fading clouds which load the weary 

wind. 

*XXXI. 

^ My mind became the book through which I grew 
Wise in all human wisdom, and its cave. 
Which like a mine I rifled through and through. 
To me the keeping of its secrets gave — 
One mind, the type of all, the moveless wave 
Whose calm reflects all moving things that are. 
Necessity, and love, and life, the grave. 
And sympathy, fountains of hope and fear ; 
Justice, and truth,and time, and the world's natural 
sphere. 

XXXII. 

^ And on the sand would I make signs to range 
These woofs, as they were woven, of ray thought; 
Clear elemental shapes, whose smallest change 
A subtler language within language wrought : 
The key of truths which once were dimly taught 
In old Crotona ; — and sweet melodies 
Of love, in that lone solitude I caught [eyes 

From mine own voice in dream, when thy dear 
Shone through my sleep, and did that utterance 
harmonize. 

XXXIII. 

** Thy songs were winds whereon I fled at will. 
As in a winged chariot, o*er the plain 
Of crystal youth ; and thou wert there to fill 
My heart with joy, and there we sate again 
On the grey margin of the glimmering main, 
Happy as then but wiser far, for we 
Smiled on the flowery grave in which were lain 
Fear, Faith, and Slavery ; and mankind was free. 
Equal, and pure, and wise, in wisdom's prophecy. 

xxxrv. 
" For to my will my fancies were as slaves 
To do their sweet and subtle ministries ; 
And oft from that bright fountain's shadowy waves 
They would make human throngs gather and rise 
To combat with my overflowing eyes. 
And voice made deep with passion — thus I grew 
Familiar with the shock and the surprise 
And war of earthly minds, from which I drew 
The power which has been mine to frame theur 
thoughts anew. 



«<' 
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wxv. 

..- .'.:» pnsHMi was tlio p(i|uilou9 earth — 

4 .. . , V i-A-i h.1* iri^ »•" itH glory liirtli — 
. .... :n.-.u|' ni.i«K* •K-'Hilal** l»y the Hcorii 
, v» ^. ."■ * t;»»niosl smile, ami tlirones ujitorn, 
\ „ * . .r.i* of luiM I>«^oi»le intersiKTued 
\> • .. v..»'..i.Nl rt.'Ws .>f riiK'iiiii?; com, 

. , •*.'*.««• fi>'t' ,— ii IioiH' which wc have nurst 
« •; our bUHHl ami tc^are,— until its glory 






K. ••'*;- 



XXXVI. 

^ i Ml "01 l.»st : There is some recomiK-nse 
V - v",.v »h»*«* fountain can he tlius i»rofound, 
Vv'-'ihJV'iH'^J K^ •'■'* '*PI^'"*^'** impoUMiee, 

^v' hy'mn* to truth and fivediini,— the dread 

,V ^fo 'iiid a«ith pa«sed f«irh««sly and well 
iv...^-tvns ^luwin the high n-fMiIve is found, 
K-i'-kS »hieh deirnideil woman's givatness tell, 
\„.i*»lw« n^y *'''^* ^^* ^^^^ *"*^ irresistible. 

XXXVII. 

« jluoh ire the thoughts which, like the fires that 

In swmi-encompassed isles, we cherish yet 
in this dark ruin-sueh wen- mini* even tliere ; 
. in its sleep some othmms violet. 
While vet its leaves with nightly dt?w8 are wet, 
llri'athes in prophetie dreams of day's uprise, 
.\_ .a *»pp Sc\ihian fn)st in fear has met 



Or. as ere i>c\ihian y . . 

Spring's messengers deseeii<ling from t 

The huds foreknow their hi.'— this hope 



the skies, 
nmst ever 



rise. 



XXXVIII. 






XXMX. 



n ,\|M>ve nu' was lln' sky, hriirnth the sea: 
I HtiMid »I»«"» » I'""'* "*^ sIiattiTed stone, 
\in\ heard lo"^* '••»<••*** niHliini; tiimultuously 
\Vilh splii^h and hhorl* into tlu' dt.'r]» — an(Mi 
\|| oi'«'M'«lt '""' 'hi-r«- wa** silmee wiiU- and lone, 
i ffit lliiit I **»»♦ f'"'*'' • ' '"' <*efan-spray 
|i,ij^,.|M>dlM-ni'atliiii\ r»-i't, till -broad llravi-n shone 
\iiiund, nii'l in my hair tli«' winds did ]>lay, 
I imiering an Mn-y pumind thi.ir uniinpi'dccl way. 



XL. 



»y\y Npii'it niovi'ii upon the sen like wind 
Whii'h round miiiii- lliyniy rape will lag and hover, 
Thiiiigli >l <'<■'> waUi- ilii' still rloud, and unbind 
*ni«' "tri'iij'ih of ti'inp«-st : ilay was almost over, 
\\ hi'ii lliroiigli till- fading light I e(»uld diseovvr 
\ nhip iipproiif'liitig -itH white siiils wrre foil 
Wilhihi- norlli uind - its moving shado did cover 
The liviiiglit dri'p : - till* mariners in ili*ead 
|W NiM'h'"* when ilieyKiw new rui'ks aruund them 
Npread. 



tt So years had past, when sudden earthrpiake rent 
The depth of oeean, and the eavern eraekt 
With sound, as if the world's wide continent 
Hail fallen in nnivi'1-s.U ruin wniekt ; 
And thnMigh the eleft streameil in one eatanict 
The stifling watei*s :— when 1 woke, the flood, 
Wliost' |»uiidi*<l waves that crystal eave had Kicked, 
Was ehhing round me, ami my lu-ii;lit abode 
11 .fon- nie yawned- a ehasm desert, and ban-, and 
biMiiid. 



XM. 



" And when they saw one sitting on a crag. 
They sent a boat to me ; — the sailors rowed 
In awe through many a new and fearful jag 
Of overhanging rock) through which there flowed 
The foam of streams that cannot make alKsle. 
They eame and questioncfl me, hut,when they heard 
My voice, they became silent, and they st(KMl 
And moved as men in whom new love fiad stirred 
Deep thoughts: so to the ship we past without aword. 



CANTt) VIII. 

I. 
" I SATE beside the steersman then, and, gazing 
Upon the west, cried, * Spread the sails I behold! 
The sinking moon is like a watch tower Mazing 
Ovi-r the numntaiuH vet ; — the City of Gold 
Yon ('ape alone does from the sight withhold ; 
The stream is fleet — the north breathes steadily 
lieiieath the stars ; they tremble with the cold ! 
Ye cannot rest uiH)n the divary »c»a ; — 
Haste, haste to the warm home of happier destiny!* 

II. 
" The Mariners ol»eyed — the Captain st4K)d 
AhM)f, and, whispering to the l*ih»t, said, 

* Alas, alas ! I fear wo an* pursued 

By wicked ghosts : a Phantom of the Dead, 
The night before we sailed, came to my binl 
In dream, like that ! ' The Pihtt then replied, 
' It cannot 1k« — she is a human Maid — 
Her low voice makes you weep - she is some bride. 
Or daughter uf high birth— she can be nought 
beside.* 

III. 

** We past the islets, borne by wind and stream, 
And as wc sailed, the Mnrinei's came near 
And thronged around to listen ; — in the gleam 
( H' the ]taU^ moon 1 stiK)d, as mie whom fear 
Mav not attaint, and mv calm voice did rear: 

* Ye are all human — yon broad miK»n gives light 
To millions who the si'If-same likentrss wear. 
Kven while I sjieak — beneath this very night, 

Their thoughts flow on like oui*s, in sadness or 
delight. 

IV, 

*' * What dream ve ? Your own hands have built a 
Even for your**elves on a beloveil shore : [hiiiui'. 
For some, fimd eyes niv phiing till they come, 
How they will givet him when his toils are oVr, 
A ml laughing babes rush from the woU-knuwn dm^r! 
is this vour care? ve toil for vour owm gcM»d — 
^'e feel and think — has some innnortal ituwvr 
Such pni']>oses I or in a human inoo<l, 
Divam ve some Pcmer thus builds fur man in soli- 



tude ? 



V. 



" ' What is that Power ? Ye nu>ck yom^sidves, and 
A human heart to what ye cannot know : [give 
As if the cause oi' life could think and live! 
'Twere as if man's own works should feel, and show 
The hoj»es,and lea rs,and thoughts, from which they 
And he be like to them. Lo ! Plague is free [flow, 
To waste, Blight, Poison, Kaitluiuake, Hail, and 
Disease, and Want, and worsi* Necessity [Snow, 
Of hate and ill, and Pride, and Fear, and T\ runny. 
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n. 
"* What is that Power ! Some moon-struck sophist 

stood 
Watching the shade from his own soul upthrown 
Fill Heaven and darken Earth, and in such mood 
The Form he saw and worshipped was his own. 
His likeness in the world's vast mirror shown ; 
And *twerc an innocent dream, but that a faith 
Nursed by fear's dew of poison, grows thereon. 
And that men say, that Power has chosen Death 
On all who scorn its laws, to wreak immortal wrath. 

vu. 
'^'Men say that they themselves have heard and 

seen, 
Or known from others who have known such things, 
A Shade,a Form, which Earth and Heaven between 
Wields an invisible rod — that Pi-iests and Kings, 
Custom, domestic sway, aye, nil that brings 
Man's free-bom soul beneath the oppressor's heel. 
Are bis strong ministers, and that the stings 
Of death will make the wise his vengeance feel, 
Though truth and virtue arm their hearts with 

tenfold steel. 

VIII. 

'^ ' And it is said, this Power will punish wrong ; 
Yes, add despair to crime, and pain to pain ! 
And deepest hell, and deathless snakes among, 
Will buid the wretch on whom lb fixed a stain. 
Which, like a plague, a burthen, and a bane, 
Clung to him while he lived ; — for love and hate. 
Virtue and vice, they say are difference vain — 
The will of strength is right — this human state 
Tyrants, that they may rule, with lies thus desolate. 

IX. 

** * Alas, what strength ! Opinion is more frail 
Than yon dim cloud now fading on the moon 
Even while we gaze, though it awhile avail 
To hide the orb of truth — and every throne 
Of Earth or Heaven, though shadow rests thereon. 
One shape of many names : — for this ye plough 
The barren waves of ocean ; hence each one 
Is slave or tyrant ; all betray and bow. 
Command, or kill, or fear, or wreak, or suffer woe. 



^ ' Its names are each a sign which maketh holy 
All power — aye, the ghost, the dream, the shade, 
Of power — ^lust, falsehood, hate, and pride, and 

folly ; 
The pattern whence all fraud and wrong is made, 
A law to which mankind has been betrayed ; 
And human love, is as the name well known 
Of a dear mother, whom the murderer laid 
In bloody grave, and, into darkness thrown, 
Gatfcurfidher wildered babesaround him as his own. 

XI. 

^*0 love ! who to the hearts of wandering men 
Art as the calm to Ocean's weary waves ! 
Justiee, or truth, or ioy ! thou only can 
From slavery and religion's Ubyrinth caves 
Gnide us, as one clear star the seaman saves. 
To give to all an equal share of good. 
To track the steps of freedom, though through 
She pan, to suffer all in patient mood, [graves 
To mep ff>r crime, though stained with thy friend's 
dearest blood. 



xri. 



*^ * To feel the peace of self-contentment's lot, 
To own all sympathies, and outrage none. 
And, in the inmost bowers of sense and thought, 
Until life's sunny day is quite gone down, 
To sit and smile with Joy, or, not alone. 
To kiss salt tears from the worn cheek of Woe ; 
To live, as if to love and live were one, — 
This is not faith or law, nor those who bow 
To thrones on Heaven or Earth, such destiny may 
know. 



XIII. 

** * But children near their parents tremble now. 
Because they must obey — one rules another, 
And as one Power rules both high and low. 
So man is made the captive of his brother. 
And Hate is throned on high with Fear her mother. 
Above the Highest — and those fountain-cells. 
Whence love yet flowed when faith had choked 

all other. 
Are darkened — Woman, as the bond-slave, dwells 
Of man, a slave ; and life is poisoned in its wells. 

XIV, 

''< Man seeks for gold in mines, that he may weave 
A lasting chain for his own slavery ; — 
In feur and restless care that he may live 
He toils for others, who must ever be 
The joyh^ss thralls of like captivity ; 
He murders, for his chiefs delight in ruin ; 
He builds the altar, that its idol's fee 
May be his very blood ; he is pursuing 
0, blind and willing ^Tetch ! hiis own obscure un- 
doing. 

XV. 

" * Woman ! — she is his slave, she has become 
A thing I weep to speak — the child of scorn. 
The outcast of a desolated home. 
Falsehood, and fear, and toil, like waves have worn 
Channels upon her cheek, which smiles adorn. 
As calm decks the false Ocean : — well ye know 
What Woman is, for none of Woman bom 
Can choose but drain the bitter dregs of woe. 
Which ever from the oppressed to the oppressors 
flow. 

XVI. 

** * This need not be ; ye might arise, and will 
That gold should lose its power, and thrones their 

glory ; 
That love, which none may bind, be free to fill 

■ The world, like light ; and evil faith, grown hoary 
With crime, be quenched and die. — Yon promon- 
Even now eclipses the descending moon I — [tory 
Dungeons and palaces are transitory — 
High temples fade like vapour — Man alone 

Remains, whose will has power when all beside is 

gone. 

xvn. 

** * Let all be free and equal ! — From your hearts 
I feel an echo ; through my inmost frame 
Like sweetest sound, seeking its mate, it darts — 
Whence come ye, friends? Alas, I cannot name 
All that I read of sorrow, toil, and shame. 
On your worn faces ; as in legends old 
Which make immortal the disastrous fame 
Of conquerors and impostors false and bold. 
The discord of your hearts I in your looks behold. 
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'< ' Whence come ye, friends 1 from pouring human 

blood 
Forth on the earUi f or bring ye steel and gold, 
That Kinss may dupe and slay the multitude 1 
Or from the famished poor, pale, weak, and cold. 
Bear ye the earnings of their toil ! unfold I 
Speak ! are your hands in slaughter's sanguine hue 
Stain'd freshly t have your hearts in guilegrown old! 
Know yourselves thus? ye shall be pure as dew. 
And I will be a friend and sister unto you. 



xuc 



« < Disguise it not — we have one human heart — 
All mortal thoughts confess a common home : 
Blush not for what may to thyself impart 
Stains of inevitable crime : tlie doom 
Is this, which has, or may, or must, become 
Thine, and all humankind's. Ye are the spoil 
Which Time thus marks for the devouring 

tomb. 
Thou and thy thoughts and they, and all the toil 
Wherewith ye twine the rings of life's perpetual 

coil. 

XX. 

** ' Disguise it not — ^ye blush for what ye hate. 
And Enmity is sister unto Shame ; 
Look on your mind — it is the book of fate — 
Ah ! it b dark with many a blazimed name 
Of misery — all are mirrors of the same ; 
But the dark fiend who with his iron pen 
Dipped in scorn's fiery poison, makes his fame 
Enduring there, would o'er the heads of men 
Pass harmless, if they scorned to make their hearts 
his den. 

XXT. 

" * Yes, it is Hate, that shapeless fiendly thing 
Of many names, all evil, some divine, 
Whom self-contempt arms with a mortal sting ; 
Which, when the heart its snaky folds entwine 
Is H'asted quit<*, and when it doth repine 
To gorge such bitter prey, on all beside 
It turns with ninefold rage, as with its twine 
When Aniphisbiena some fair bird lias tied. 
Soon o'er the putrid mass he threats on every side. 

xxir. 
" * Reproach not thine own soul, but know thyself. 
Nor hate another's crime, nor loathe thine own. 
It is the dark idolatry of self, [gone. 

Which, when our thoughts and actions once are 
Demands that man should weep, and bleed, and 
vacant expiation ! be at rest — [groan ; 

The past is Death's, the future is thine own ; 
And love and joy can make the foulest breast 
A paradise of flowers, where peace might build her 
nest.* 

XXIII. 

"* Speak thou I whence come ye!' — A Youth made 
* Wearily, wearily o'er the boundless deep [reply. 
We sail ; — thou readest well the misery 
Told in these faded eyes, but much doth sleep 
Within, which there the poor heart loves to keep. 
Or dare not write on the dishonoured brow ; 
Even tram our childhood have we learned to steep 
The bread of slavery in the tears of woe. 
And never dreamed of hope or refuge until now. 



xxrv. 



*<<Ye8 — I must speak— my secret would hare 

perished 
Even with the heart it wasted, as a brand 
Fades in the dying flame whose life it cherished, 
But that no human bosom can withstand 
Thee, wondrous Lady, and the mUd command 
Of thy keen eyes : — ^yes, we are wretched slaTes, 
Who from their wonted loves and native land 
Are reft, and bear o'er the dividing waves 
The unregarded prey of calm and hi^y graves. 



XXV. 



^ < We drag afar from pastoral vales the fiurest 
Among the daughters of those mountains looe. 
We drag them there, where all things best and 
rarest [gone 

Are stained and trampled : — ^yean have oome and 
Since, like the ship which beafs me, I have known 
No thought ;— but now the eyes of one dear " " 
On mine witii light of mutual love have ahoi 
She is my life, — I am but as the shade 
Of her, — a smoke sent up from asheSy soon to fade. 



XXVI. 



*'* For she must perish in the tyrant's halL— 
Alas, alas 1' — He ceased, and by the sail 
Sato cowering — but his sobs were heard by all. 
And still before the ocean and the gale 
The ship fled fast till the stars 'gan to fiuL 
All round me gathered with mute eonntenanee. 
The Seamen gazed, the Pilot, worn and pale 
With toiI,the Captain with crey locks, whoaegbnee 
Met mine in restless awe — mey stood aa in a 



xxvn. 



" 'Recede not ! pause not now! thou art grown <Jd, 
But Hope will miUcetheeyoung,for Hope and Youth 
Are children of one mother, even Love — behold I 
The eternal stars gaze on us I — is the truth 
Within your soul ! care for your own, or ruth 
For other's sufferings ! do ye thirst to bear 
A heart which not the serpent custom's tooth 
May violate! — Be free ! and even here, 
Swearto be firm till death !' Theycried, 'Weswear! 
we swear ! ' 



XX VI IT. 



*' The very darkness shook, as with a blast 
Of subterninean thunder at the cry ; 
The hollow shore its thousand echoes east 
Into the night, as if the sea, and skv. 
And earth, rejoiced with new>bom liberty^ 
For in tliatname they swore 1 Bolts were ondimwny 
And on the deck, with unaccustomed eye 
The captives gazing stood, and eveiy one 
Shrank as the inconstant ^reh upon her coonteaance 
shone. 



XXIX. 



^ They were earth'spurestchildren,youngand fiur. 
With eyes the shrines of unawakened tnonglit. 
And brows as bright as spring or morning, ere 
Dark time had there its evil legend wrought 
In characters of cloud which wither not. — 
The change was like a dream to them ; but soon 
They knew the glory of their altered lot, 
In the bright wisdom of youth's breathless noon, 
Sweet talk, and smiles, and sighs, all bosoms did 
attune. 



THE REVOLT OF ISLAM. 



83 



XXX. 

I ^ Bat one was mute, her cheeks and lips most fair, 
J Changing their hue like lilies newly blown, 
! Beneatli a bright acacia's shadowy hair, 
I Waved by the wind amid the sunny noon, 
I Showed that her soul was quivering ; and full soon 
< That Youth arose, and breathlessly did look 

On her and me, as for some speediless boon : 
I I smiled, and both their hands in mine I took, 
And felt a soft delight from what their spirits shook. 



CANTO IX. 

I. 
* That night we anchored in a woody bay, 
And sleep no more around us dared to hover 
Than, when all doubt and fear has past away. 
It shades the couch of some unresting lover, 
Whose heart is now at rest : thus night past over 
In mutual joy : — around, a forest grew 
Of poplars and dark oaks, whose shade did cover 
The waning stars, prankt in the waters blue. 
And trembl^ in the wind which from the morning 
flew. 

n. 
** The joyous mariners, and each free maiden. 
Now brought from the deep forest many a bough. 
With woodland spoil most innocently laden ; 
Soon wreaths of budding foliage seemed to flow 
Over die mast and sails, the stem and prow 
Were canopied with blooming boughs, — the while 
On the slant sun's path o'er the waves we go 
Rejoicing, like the dwellers of an isle 
Docmied to pursue those waves that cannot cease 
to smile. 

in. 
« The many ships spotting the dark blue deep 
With snowy sails, fled fast as ours came nigh. 
In fear and wonder ; and on every steep 
Thoosands did gaze, they heard the startling cry, 
like earth's own voice lifted unconquerably 
To an her children, the unbounded mirth, 
I The gknrious joy of thy name — Liberty ! 
\ They heard ! — As o'er the mountains of the earth 
. FVom peak to peak leap on the beams of morning's 
; birth: 

' TV. 

^ So from that ciy over the boundless hills, 
! Sudden was caught one universal sound, 
I Like a volcano's voice, whose thunder fills 

Remotest sides, — such glorious madness found 
! A path through human hearts with stream which 

drowned 
I IteatmgglingfearsandeareSydarkcustom's brood; 
j They knew not whence it came, but felt around 

A inde contagion poured — they called aloud 
j On Liberty — ^that name lived on the sunny flood. 

V. 

^ We reached the port — alas ! from many spirits 
The wisdom which had waked that cry, was fled, 
Uikm the brief glory which dark Heaven inherits 
From the fitlse dawn, which fades ere it is spread, 
Upon the night's devouring darkness shed : 
Yet soon bright day will burst— even like a chasm 
Of fire, to bum the shrouds outworn and dead. 
Which wrap the world ; a wide enthusiasm. 
To chanwe the fevered world as with an earth- 
quake's i^aam ! 



VI. 



^ I walked through the great City then, but free 
From shame or fear ; those toil-worn Mariners 
And happy Maidens did encompass me ; 
And like a subterranean wind that stirs 
Some forest among caves, the hopes and fears 
From every human soul, a murmur strange 
Made as I past ; and many wept, with tears 
Of joy and awe, and winged thoughts did range. 
And half-extinguished words, whidli prophesied of 
change. 

VII. 

'' For, with strong speech I tore the veil that hid 
Nature, and Truth, and Liberty, and Love, — 
As one who from some mountain's pyramid. 
Points to the unrisen sun ! — the shades approve 
His truth, and flee from every stream and 

grove. 
Thus, gentle thoughts did nuiny a bosom flll^ — 
Wisdom the mail of tried affections wove 
For many a heart, and tameless scorn of ill 
Thrice steeped in molten steel the unconquerable 

wilL 

VIII. 

" Some said I was a maniac wild and lost ; 
Some, that I scarce had risen from the grave 
The Prophet's virgin bride, a heavenly ghost : — 
Some said I was a fiend from my weiixl cave. 
Who had stolen human shape, and o'er the wave. 
The forest, and the mountain, came ; — some said 
I was the child of God, sent down to save 
Women from bonds and death, and on my head 
The burthen of their sins would frightfully be laid. 

IX. 

^ But soon my human words found sympathy 
In human hearts : the purest and the best. 
As friend with friend made common cause with me, 
And they were few, but resolute ; — tlie rest, 
Ere yet success the enterprise had blest, 
lieagued with me in their hearts ^their meals, their 
Their hourly occupations, were possest [slumber. 
By hopes which I had armed to ovemumber 
Those hosts of meaner cares, which life's strong 
wings encumber. 

X. 

^ But chiefly women, whom my voice did waken 
From their cold, careless, willing slavery. 
Sought me : one truth their di^ary prison has 

shaken. 
They looked around, and lo ! they became free ! 
Their many tyrants sitting desolately 
In slave-deserted halls, could none restrain ; 
For wrath's red fire had withered in the eye, . 
Whose lightningoncewasdeath,—norfear,nor gain 
Could tempt one captive now to lock another's 

chain. 

XI. 

^ Those who were sent to bind me, wept, and felt 
Their minds outsoar the bonds which clasped them 
Even as a waxen shape may waste and melt [round. 
In the white furnace ; and a visioned swound, 
A pause of hope and awe, the City bound. 
Which, like tlie silence of a tempest's birth. 
When in its awful shadow it has wound 
The sun, the wind, the ocean, and the earth. 
Hung terrible, ere yet the lightnings have leapt 
forth. .. 
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\vi. 
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XVII. 

.■M Will hralli'it'd throiigh the Htreets. and 
.; II .1 hiimln-il fi>asts within the wall. | wine 
, It ■ Till' Mteady town's in llea\en did shine 
.«. \ well* wont, nor at ilii> iiricstlv eall 
i^ue Iter baiKiuet ill ilii* /Ijhiiip's hall, 
\ V |>\|iiiiiie rroiii till- rich man's portal eame, 
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" For Hold was as a pod whose faith be;pm 
To f:uh', so that its wju-shippers were few, 
Ami Faith itsidf, whieh in the lieait of man 
(lives shajH>, voiee, name, to ppt«etnil Terror, knew 
Its downfall, as the altars lonelier prew. 
Till the Priests stood alone within the fane ; 
The shafts of falsehood unpoUuting flew, I 

And the ecdd Mieei^s of calumny were vain 
The union of the free with discord's brand to stain. 



XIX. 

**Then^tthou knowest Lo !— wetwo arc here — 

We hav<' survived a ruin wide and dtvp — 
Sti*an;;e thoughts are mine. — I eannot grieve nor 
Sitting with tln*e upon this lonely steep [fear, 
I smile, thoupli human love should make me weep. 
We have survived a joy that knows no sorrow. 
Ami I do f«Md a mii;hlv eahnness jin-eii 
( )ver my hi'art, whieh ean iio longer lM)rrow 
Its hues fnnn ehanee or change, dark children of 
to-morrow. 

XX. 

" Wv know not what w ill eome — yot, Luon,dcarest, : 
Cythna shall be the prophetesh of love, 
Her lips shall rob tliee ol' tin; grace thou wearej«t. 
To hide thy heart, and elotln? theshapes which rove 
Within the lionu-less fuiuiv's wintrv irmvt* ; 
I' or 1 now, sittiin; thus lu'sido thee, seem 
Kvon with thy breath and blood to live and move, 
And violence ami wrong arc as a dream 
Which rolls fii»m hteudfaht truth, an unreturning 
stream. 

XXI. 

" The blasts of autumn «lrive the winged seeds 
Over the earth, — m.xt come the snows, anil niin. 
And fi*o»ts, and storms, which <hvary winter leads 
Out of his Scythian cave, a Kivage train ; 
Heboid ! Spring sweeps over the world again, 
Shtrdding Hoft dew.s fn>m her (etlierial wings ; 
Flowers on the mountains, fruits over thi' plain, 
And music on the waves and wooils she flings, 
And love on all that lives, and cahn on lifeless 
thin;:s. 

XXIT, 

"OSjiringI ofhope.nnillove.andyouth.andgiadneiw. 
Wind- wing.-d emblem 1 bril^ht^'^t. bi'st,andfaiit.'st: 
Whence eoniest thou, when, with diirk winter's 

sadness 
The t.'ai-s that fad** in sunny smiles thou sliarcst! 
Sister of joy ! thou art the child who wwiresi 
Thy im»ther's dying smile, ti-nder and sweet ; 
Thy mother Autumn, forwhoM^^rave thou be;ire*t 
Fresh llowei-s, and beams like flowei"s, with gentle 

fei't, [slux-t. 

Disturbing not the loaves which are her winding- 

XXMT. 

"Virtue.and Hope, and l.ove,likelightand lloavoii, 
SuriHUind tin* worhl — We are their cimsen slavi-s. 
Has not the whirlwind of our spirit driven 
Trutlrsdeathlessm«rmsi<» thought's n'moti*st caves! 
Lt», Winter comes I — the grief of many graves, 
The fntst of <leath, the tem)M»st td' the swonl. 
The flood c»f tyranny, whose sanguin<> waves 
Stagnate like ice at I'aith, the i-nchanter's wnnl, 
.\nd bind all human hearts in itsnpitso abhoiTed. 



XXIV. 



'^ The seeds are sleeping in the soil : meanwhile 
The tyrant peoples dungeons with his prey ; 
Pale victims on the guarded scaffold smile 
Because they cannot speak ; and, day by day, 
The moon of wasting Science wanes away 
Among her stars, and in that darkness vast 
The sons of earth to their foul idols pray. 
And grey Priests triumph, and like blight or blast 
A shade of selfish care o er human lool^ is cast. 



XXV. 

"This is the Winter of the world ; — and here 
We die, even as the winds of Autumn fade. 
Expiring in the frore and foggy air. — [made 
Behold ! Spring comes, though we must pass, who 
The promise of its birth, — even as the shade 
Which from our death, as from a mountain, flings 
The future, a broad sunrise ; thus arrayed 
As with Uie plumes of overshadowing wings. 
From its dark gulf of chains, flarth Uke an eagle 
springs. 

XXVI. 

** O dearest love ! we shall be dead and cold 
Before this mom may on the world arise : 
Wouldst thou the glory of its dawn behold t 
Alas ! gaze not on me, but turn thine eyes 
On thine own heart — it is a paradise 
Which everlasting spring has made its own. 
And while drear Winter fills the naked skies. 
Sweet streams of sunny thought, and flowers fresh 

blown 
Are there, and weave their sounds and odours into 

one. 

XXVII. 

* In their own hearts the earnest of the hope 
Which made them great, the good will ever find ; 
And though some envious shade may interlope 
Between tne efiect and it, one comes beliind. 
Who aye the future to the past will bind — 
Necessity, whose sightless strength for ever 
Evil with evil, good with good, must wind 

In bands of union, which no power may sever : 
They must bring forth their kind, and be divided 
never! 

XXVIII. 

* The good and mightv of departed ages 
Are in their graves, the innocent and free. 
Heroes, and Poets, and prevailing Sages, 
Who leave the vesture of their majesty 

To adorn and clothe this naked world ; — and we 
Are like to them — such perish, but they leave 
All hope, or love, or truth, or liberty. 
Whose forms their mighty spirits could conceive 
To be a rule and law to ages that survive. 

XXIX. 

<* So be the turf heaped over our remains 
Even in our hi4>py youth, and that strange lot 
Whate'er it be, when in these mingling veins 
The blood is still, be ours ; let sense and 

thonght 
Pa» from our being, 6r be numbered not 
Among the things that are ; let those who come 
Behind, for whom our stedfast will has bought 
A calm inheritance, a glorious doom, 
Inmlt with careless tread our undivided tomb. 



XXX. 

'' Our many thoughts and deeds, our life and love, 
Our happiness, and all that we have been, 
Immortally must live, and bum, and move, 
When we shall be no more ; the world has seen 
A type of peace ; and as some most serene 
And lovely spot to a poor maniac's eye. 
After long years, some sweet and moving scene 
Of youthful hope returning suddenly, 
Quells his long madness — thus man shall remem- 
ber thee. 

XXXI. 

" And calumny meanwhile shall feed on us, 
As worms devour the dead, and near the throne 
And at the altar, most accepted thus 
Shall sneers and curses be ; — what we have done 
None shall dare vouch, though it be truly known ; 
That record shall remain, when they must pass 
Who built their pride on its oblivion ; 
And fame, in human hope which sculptured was. 
Survive the perished scrolls of unenduring brass. 

xxxn. 
** The while we two, beloved, must depart. 
And Sense and Reason, those enchanters fair. 
Whose wand of power is hope, would bid the heart 
That gazed beyond the wormy grave despair : 
These eyes, these, lips, this blood, seems darkly 

there 
To fade in hideous ruin ; no calm sleep 
Peopling with golden dreams the stagnant air. 
Seems our obscure and rotting eyes to steep « 

In joy; — but senseless death — a ruin dark and 

deep! 

XXXIII. 

These are blind fancies. Reason cannot know 
WhatscuHe can neither feel, nor thought conceive ; 
There is delusion in the world — and woe. 
And fear, and pam — we know not whence we live, 
Or why, or how, or what mute Power may give 
Their being to each plant, and star, and beast. 
Or even these thoughts. — Come near me ! I do 
A chain I cannot break — I am possest [weave 
With thoughts too swift and strong for one lone 
human breast. 

XXXIV. 

" Yes, yes — thy kiss is sweet, thy lips are warm — 
O ! willingly, beloved, would these eyes. 
Might they no more drink being from thy form. 
Even as to sleep whence we again arise. 
Close their faint orbs in death. I fear nor prize 
Aught that can now betide, unshared by thee — 
Yes, Love, when wisdom fails, makes Cythna wise ; 
Darkness and death, if death be true, nmst be 
Dearer than life and hope, if unenjoyed with thee. 

XXXV. 

" Alas ! our thoughts flow on with stream, whose 

waters 
Return not to their fountain — Earth and Heaven, 
The Ocean and the Sun, the clouds their daughters, 
Winter, and Spring, and Mom, and Noon, and 
All that we are or know, is darkly driven [Even, 
Towards one gulf. — Lo ! what a change is come 
Since I first spake — but time shall be forgiven. 
Though it change all but thee 1" She ceased— 

night's gloom [dome. 

Meanwhile had fallen on earth from the sky's sunless 
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Though she had ceased, her countenance, uplifted 
To heaven, still spake, with solemn glory bright ; 
Her dark deep eyes, her lips, whose motions gifted 
The air they breathed with love, her locks undight ; 
** Fair star of life and love,*' I cried," my soul's de- 
Why lookcst thou on the cirstallinc sloes! [light, 
O that my spirit were yon Heaven of night. 
Which gazes on thee with its thousand eyes I" 
She turned to me and smiled — that smile was 
Paradise! 



CANTO X. 

I. 
Was there a human spirit in the steed, 
That thus with his proud voice, ere night was gone. 
He broke our linked rest ! or do indeed 
All living things a common nature ovrn. 
And thought erect a universal throne. 
Where many shapes one tribute ever bear! 
And Eartli, their mutual mother, does she groan 
To see her sons contend t and makes she bare 

Her breast, that all in peace its drainless stores 
may share! 

II. 
I have heard friendly sounds from many a tongue 
Which was not human — the lone Nightingale 
Has answered me with her most soothing song, 
Out of her ivy bower, when I sate pale 
With grief, and sighe<l beneath ; from numy a dale 
The Antelopes who flocked for food have spoken 
With happy sounds, and motions, that avail 
Like man *Hown speech ; andsucli was nowthe token 

Of waning night, whose calm by that proud neigh 
was broken. 

in. 
Each night, that mighty steed bore me abroad. 
And 1 returned with food to our retreat. 
And dark intelligence ; the blood which flowed 
Over the fields, had stained the courser's feet ; — 
Soon the dust drinks that bitter dew, — then meet 
The vulture, and the wild-dog, and the snake, 
The wolf, and the hyoona grey, and eat 
The (lead in horrid truce : their tlirongs did make 

Behind the steed, a chasm like waves in a ship's wake. 

IV. 

For, from the utmost realms of earth, came 

pouring 
The bandcil slaves whom evorj' despot sent 
At that throned traitor's summons ; like the roaring 
Of fire, whiise floods the wild deer circumvent 
In the scorched pastures of the South ; so bent 
The armi(>s of the leagued kings around 
Their files of steel and flame ; — tlie continent 
Treniblo<l, as with a zopc of ruin bound ; 
Beneath their feet, the sea shook with their navies' 

sound. 

V. 

From ever}* nation of the earth they came, 
The multitude of moving h€>artle8s things. 
Whom slaves call men : obe<lientlv thev came. 
Like Hlu»ep whom from the fold the shepherd brings 
To the stiUl, wA with blood ; their many kings 
Led them, thus errin*;, from their native home ; 
Tartar and Fruiik, and milliims whom the wings 
Of Indian breezes lull, and many a band 
The Arctic Anarch sent, and Idumea's sand. 



vr. 



Fertile in prodigies and lies ; — so there 
Strange natures made a brotherhood of iO. 
The desert savage ceased to gra^ in fear 
His Asian shield and bow, when, at the will 
Of Europe's subtler son, the boH would kill 
Some shepherd sitting on a rock secure ; 
But smiles of wondermg joy bis face woqM fill. 
And savage sympathy : those slaves impure. 
Each one &e other thus from ill to ill did lore. 



vn. 
For traitorously did that foul T^Tant robe 
His countenance in lies ; — even at the boor 
When he was snatched from death, then o'er tbe 

globe. 
With secret signs from many a mountain tower. 
With smoke by day, and fire bv night, tbe power 
Of kings and priests, those dark conspiraton 
He called : — Uiey knew his cause their own^aiid 

swore 
Like wolves and serpents to their mutual wars 
Strange truce, with many a rite which Earth and 

Heaven abhors. 



VIII. 

M^Tiads had come — ^millions were on their waj ; 
The Tyrant passed, surrounded by the steel 
Of hired assassins, through the public way. 
Choked with his country's dead ; — ^his footsteps vael 
On the fresh blood — he smiles. ** Ave, now I fed 
I am a King in truth !" he said, and took 
His royal seat, and bade the torturing wheel 
Be brought, and fire, and pincers, and the hook, 
And scorpions ! that liis soul on its revenge might 
look. 

IX. 

^ But first, go slay the rebels. — Why retam 
The victor bands !" he said : ** millions yet live, 
Of whom the weakest with one word might turn 
The scales of victory yet ; — let none survivo 
But those within the walls— each fifth shall give 
The expiation for his brethren here. — 
Go forth, and waste and kill f — ^ O king, forgive 
My spt^eeh," a soldier answered ; — *^ but we rear 
The spirits of the night, and mom is drawing near ; 

X. 

« For we were sla^nng still without remorse, 
And now that dreadful chief beneath my haiitid 
Defenceless lay, when on a hell-black horse. 
An Angel bright as day, waving a brand 
Which flashed among the stars, passed.** — ** Dost 

thou stand 
Parieying with me, thou wretch !" the king replied; 
^ Slaves, bind him to the wheel ; and of mis band, 
Whosu will drag that woman to his side 
That scared him thus, may burn his dearest foe 

beside ; 

Xf. 

** And gold and glory shall be his. — Go forth I" 
They rushed into the plain.— Loud was the roar 
Of their career : the horsemen shook the earth ; 
The wheeled artillerj'*8 speed the pavement tore ; 
The infantrj-, file after file, did pour [slew 

Their clouds on the utmost hilh«. Five days they 
Among the wastinl fields : the sixth saw gore 
Stream through the city ; on the seventh, the dew 
Of slaughter became stiff; and there was peace anew: 
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Xlf. 

Peace in the desert fields and villages, 
Between the glutted beasts and mangled dead ! 
Peace in the silent streets ! save when the cries 
Of victinis, to their fiexy j advent led, 
Made pale their voiceless hps, who seemed to 

dread 
Even in their dearest kindred, lest some tongue 
Be futhless to the fear yet unbetrayed ; 
Peace in the Tyrant's palace, where the throng 
Waste the triumphal hours in festival and song ! 

xin. 

Day after day the burning Sun rolled on 
Over the death-polluted land ; — it came 
Out of the east like fire, Iwd fiercely shone 
A lamp of Autumn, ripening with its fiame 
The few lone ears of com ; — the sky became 
Stagnate with heat, so that each cloud and blast 
Languished and died ; the thirsting air did claim 
All moisture, and a rotting vapour past 
From the unburied dead, invisible and fasL 

XIV. 

First Want, then Plague, came on the beasts ; their 
Failed, and they drew the breath of its decay, [food 
Millions on millions, whom the scent of blood 
Had lured, or who, from regions far away. 
Had tracked the hosts in festival array. 
From their dark deserts ; gaunt and wasting now. 
Stalked like fell shades among their perished prey ; 
In their green eyes a strange disease did glow. 
They sank in hideous spasm, or pains severe and 
alow. 

XV. 

The fish were poisoned in the streams ; the birds 
In the green woods perished ; the insect race 
Was withered up ; the scattered flocks and herds 
Who had survived the wild beasts' hungry chase 
Died moaning, each upon the other's face 
In helpless agony gazmg ; round the City 
All nighty the lean hyeenas their sad case 
Like starving infants wailed — ^a woeful ditty 1 
And many a mother wept, pierced with unnatural 
^ty. 

XVI. 

Amid the aSrial minarets on high. 
The ^Ethiopian vultures fluttering fell 
From their long line of brethren m the sky, 
Startlinff the concourse of mankind. — Too well 
These signs the coining mischief did foretell : — 
Strange panic first, a deep and sickening dread 
Within each heart, like ice, did sink and dwell, 
A voiceless thought of evil, which did spread 
With the' quick glance of eyes, like withering 

lightnings shc^. 

xvn. 
Day after day, vrhen the year wanes, the frosts 
Strip its green crown of leaves, till all is bare ; 
So on those strange and congregated hosts 
Game Famine, a swift shadow, and the air 
Groaned with the burden of a new despair ; 
Famine, than whom Misrule no deadlier daughter 
Feeds from her thousand breasts, though sleeping 

there [Slaughter, 

With lidlesB eyes, lie Faith, and Plague, and 

A giiMtly brood; conceived of Lethe's sullen 

water. 



xvm. 



There was no food ; the com was trampled down. 
The flocks and herds had perished ; on the shore 
The dead and putrid fish were ever thrown : 
The deeps were foodless, and the winds no more 
Creaked with the weight of birds, but, as before 
Those winged things sprang forth, were void of 

shade; 
The vines and orchards, Autumn's golden store. 
Were burned ; so that the meanest food was weighed 
With gold, and Avarice died before the god it made. 



XIX. 



There was no com — in the wide markei-plaee 
All loathliest things, even human flesh, was sold ; 
They weighed it in small scales — and many a face 
Was fixed in eager horror then : his gold 
The miser brought ; the tender maid, grown bold 
Throughhunger,bared her scorned charms in vain; 
The mother brought her eldest-bom, controlled 
By instinct blind as love, but turned a^in 
And bade her infant suck, and died in silent pain. 



XX. 



Then fell blue Plague upon the race of man. 
<< 0, for the sheathed steel, so late which gave 
Oblivion to the dead, when the streets ran [grave 
With brothers' blood ! 0, that the earthqiuike's 
Would gape, or Ocean lift its stifling wave !" 
Vain cries — throughout the streets, thousands 
Each by his fiery torture, howl and rave, [pursued 
Or sit, in frenzy's unimagined mood. 
Upon fresh heaps of dead — a ghastly multitude. 



XXI. 



It was not hunger now, but thirst. Each well 
Was choked with rotting corpses, and became 
A cauldron of green mist made visible 
At sunrise. Thither still the myriads came, 
Seeking to quench the agony of the flame [veins ; 
Which raged like poison through their bursting 
Naked they were frt>m torture, without shame, 
Spotted with nameless scars and lurid blains, 
Childhood, and youth, and age, writhing in savage 
pains. 



XXII. 



It was not thirst biit madness ! Many saw 
Their own lean image everywhere ; it went 
A ghastlier self beside tliem, till the awe 
Of that dread sight to self-destruction sent 
Those shrieking victims ; some, ere life was spent. 
Sought, with a horrid sympathy, to shed 
Contagion on the sound ; and others rent 
Their matted hair, and cried aloud, " We tread 
On fire ! the avenging Power Ins hell on earth liais 
spread." 



XXIII. 



Sometimes the living by the dead were hid. 
Near the great fountain in the public square. 
Where corpses made a crumbling pyramid 
Under the sun, was heard one stifled prayer 
For life, in the hot silence of the air ; 
And strange 'twas, amid that hideous heap 

to see 
Some shrouded in their lon^ and golden hair. 
As if not dead, but slumbering quietly, 
Like forms which sculptors carve, tlien love to 

agony. 
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ZXIV. 



Famine had spared the palace of the king : — 
He rioted in festival the while, 
He and his guards and priests ; but Plague did fling 
One shadow upon all. Famine can smile 
On him who brings it food, and pass, with guile 
Of thankful falsehood, like a courtier grey. 
The house-dog of the throne ; but many a mile 
Comes Plague, a winged wolf, who loathes alway 
The garbage and the scum that strangers make 
her prey. 



XXV. 



So, near the throne, amid the gorjrcous feast, 
Sheathed in resplendent arms, or loosely dight 
To luxury, ere the mockery yet had ceased 
That lingered on his lips, the warrior's might 
Was loosened, and a new and ghastlier night 
In dreams of frenzy lapped his eyes ; he fell 
Headlonfr, or with stiff eyeballs sate upright 
Among the guests, or raving mad, did tell 
Strange truthis ; a dying seer of dark oppression's 
heU. 



xxvr. 



The Princes and the Priests were pale with terror ; 
That monstrous faith wherewith they ruled man- 
Fell, like a sliaf t loosed by the bowman's error,[kind 
On their own hearts : they sought and they could 
No refuge — 'twas the blind who led the blind I [find 
So, through the desolate streets to the high fane, 
The many-tongucd and endless armies wind 
In sad procession : each among the train 
To his own Idol lifts his supplications vain. 



XX VI I. 



** God !" tlioy cried, " we know our secret pride 
Has Rconied thee, and thy worship, and thy name ; 
Socure in human jwwcr, wc have defied 
Thy fearful might ; we bend in fear and shame 
B<»fore thy presence ; with the dust wo claim 
Kindred. Be mei*ciful, King of Heaven ! 
Most justly have wo suffered for thy fame 
Made dim, but be at length our sins forgiven. 
Ere to despair and death thy woi'shippers be 
driven. 



xxvrir. 



" O King of Glory ! Thou alone hast power ! 
Who can rt»siHt thy will I who can resti-ain 
Thy wrath, when on the guilty thou dost shower 
The shafts of thy n»vengis — a blistering min? 
Greatest and iK'st, be merciful again ! 
Have wc not stabbed thine enemies, and made 
The E^i-th an altar, and the Heavens a fane, [laid 
Where thou wert worshipped with their blood, and 
Those hearts in dust which would thy searchless 
works have weighed ? 



XXIX. 



" Well didst thou loosen on this impious City 
Thine angels of revenge : recall them now ; 
Thy worRliij»i)ei'8 abasi.'d, here kneel for pity. 
And bind their souls by an immortal vow : 
Wo swear by thee ! And to our oath do thou 
Give sanction, from thine hell of fiends and flame. 
That we will kill with fire and torments slow. 
The last of those who mocked thy holy name, 
And scorned the sacred Uws thy [)rophcts did 
proclaim." 



XXX. 



Thus they with trembling limba and pallid Itpa 
Worshipped their own hearts' image, dim and vast. 
Scared by the shade wherewith they would edipae ' 
The light of other minds; — troubled they pant 
From the great Temple. Fiercely still and fast 
The arrows of the plague among them fell. 
And they on one another gazed aghast. 
And through the hosts contention wild befell. 
As each of his own god the wondrous works did 
teU. 

XXXI. 

And Oromaze, Joshua, and Mahomet, [Foh, 
. Moses, and Buddh, Zerdusht, and Brahm, and 
A tumult of strange names, which never met 
Before, as watch-words of a single woe, 
Arose. Each raging votary 'gan to throw 
Aloft his armed hands, and each did howl 
^ Our God alone is God !" and shiughter now 
Would have gone forth, when, from beneath acow], 
A voice came forth, which pierced like ice throngh 
every soul. 

XXXII. 

'Twas an Iberian Priest from whom it came, 
A zealous man, who led the legioned west 
With words which faith and pride had steeped in 
To quell the unbelievers ; a dire guest [flame. 
Even to his friends was he, for in his breast 
Did hate and guile lie watchful, intertwined. 
Twin serpents in one deep and winding nest ; 
He loathed all faith beside his own, and pined 
To wreak his fear of Heaven in vengeance on 
mankind. 

XXXIII. 

But more he loathed and hated the clear light 
Of wisdom and fi*ee thought, arid more did fear. 
Lest, kindled once, its beams might pierce the night. 
Even where his Idol stood ; for, far and n^ur \ 
Did many a heai't in Europe leap to hear 
That faith and tyranny were trampled down ; 
Many a pale victim, doomed for truth to share 
The mmnlei'er's cell, or see, witli helpless groan. 
The priests his children drag for slaves to serve 
their own. 

XXXIV. 

He dared not kill the infidels with fire 
Or steel, in Europe : the slow agonies 
Of legal torture mocked his keen desire : 
So he made truce with those who did despise 
The expiation, and the sacrifice. 
That, though detested, Islam's kindred creed 
Might crush for him those deadlier enemies ; 
For fear of God did in his bosom breed 
A jealous liate of man, an unreposiug need. 



XXXV. 

" Peace ! Peace !" he cried. "When we are dead, 

the Day 
Of Judgment comes, and all shall surely know 
Wliusc God is God, each fearfully sliall pay 
The erroi*s of his faith in endless woe ! 
But there is sent a mortal vengeance now 
()u earth, because an impious race had spumed 
Him whom we all adore, — a subtile foe. 
By whom for ye this dread reward was earned. 
And kingly thrones, which rest on faith, nigh ov«r- 

tuiTied. 



xzxvi. 



" Think ye, because we weep, and kneel, and pray, 
That God will lull the pestilence ! It rose 
Even from beneath his throne, where, many a day 
His mercy soothed it to a dark repose : 
It walks upon the earth to judge his foes. 
And what art thou and I, that he should deign 
To eurb his ghastly minister, or close 
The gates of death, ere they receive the twain 
Whoraook with mortal spells his undefendedreignl 



xxxni. 



" Aye, there is famine in the gulf of hell, 
Its giant worms of fire for ever yawn, — 
Their lurid eyes are on us ! Those who fell 
By the swift shafts of pestilence ere dawn, 
Are in their jaws ! They hunger for the spawn 
Of Satan, their own brethren, who were sent 
To make our souls their spoil. See ! see ! they fawn 
Like dogs, and they will sleep with luxury spent, 
When Uiose detested hearts their iron fangs nave 
rent ! 



xzxnfi. 



** Our God may then lull Pestilence to sleep : — 
Pile high the pyre of expiation now ! 
A forest's spoil of boughs, and on the heap 
Pour venomous gums, which sullenly and slow. 
When touched by flame, shall bum, and melt, 

and flow, 
A stream of clinging Are, — and fix on high 
A net of iron, and spread forth below 
A couch of snakes, and scorpions, and the ^ 
Of centipedes and worms, earth's hellish progeny! 



XXXfX. 



-then 



*' Let Laon imd Laone on that p>Te, 
Linked tight with burning brass, perish !• 

pray 
That, with this sacrifice, the withering ire 
Of Heaven may be appeased." He ceased, and they 
A space stood silent, as far, far away 
The echoes of his voice among them died ; 
And he knelt down upon the dust, alway 
Muttering the curses of his speechless pride, 
Whilst shame, and fear, and awe, the armies did 

divide. 



XL. 



His voice was like a blast that burst the portal 
Of labled hell ; and as he spake, each one 
Saw gape beneath the chasms of fire unmortal, 
And Heaven above seemed cloven, where, on a 

throne 
Girt round with storms and shadows, sate alone 
Their Kingand Judge. Fear killed in every breast 
All natural pity then, a fear unknown 
Before, and with an inward fire possest. 
They raged like homeless beasts whom burning 
woods invest. 



xu. 



"Twas mom. — At noon the public crier went forth, 
Proclaiming through the living and tlie dead, 
''The Monarch saitn, that his great empire's worth 
Is set on Laon and Laone's head : 
He who but one yet living here can lead. 
Or who the life from both their hearts can wring. 
Shall be the kingdom's heir, — a glorious meed ! 
But he -who both alive can hither bring. 
The Prinoesi shaU espouse, and reign an equal 
King.' 



n 



xui. 



Ere night the pyre was piled, the net of iron 
Was spread above, the fearful couch below ; 
It overtopped the towers that did environ 
That spacious square ; for Fear is never slow 
To build the thrones of Hate, her mate and foe. 
So, she scourged forth the maniac multitude 
To rear this pyramid — tottering and slow, 
Plague-stricken, foodless, like lean herds pursued 
By ^id-flies, they have piled the heath, and gums, 
and wood. 



xun. 



Night came, a starless and a moonless gloom. 
Until the dawn, those hosts of many a nation 
Stood round that pile, as near one lover's tomb 
Two TOUtle sisters mourn their desolation ; 
And m the silence of that expectation. 
Was heard on high the reptiles' hiss and crawl — 
It was so deep, save when the devastation 
Of the swift pest with fearful interval, 
Marking its path with shrieks, among the crowd 
would fall. 



XLIV. 



Mom came. — Among those sleepless multitudes. 
Madness, and Fear, and Plague, and Famine, still 
Heaped corpse on corpse, as in autumnal woods 
The frosts of many a wind with dead leaves fill 
Earth's cold and sullen brooks. In silence still 
The pale survivors stood ; ere noon, the fear 
Of hell became a panic, which did kill 
Like hunger or disease, ^ith whispers drear. 
As " Hush ! hark ! Come they yet I Just Heaven! 
thine hour i^ near ! " 



XLV. 



And Priests rushed through their ranks, some 

counterfeiting 
The rage they did inspire, some mad indeed 
With their own lies. Tlieysaidthcirgod was waiting 
To see his enemies writhe, and bum, and bleed, — 
And that, till then, the snakes of Hell had need 

Of human souls Three huudi*ed furnaces [speed. 

Soon blazed through the wide City, where, with 
Men brought their infidel kindred to appease 
Gud's wrath, and while they burned, knelt round 
on quivering knees. 



XLVI. 



XLVII. 



The noontide sun was darkened with that smoke, 
The winds of eve dispersed those ashes grey. 
The madness which these rites had lulled, awoke 
Again at sunset. — Who shall dare to say 
The deeds which night and fear brought forth, or 
In balance just the good and evil there? [weigh 
He might man's deep and searchless heart display. 
And cast a light on those dim labyrinths, where 
Hope, near imagined jchasms, is struggling with 
despair. 



'Tis said, a mother dragged three children then, 
To those fierce flames wliieh roast the eyes in the 
And laughed and died; and that unholy men, [head, 
Feasting like fiends upon the infidel dead. 
Looked from their meal, and saw an Angel tread 
The visible floor of Heaven, and it was she !• 
And, on that night, one without doubt or dread 
Came to the fire, and said, '< Stop, I am he ! 
Kill me ! " — They burned them both with hellish 
mockery. 

_!.,.. ^ 
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ZLVfIL 



And, one by one, that night, young maidens came, 
Beauteous and calm, like shapes of living stone 
Clothed in the light of dreams, and by the flame 
Which shrank as oTergorged,they laid them down, 
And sung a low sweet song, of which alone 
One word was heard, and that was Liberty ; 
And that some kissed their marble feet, with moan 
Like love, and died, and then that they did die 
With happy smiles, whichsuukin white tranquillity. 



CANTO XI. 

I. 
She saw me not — she heard me not — alone 
Ui>on the mountain's dizzy brink she stood ; 
She Hpake not, breathed not, moved not^there 
Over her look, the shadow of a mood [was thrown 
Which only clothes the heart in solitude, 
A thought of voiceless death. — She stood alone, 
Above, the Heavens were spread ; — below, the flood 
Was murmuring in itscaves;— the wind had blown 
Her hair apart, thro* which her eyes and forehead 
shone. 

n. 

A cloud was hanging o'er the western mountains ; 
Before its blue and moveless depth were flying [tains 
Grey mists poured forth from theunrestiug foun- 
Of darkness in the North : — the day was d^ing: — 
Sudden, the sun shone forth ; its beiuns were lying 
Like boiling gold on Ocean, strange to see. 
And on the shattered vapours, which, defying 
The power of light in vain, tossed rcstlensly 
In the red Heaven, like wrecks in a tempestuous sea. 

in. 
It was a stream of living beams, whose bank 
On either side by the cloud's cleft was made ; 
And where its chasms that flood of glory drank, 
Its waves gushed forth like Are, and, as if swayed 
By some mute tempest, rolled on her. The shade 
Of her bright image floated on the river 
Of liquid light, which then did end and fade — 
Her radiant shape upon its verge did shiver ; 
Aloft, her flowing liair like strings of flame did 



quiver. 



IV. 



I stood beside her, but she saw me not^ 
She looked upon the sea, and skies, and earth. 
Rapture, and love, and admiration, wrought 
A passion deeper far than tears, or mirth. 
Or speech, or gesture, or whate'er has birth 
From common joy ; which, with the speechless 
That led her there, united, and shot forth [feeling 
From her far eyes, a light of deep revealing, 
All but her dearest self from my regard concealing. 



V. 



•J. 



Her lips were part(^<], and the measured breath 
Was now heard therc> ; — her dark and intricate 
Orb within orb, deejuir than sleep or death, [eyes 
Absorbed the glories of the burning skies, 
Which, mingling with her heart's deep e<*iitacie8. 
Burst from her looks and gestures ; — and a light 
Of liquid tenderness, like love, did rise [ quite 
From her whole frame, — an atmosphere which 
Arrayed her in its beams, tremulous and soft and 
bright. 



TI. 



She would haye dasped me to her glowinig fiwme; 
Those warm and odorous lips might soon haveibed 
On mine the ingrance and the invisible flame 
Which now the cold winds stole ;— she would have 

hid 
Upon my languid heart her dearest head ; 
I might have heard her voice, tender and sweet ; 
Her eyes mingling with mine, might soon have fed 
My soul with their own joy.— One moment yet 
I gazed — we parted then, never again to meet ! 

vn. 
Never but once to meet on earth again ! 
She heard me as I fled — her eager tone 
Sank on my heart, and almost wove a chain 
Around my will to link it with her own. 
So that my stem resolve was almost nme. 
<* I cannot reach thee ! whither dost thoa fly t 
My steps are faint. — ^Come back, thoa dearest 

one — 
Return, ah me ! return ! " The wind passed bj 
On which those accents died, faint, lar, and lin- 
geringly. 



Woe ! woe ! that moonless midnigfat — Want aad 
Were horrible, but one more fell doth rearj[Peit 
As in a hydra's swarming hiir, its crest 
Eminent among those victims— even the Fear 
Of Hell : each girt by the hot atmosphere 
Of his blind agony, like a soorpion stung 
By his own rage upon his bumine toer 
Of circling coals of Are ; but still there dung 
One hope, like a keen sword on starting threads 
uphung : 



IX. 



Not death— death was no more refuge or rest; 
Not life — it was despair to be 1 — not sleep. 
For fiends and chasms of fire had dispossessed 
All natural dreams ; to wake was not to weep. 
But to gaze mad and pallid, at the leap 
To which the Future, like a snaky scourge. 
Or like some tyrant's eye, which aye doth keep 
Its withering beam upon his slaves, did onre 
Their steps :— they heard the roar of Heirs sul- 
phureous surge. 



Elach of that multitude alone, and lost 
To sense of outward tilings, one hope yet knew ; 
As on a foam-girt crag some seaman tost. 
Stares at the rising tide, or like the crew[throagfa, 
Whilst now the ship is splitting throiu;h imd 
Each, if the tramp of a far steed was heard. 
Started from sick despair, or if there flew 
One murmur on the wind, or if some word 
Which none can gather yet, the distant crowd has : 
stirred. • 

XI. ! 

Why became cheeks, wan with the kiss of death. 
Paler from hope ! they had sustained denMur. 
Why watched those myriads with suspended breath 
Sleepless a second night 1 they are not here 
The victims, and hour by hour, a vision drear. 
Warm corpses fall uponthe cby-cold dead ; 
And even in death their lips are writhed with fear. 
The crowd is mute and moveless— overhead 
Silent Arcturus shines— Ha! hear'st thou not the 
tread 
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zn. 



Of nuhiiifr feet I laughter f the shout, the scream, 
Of triampn not to be contamed ! See ! hark 1 
Thejr oome, they come 1 mve way ! Alas, ye deem 
Fateely — 'tis but a crowd of maniacs stark 
Driven, tike a troop of spectres, through the dark 
From the dioked weU, whence a bright death-Are 

sprang, 
A hirid earth-star, which dropped many a spark 
From its blue train, and spreading widely, clung 
To their wild hair, like mist the topmost pines 
among. 



xui. 



And many, from the crowd collected there. 
Joined that strange dance in fearful sympathies ; 
There was the silence of a long despair. 
When the last echo of those terrible cries 
Came from a distant street, like agonies 
Stifled afar— Before the Tyrant's throne 
All night his aged Senate sate, their eyes 
In stony expectation fixed ; when one 
Sudden before them stood, a Stranger and alone. 



XIT. 



Dark Priests and haughty Warriors gazed ou him 
With baffled wonder, for a hermit's vest 
Concealed his face ; but when he spake, his tone. 
Ere yet the matter did their thoughts arrest, 
VMpnmKt^ benignant, calm, as from a breast 
Void of all hate or terror, made them start ; 
For as with gentle accents he addressed 
His speech to them, on each unwilling heart 
Unusual awe did fall — a spirit-quelling dart. 



zv. 



** Ye Princes of the Earth, ye sit aghast 
Amid the ruin which yourselves have made ; 
Yea, deflation heard your trumpet's blast. 
And sprang fh>m sleep !— dark Terror has obeyed 
YcNir bidduig — Oh that I, whdm ye have made 
Your foe, could set my dearest enemy free 
From pain and fear I but evil casts a shade 
Which cannot pass so soon, and Hate must be 
The Dorae and parent still of an ill progeny. 



ZVI. 



^ Ye turn to Heaven for aid in your distress ; 
Alafl^ that ye, the mighty and the wise. 
Who, if he dared, might not aspire to less 
Than ye conceive of power, should fear the ties 
Which thou, and thou, didst frame for mysteries 
To blind your slaves: — consider your own thought, 
An empty and a cruel sacrifice 
Ye now prepare, for a vain idol wrought 
Ont of the fears and hate which vain desires have 
brought. 



ZVII. 



'^ Ye seek for happiness — alas the day ! 
Ye find it not in luxury nor in gold, 
Nor in the fiune, nor in the envied sway 
For which, O willing slaves to Custom old. 
Severe task-mistress I ye your hearts have sold. 
Ye seek for peace, and when ye die, to dream 
No evil dreams ; all mortal things are cold 
And aenaelesB then. If aught survive, I deem 
It most be love and joy,.far they inmiortal seem. 



anrirr. 



** Fear not the fhture, weep not for the past 
Oh, could I win your ears to dare be now 
Glorious, and great, and calm! that ye would cast 
Into the dust those symbols of your woe. 
Purple, and gold, and steel I that ye would go 
Proclaiming to the nations whence ye came. 
That Want, and Plague, and Fear, from sUvcry 

flow ; 
And that mankind is free, and that the shame 
Of royalty and faith is lost in freedom's fame. 



XIX. 



" If thus 'tis well— if not, I come to sav 
That Laon— ." While the Stranger spoke, among 
The Council sudden tumult and affray 
Arose, for many of those warriors young 
Had on his eloquent accents fed and hung 
Like bees on mountain-flowers ! they knew the truth, 
And from their thrones in vindication sprung ; 
The men of faith and Uiw then without ruth 
Drew forth their secret steel, and stabbed each 
ardent youth. 

". 

They stabbed them in the back and sneered. A slave 
Who stood behind the throne, those corpses drew 
Each to its bloody, dark, and secret grave ; 
And one more daring raised his steel anew 
To pierce the Stranger : « What hast thou to do 
With me, poor wretch!"*— Cahn,solemn,and severe, 
That voice unstrung his sinews, and he threw 
His dagger on the ground, and pale with fear. 
Sate silently — his voice then did the Stranger rear. 

xxi. 
« It doth avwl not that I weep for ye — 
Ye cannot change, since ye are old and grey. 
And ye have chosen your lot — your fame must be 
A book of blood, whence in a milder day 
Men shall learn truth, when ye are wrapt in cky : 
Now ye shall triumph. I am Laon's friend. 
And bun to your revenge will I betray, 
So ye concede one easy boon. Attend ! 
For now I speak of things which ye can apprehend. 

XZII. 

** There is a People mighty in its youth, 
A land beyond the Oceans of the West, [Truth 
Where, though with rudest rites. Freedom and 
Are worshipped ; from a glorious mother's breast 
Who, since high Athens fell, among the rest 
Sate like the Queen of Nations, but in woe. 
By inbred monsters outraged and oppressed. 
Turns to her chainlcss child for succour now. 
And draws tlie milk of power in Wisdom's fullest 
flow. 

xxin. 
"This land is like an Eagle, whose young gaze 
Feeds on the noontide beam, whose golden plume 
Floats moveless on the storm, and in the blaze 
Of sun-rise gleams when earth is wrapt in gloom; 
An epitaph of glory for the tomb 
Of murdered Europe may thy fame be made. 
Great People ! As the sands shalt thou become ; 
Thy growth isswift asmom, when night must fade; 
The multitudinous Earth shall sleep beneath thy 
I shade. 



^ 
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XXIV. 



« Yw, in the desert then is built a home 
For Frectlom. Genius is made strong to rear 
' The monuments of man l>eneath the dome 
Of a new heaven ; m^Tiads assemble there, 
Whom the proud lords of man, in rage or fear, 
Drive from their wasted homes. The boon 1 pray 
Is this,— that Cythna shall be convoyed there,— 
Nay, start not at tlie name— America ! 
And then to you this night Laon will I betray. 



XXV. 



« With me do what yo will. I am your foe !" 
Tlie light of such a joy as makes the stare 
Of hungry snakes like living emeralds glow. 
Shone in a hundred human eyes.-" Where, where 
Ih Laon ! haste ! fly ! drag him swiftly here ! 
We grant thy boon."—** I put no trust in ye. 
Swear by the Power ye dread."—" We swear, we 
TheStranger tlirew his vest back suddenly,! swearl" 
And smiled in gentle pride, and said, ** Lo ! I am 
he ! " 



CANTO XII. 

I. 

I The transport of a fierce and monstraus gladness 

Spread through the muItitudinouHstre<!t8/ast flying 

lJl>on the winds of fear ; from his dull madness 

The Htar>-eling waked, and died in joy; the dyuig. 

Among the cori»se8 in utark agony lying, 

JuHt heanl the happy tidings, and in hope [ing 

Chwrd their faint eye«, fmm hjiuse to house reply- 

With loud acclaim, the livingKhook Heaveu^scope, 

And filled the htartled Earth with echoes : morn 

(lid o]>e 

II. 

Its pale eyt'H then ; and lo ! the loni: array 

Of guardf* in izohlon aniis^und priests Wmde, 

SiiiKiiit; tln'ir bl<H)dy Inmns, whoso garbs betray 

The blaekncHH of tht* faith it mrems to hide ; 

And wi*, tin- Tyrant's g(in-wniu«;ht chariot glide 

Among t\w gloomy cowls and glittering 8i>ear8 — 

A »«liH|N' of light is sittuig by his side, 

A child most lK^autiful. I* the midst appears 

, I. noil- -exempt alone from mortal hojK^sand fears. 

in. 

I I \n hftt'\ and frfet an? bare, his hands are bound 
Ih'hind with li<avy chains, yet none do wreak 
Tln'i r ••eoffh on him, thouijlnnyriads throng around ; 
Th'-re an- no sm-ers upon his liji which sp«"ak 
Thuf HToni or liatf has made him bold; hisclie<>k 
U-Htt\vf lia.H not turned l»al<', — liLs eyt»s are mild 
And ralin,and like the morn alxtut to bn'ak, 
Siiiih' on mankind — his hf*ai*t scfms n*coneiIed 

To all thin^TH and itiM^lf, like a rei)oi>ing child. 

IV, 

Tnrriult wiw in the soul of all Ix'side, 

III joy, or doubt, or f«ar ; but those who saw 
'Iliirir tranquil vjrtim pass, filt wt)nder glide 
Into their brain, and In-canie calm with awe. — 
H<ii*, the slow pageant near the jiile doth draw. 
A thousand tonrhes in thf s|»aeioUH S4|uan!, 
Ilome bv the n^adv slnvcA of nitlil<*ss law. 
Await the signal mund : the noniiiig fair 

U changed to a dim night by that unnatural glare. 



V. 



And see ! beneath a 9un-bright canopy. 
Upon a platform level with the pile. 
The anxious T}Tant sit, enthroned on high. 
Girt by the chieftains of the host. AH wuile 
In expectation, but one child : the while 
I, Laon, led by mutes, ascend my bier 
Of fire, and look around. Elach distant isle 
Is dark in the bright dawn ; towers far and near 
Pierce like reposing flames the tremulous atmo- 
sphere. 



VI. 



There was such silence through the host, as when 
An earthquake, trampling on some populoos 

town. 
Has cru.4hed ten thousand with one tread, and men 
Expect the second ; all were mute but one, 
That fairest child, who, bold with love, alone 
Stood up before the king, without avail, 
Pleading for Laon's life — her stifled groan 
Was heard — she trembled like an aspen pale 
Among the gloomy pines of a Norwegian vale. 



VII. 



What were his thoughts linked in the morning 



sun. 



IX. 



X. 



Among those reptiles, stingless with delay. 
Even like a t^Tant*s wrath T — The signal-gim , 
Roared — baric, again ! In that dread {taune he lay , 
As in a quiet dream — the slaves obey — 
A thousand torches drop, — and hark, the last 
Bursts on that awful silence. Far awav 
Millions, with hearts that beat both loud and fast. 
Watch for the springing flame expectant and 
aghast. 

VIII. 

They fly — the torches fall — a crj* of fear 
Has startled the triumphant ! — they recede ! 
For ere the cannon's roar has died, they hear 
The tramp of hoofs like earthquake, and a steed 
Dark and gigantic, with the tem]>est'8 speed. 
Bursts through their ranks : a woman sits thereon, 
Fain*r it seems than aught that earth can breed. 
Calm, radiant, like the phantom of the dawn, , 
A spirit fn>m the caves of day-light wandering gone, j 



All thought it was GodV Angel come to sweep 
The lingenng guilty to their fiery grave ; 
The t\Tant from his thn)ne in dn^ad did U*ap, — 
Her innocence his child from fear did save. 
Seared by the faith they feigned, each priestly i^Iavc 
Knelt for his mercy whom they ser^'inl with blood. 
And, like the refluence of a mighty wave 
Sucked into the loud st^a, the multitude 
With crushing panic, fled in terror*s altered mood. 



They pause, they blush, they gaze ; a gathcringshoiit 
Bursts like (»ne s<mnd from the ten thousand streams 
Of a tempestuous hva : — that sudden rout 
One checktrd, who never in his mildest dreams 
Felt aw<» fnmi grace or loveliness, the seams 
Of his n^nt lu^rt so hard and cold a creed 
Had wan*d with blistering ice — but he misdeems 
That he is w ise, whose wounds do only blee<l 
Inly for self; thus thought the Iberian Priest 
intleed ; 



ZI. 



And others, too, thoaght he was wise to see, 
In pain, and fear, and hate, something divine ; 
In loTe and beauty — no divinity. — 
Now with a bitter smile, whose light did shine 
Like a fiend's hope upon his lips and eyne, 
He said, and the persuasion of that sneer 
Rallied his trembling comrades — '^ Is it mine 
To stand alone, when kings and soldiers fear 
A woman } Heaven has sent its other victim here." 



XII. 



" Were it not impious," said the King, " to break 
Our holy oath 1"— « Impious to keep it, say !" 
Shrieked the exulting Priest : — ** Slaves, to the 
Bind her, and on my head tlie burthen lay [stake 
Of her just torments :— at the Judgment Day 
Will I stand up before the golden throne 
Of Heaven, and cry, to thee I did betray 
An infidel I but for me she would have known 
: Another moment's joy ! — the glory be tliine own." 



xm. 



They trembled, but replied not, nor obeyed, 
Pausing in breathless silence. Cythna sprung 
From her gigantic steed, who, like a shade 
Chased by the winds, those vacant streets among 
Fled tameless, as the brazen rein she flung 
Upon his neck, and kissed his mooned brow. 
A piteoos sight, that one so fair and young. 
The clasp of such a fearful death should woo 
With smiles of tender joy as beamed from Cythna 
now. 



xnr. 



The warm tears burst in spite of faith and fear, 
j From many a tremulous eye, but, like soft dews 
; Whidi feed spring's earliest buds, hung gathered 
there, 
Frozen by doubt, — alas I they could not choose 
Bat weep ; for when her faint limbs did refuse 
To elimb the pyre, upon the mutes she smiled ; 
And with her eloquent gestures, and the hues 
Of her quick lips, even as a weary child 
Wins sleep from some fond nurse with its caresses 
mildy 



XV. 



She won them, though unwilling, her to bind 
Near me, among the snakes. W hen then had fled 
One soft reproach that was most thrilling kind. 
She smiled on me^ and nothing then we said, 
Bat each upon the other's countenance fed 
Looks of insatiate love ; the mighty veil 
Which doth divide the living and the dead 
Was almost rent, the world grew dim and pale, — 
- AU light in Heaven or Earth beside our love did 
fiul.— 



XVI. 



Yei^ — jei — one brief relapse, like the last beam 
Of dyinff flames, the stainless air around 
Hong silent and serene. — A blood-red gleam 
Bazvt upwards, hurling fiercely from the ground 
The globed smoke. — I heard the mighty sound 
Of its uprise, like a tempestuous ocean ; 
And, tmmigh its ehaams I saw, as in a swound. 
The Tyxuirs child fiUl without life or motion 
Balore Us thnme, subdued by some unseen 
emotion. 



XVII. 



And is this death ! The pyre has disappeared. 
The Pestilence, the Tyrant, and the throng ; 
The flames grow silent — slowly there is heard 
The music of a breath-suspending song. 
Which, like the kiss of love when life is young, 
Steeps the faint eyes in darkness sweet and deep ; 
With ever-changing notes it floats along. 
Till on my passive soul there seemed to creep 
A melody, like waves on wrinkled sands that leap. 



xviir. 



The warm touch of a soft and tremulous hand 
Wakened me then ; lo, Cythna sate reclined 
Beside me, on the waved and golden sand 
Of a clear pool, u[)on a bank o'ertwined [^Hnd 
With strange and star-bright flowers, which to the 
Breathed divine odour ; high above, was spread 
The emerald heaven of trees of unknown kind, 
Whose moonlike blooms and bright fruit overhead 
A shadow, which was light, upon the waters shed. 



XIX. 



And round about sloped many a lawny mountain 
With incense-bearing forests, and vast caves 
Of marble radiance to that mighty fountain ; 
And where the flood its own bright margin laves, 
Their echoes talk with its eternal waves. 
Which, from the depths whose jagged caverns 
Theu* unrcposing strife, it lifts and heaves, [breed 
Till through a chasm of hills tliey roll, and feed 
A river deep, which flies with smooth but arrowy 
speed. 



XX. 



As we Pate gazing in a trance of wonder, 
A boat approached, borne by the musical air 
Along the waves, which sung and sparkled 

under 
Its rapid keel — a winged shape sate there, 
A child with silver-shining wings, so fair, 
That as her bark did through the waters glide, 
The shadow of the lingering waves did wear 
Light, as from starry beams ; from side to side. 
While veering to the wind, her plumes the bark 
did guide. 



XXI. 



The boat was one curved shell of hollow pearl. 
Almost translucent with the light divine 
Of her within ; the prow and stem did curl. 
Horned on high, like the young moon supine, 
When, o'er dim twilight mountains dark with pine, 
It floats upon the sunset's sea of beams. 
Whose golden waves in many a purple line 
Fade fast, till, borne on sunlight's ebbing streams. 
Dilating, on earth's verge the sunken meteor 
gleams. 



XXIT. 



Its keel has struck the sands beside our feet ; — 
Then Cythna turned to me, and from her eyes' 
Which swam with unshed tears, a look more sweet 
Than happy love, a wild and glad surprise. 
Glanced as she spake : ^ Aye, this is Paradise 
And not a dream, and we are all united ! 
Lo, that is mine own child, who, in the guise 
Of madness, came like day to one benighted 
In lonesome woods : my heart is now too well 
requited !" 
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xxin. 



^ .«« .o^i Mho wopt aloud, and in her anna 
. 'i»««Ns( ihat bright Sliape, lefts marvellously fair 
• «v«i« h«*r own human hues and living charms ; 
\\ Nk'Ii, an Hhe leaned in paanon's mlonce there, 
Ui>vii)u'«l warmth on the cold bosom of the air, 
\\ liioh MH^roed to blush and tremble with delight ; 
X\w glossy darkness of her streaming hair 
Foil oVr tlmt snowy child, and wrapt from sight 
The fund and long embrace which did their hearts 
unite. 



xxtr. 



XXV. 



" When the consuming flames had wrapt ye round. 
The hope which I luul cherished went away ; 
I fell in agony on the senseless ground. 
And hid mine eyes in dust, and far astray 
My mind was gone, when bright, like dawning day. 
The Spectre of the Plague before me flew. 
And breathed upon my lips, and seemed to say, 
* They wait for thee, beloved !' — then I knew 
The death-mark on my breast, and became calm 
anew. 



XXVI. 



xxvir. 



XXIX. 

" < Aye, ye may fear not now the Peatilenee, 
From ikbled hell as by a charm withdrawn ; 
All i>ower and faith must pass, since calmly he&ee 
In pain and fire have unbelievers gone ; 
And ye must sadly turn away, and moan 
In secret, to his home each one retoming ; 
And to long ages shall this hoor be known ; 
And slowly sludl its memory, ever burning. 
Fill this dark night of things with an eienal 
morning. 



Then the bright child, the plumed Seraph, came, \ 
And fixed its blue and beaming eyes on mine, | 
And said, << I was disturbed by tremulous shame ' 
When once we met, yet know that I was thine | 
From the same hour in which thy lips divine 
Kindled a clinging dream within mv brain, 
Which ever wak^ when I might sleep, to twine 
Thine image with her memory dear — again 
We meet ; exempted now from mortal fear or pain. 



** It was the calm of love — for I was dying. 
I saw the black and lialf-extinguished pyre 
In its own grey and Hhrunkon iishes lying ; 
The pitchy smoke of the departed fire 
Still Imng in many a hollow dome and spire 
Above the towers, like night ; beneath whose shade, 
Awed by the ending of their own desire. 
The armies stood ; a vacancy was made 
In expectation's depth, and so they stood dismayed. 



" The frightful silence of that altered mood, 
The tortures of the dying clove alone. 
Till one uprose among the multitude. 
And said — ' The floo<i of time is rolling on, 
We stand upon its brink, whilst theff are gone 
To glide in peace down dcatli's mysterious 

stream. 
Have ye done well 1 Tlioy moulder flesh and bone, 
Who might have made this life's envenomed dream 
A sweeter draught than ye will ever taste, I deem. 

XXVliI. 

** * These perish as the good and great of yore 
Have perished, and their murderers will repent. 
Yes, vain and barren tears shall flow before 
Yon smoke has faded from the firmament 
Even for this cause, tlut ye, who must lament 
The death of those tliat niade this world so fair. 
Cannot recall them now ; but then is lent 
To man the wisdom of a high di'spair, 
When such can die, and he live on and linger here. 



*^ * For me the world is grown too void and cold, 
Since hope punues immortal destiny 
With steps thus slow— therefore shall ye behold 
How those who love, yet fear not, dare to die ; 
Tell to your children this !* then soddenlj 
Ho sheathed a dagger in his heart, and Ml ; 
My brain grew dark in death, and yet to ma 
There came a munnnr from the crowd to tell 
Of deep and mighty change which suddenly beleU. 

XXXL 

« Then suddenly I stood a winged Thought 
Before the immortal Senate, and the seat 
Of that star-shining spirit, whence is wrought 
The strength of itB dominion, good and great. 
The better Genius of this world's estete. 
His realm around one mighty Fane la flpread, 
Elysian ishmds bright and fortunate^ 
Calm dwellings of tiie free and happy dead. 
Where I am sent to lead !** These winged wwdi 
she said, 

XXXII. 

And with the silence of her eloquent smile. 
Bade uh embark in her divine canoe ; 
Then at the helm we took our seat, the while 
Above lior head those plumes of dazzling hue 
Into the winds' invisible stream she threw. 
Sitting beside the prow : like gossamer, 
On the swift breatli of mom, the vessel flew 
O'er the bright whirlpools of that fountain fair, 
Whose shores receded fast, while we seemed 
lingering there ; 

XXXIIL 

Till down that mighty stream dark, calm, and fleet. 
Between a chasm of cedar mountains riven. 
Chased b v the thronging winds, whose viewleM feet 
As swift as twinkling beams, had, under Heaven, 
From woods and waves wild sounds and odours 

driven. 
The boat flew visibly— three nights and days. 
Borne like a clou<l through mom, and noon, and 
We sailed along the winding watery waj-s [even. 
Of the vast stream, a long and kbyrinthine maze. 

xxxrv. 
A scene of joy and wonder to behold 
That river's shapes and shadows changing ever, 
Where the broad sunrise filled with deepening gold 
I ts whirlpoolH,where all hues did spread and quiver, 
And where melodious falls did burst and sliiver 
Among rocks clad with flowers,the foam and spray 
Sparkled like stars upon the sunny river. 
Or when the moonlight poured a holier day. 
One vast and glittering Uke around green islands 
lav. 



XXXT. 

Mom, noon, and even, that boat of pearl outran 
The streams which bore it, like the arrowy cloud 
Of tempest, or the speedier thought of man. 
Which flieth forth and cannot make abode ; 
Sometimes through forests, deep like night, we 

ghnie. 
Between the walls of mighty mountains crowned 
With Cyclopean piles, whose turrets proud. 
The homes of the departed, dimly frowned 
0*er the bright waves which girt Uieir dark foun- 
dations round. 

xxxvr. 
Sometimes between the wide and flowering mea- 
dows. 
Mile after mile we sailed, and 'twas delight 
To see far off the sunbeams chase the shadows 
Over the grass ; sometimes beneath the night 
Of wide and vaulted eaves, whose roofs were bright 
With starry gems, we fled, whilst from their deep 
And dark g^reen chasms, shades beautiful andwhite. 
Amid sweet sounds across our path would sweep 
Like swift and lovely dreams that walk the waves 
of sleep. 

XZXVII. 

And ever as we sailed, our minds were full 
Of k>ve and wisdom, which would overflow 
In oomTerse wild, and sweet, and wonderful ; 
And in qniek smiles whose light would come and 
lAke music o'er wide waves, and in the flow [go, 
Of sudden tears, and in the mute caress — 
For a deep shade was cleft, and we did know, 
Tl^ virtue, though obscured on Earth, not less 
Sorvivea all mortal change in lasting loveliness. 

XZXVIIf. 

Three days and nights we sailed, as thought and 

feding 
Number delightful hours — for through the sky 
The sphered lamps of day and nieht, revealing 
New dttngea and new glories, rolled on high. 



Sun, Moon, and raoonlike lamps, the progeny 
Of a diviner Heaven, serene and fair ; 
On the fourth day, wild as a wind-wrought sea. 
The stream became, and fa8t and faster bare 
The spirit-wingM boat, steadily speeding there. 



XXXIX. 



Steadily and swift, where the waves rolled like 

mountains 
Within the vast ravine, whose rifts did pour 
Tumultuous floods from their ten thousiuid foun- 
The thunder of whose earth-uplifting roar [tains. 
Made the air sweep in whirlwinds from the shore. 
Calm as a shade, the boat of that fair child 
Securely fled, that rapid stress before. 
Amid the topmost spray, and sunbows wild. 
Wreathed in the silver mist : in joy and pride we 

smiled. 

xi^ 

The torrent of that wide and raging river 
Is passed, and our afirial speed suspended. 
We look behind ; a golden mist did quiver 
When its wild surges with the lake were blended : 
Our bark hung there, as one line suspended 
Between two heavens, that windless wavelesslake ; 
Which four great cataracts from four vales, 

attended 
By mists, aye feed, from rocks and clouds they 
And of that azure sea a silent refuge make, [break. 



XLT. 

Motionless resting on the lake awhile, 
I saw its marge of snow-bright mountains rear 
Their peaks aloft, I saw each radiant isle, 
And in the mids^ afar, even like a sphere 
Hung in one hollow sky, did there appear 
The Temple of the Spirit ; on the sound 
Which issued thence, drawn nearer and more near, 
Like the swift moon this glorious earth around. 
The charmed boat approached, and there its haven 
found. 
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BY THE EDITOR. 



Sbellet possessed two remarkable qualities of 
intellect — a brilliant imagination and a logical 
exactness of reason. His inclinations led him 
(he fancied) almost alike to poetry and meta- 
physical discussions. I say '^ he fancied/' because 
I believe the former to have been paramount, 
and that it would have gained the mastery even 
had he struggled against it. However, he said 
that he deliberated at one time whether he should 
dedicate himself to poetry or metaph^'sics, and 
resolving on the former, he educated himself for 
it, discarding in a great measure his philosophical 
pursuits, and engaging himself in the study of the 
poets of Greece, Italy, and England. To these 
may be added a constant perusal of portions of 
the Old Testament — the Psalms, the book of Job, 
the Prophet Isaiah, and others, the sublime 
poetry of which filled him with delight. 

As a poet, his intellect and compositions were 
powerfully influenced by exterior circumstances, 
and especially by his place of abode. He was 
very fond of travelling, and ill health incroaf»ed 
this restlessness. The sufferings occasioned by a 
cold English winter, made him pine, especially when 
our colder spring arrived, for a more genial climate. 
In 1816 he again visited Switzerland, and rented 
a house on the banks of the lake of Geneva ; and 
many a day, in cloud or sunshine, was passed alone 
in his boat — sailing as the wind listed, or weltering 
on the calm waters. The majestic aspect of nature 
ministered such thoughts as he afterwards enwove 
in verse. His lines on the Bridge of the Arve, 
and his H^-mn to Intellectual Beauty, were written 
at this time. Perhaps during this summer his 
genius was checked by association with another 
poet whose nature was utterly dissimilar to his 
own, yet who, in the poem he wrote at tliat time, 
gave tokens tlmt he shared for a period the more 
abstract and etherialised inspiration of Shelley. 
The saddest events awaited his return t(> England ; 
but such was his fear to wound the feelings of 
others, that he never expressed the anguish he felt, 
and seldom gave vent to the indignation roused by 
the persecutions he underwent ; while the course 
of deep unexpressed passion, and the sense of in- 
jury, engendered the desire to embody themselves 
in forms defecated of all the weakness and evil 
which cling to real life. 



He chose therefore for his hero a youth nourished 
in dreams of liberty, some of whose actions are in 
direct opposition to the opinions of the world ; but . 
who is animated throughout by an ardent love of 
virtue, and a resolution to confer the boons of 
political and intellectual freedom on his feUow- 
creatures. He created for this youth a woman 
such as he delighted to imagine — ^fullof enthusiann 
for the same objects ; and they both, with will un- 
vanquished and the deepest sense of the justice of 
their cause, met adversity and death. There exists 
in this poem a memorial of a friend of his youth. 
The character of the old man who liberates Laon 
from his tower-prison, and tends on him in sick* 
ness, is founded on that of Doctor Lind, who, when 
Shelley was at Eton, had often stood by to befriend 
and support him, and whose name he never men- 
tioned without love and veneration. 

During the year 1817, we were established at j 
Marlow, in Buckinghamshire. Shelley's choice of 
abode was fixed chiefly by this town being at no 
great distance from London, and its neighbouxliood 
to the Thames. The poem was written in his boat, 
as it floated under the beech groves of Bisham, or 
during wanderings in the neighbouring .country, 
which is distinguished for peculiar beauty. The 
chalk hills break into cliffs that overhang the 
Thames, or form valleys clothed with beech ; tho 
wilder portion of the country is rendered beautiful 
by exul)crant vegetation ; and the cultivated part 
is peculiarly fertile. With all this wealth of nature 
which, either in the form of gentlemen's parks or , 
soil dedicated to agriculture, flourishes around, 
Marlow was inhabited (1 hope it is altered now) 
by a very poor population. The women are lace- 
makers, and lose their health by sedentary labour, 
for which they were very ill paid. The poor-la^'S 
ground to the dust not only the paupers, but those 
who had risen just above that state, and were 
obliged to pay poor-rates. The changes pro<luced 
by peace following a long war, and a bad harvest, ' 
brought with them the most heart-rending evils j 
to the poor. Shelley afforded what alleviation he 
could. In the winter, while bringing out his poem* 
he had a severe attack of ophthalmia, caught while 
visiting the poor cottages. I mention these things, 
— fur tluK minute and active sympathy uith his 
follow- creatures gives a thousand-fold interest to 



•w 



his speculations, and stamps with reality his plead- when I consider contemporary productions of the 
ings for the human race 



The poem, hold in its opinions and uncompro- 
mising in their expression,met with many censurers, 
not only among those who allow of no virtue but 
such as supports the cause they espouse, but even 
among those whose opinions were similar to his 
own. I extract a portion of a letter written in 
answer to one of these friends ; it best details the 
impulses of Shelley's mind and his motives : it was 
written with entire unreserve ; and is therefore a 
preeions monument of his own opinion of his 
powers, of the purity of his designs, and the ardour 
with which he clung, in adversity and through the 
▼alley of the shadow of death, to views from wliich 
he believed the permanent happiness of mankind 
must eventually firing. 

**Marlow,Dfc. 11,1817. 

" I have read and considered all that you say 
abontmy general powers, and the particular instance 
of the Poem in which I have attempted to develop 
them. Nothing can be more satisfactory to me 
than the interest which your admonitions express. 
Bat I think you are mistaken in some points with 
regard to the peculiar nature of my powers, what- 
erer be thdr amount. I listened with deference 
and adf-sospicion to your censures of * the Revolt 
of Islam ; ' but the productions of mine which you 
eommend hold a very low place in my own eatoom : 
and this reassured me, in some degree at least. 
The poem was produced by a series of thoughts 
which filled my mind with unbounded and sustained 
enthndasm. I felt the precariousness of my life, 
and I engaged in this task, resolved to leave some 
record of myself. Much of what the volume con- 
tains was written with the same feeling, as real, 
though not so prophetic, as the communications of 
a dying man. I never presumed indeed to con- 
it anything approaching to faultless ; but 



same apparent pretensions, I own I was filled with 
confidence. I felt that it was in many respects a 
I genuine picture of my own miud. I felt that the 
sentiments were true, not assumed. And in this 
have I long believed that my power consists ; in 
sympathy and tliat part of the imagination which 
relates to sentiment and contemplation. I am 
formed, if for anything not in common with the 
herd of mankind, to apprehend minute and remote 
distinctions of feeling, whether relative to external 
nature or the living beings which surround us, 
and to communicate the conceptions which result 
from considering either the moral or the material 
universe as a whole. Of course, I believe these 
faculties, which perhaps comprehend all that is 
sublime in man, to exist very imperfectly in my 
own mind. But when you advert to my chancery 
paper, a cold, forced, unimpassioned, insignificant 
piece of cramped and cautious argument ; and to 
the little scrap about Mandcville, which expressed 
my feelings indeed, but cost scarcely two minutes' 
thought to express, as specimens of my powers, 
moi*c favourable than that which grew as it were 
from ' the agony and bloody sweat' of intellectual 
travail ; surely I must feel that in some manner, 
either I am mistaken in believing that I have 
any talent at all, or you in the selection of the 
specimens of it. 

" Yet after all, I cannot but be conscious in 
much of what I write, of an absence of that tran- 
quillity which is the attribute and accompaniment 
of power. This feeling alone would make your 
most kind and wise admonitions, on the subject of 
the economy of intellectual force, valuable to me. 
And if I live, or if I see any trust in coming years, 
doubt not but that I shall do something, whatever it 
may be, which a serious and earnest estimate of 
my powers will suggest to me, and which will be 
in every respect accommodated to their utmost 
limits." 



END OF THE REVOLT OF ISLAM. 
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PROMETHEUS UNBOUND ; 

9 l^rttal Srama. 



IN FOUR ACTS. 



Audisne haec AmphUrae, sub terrain abdite? 



PREFACE. 



The Greek tragic writers, in selecting as their sub- 
ject any portion of their national history or mythology, 
employed in their treatment of it a certain arbitrary i 
discretion. They by no means conceived themselves 
bound to adhere to the common interpretation, or to 
imitate in story, as in title, their rivals and prede- 
cessors. Such a system would have amounted to a 
resignation of those claims to preference over their 
competitors which incited the composition. The 
Agamemnonian story was exhibited on tho Athenian 
theatre with as many variations as dramas. 

I have presumed to employ a similar license. The 
** Prometheus Unbound " of TEschylus supposed the 
reconciliation of Jupiter with his victim as the price of 
the disclosure of the danger threatened to his empire 
by the consummation of his marriage with Thetis. 
Thetis, according to this view of the subject, was given 
in marriage to Pelcus, and Prometheus, by the permis- 
sion of Jupiter, delivered from hiscaptivity by Hercules. 
Had I framed my story on this model, I should have 
done no more than have attempted to restore the lost 
drama of jEschylus; an ambition, which, if my pre- 
ference to this mode of treating the subject had incited 
me to cherish, the recollection of the high comparison 
such an attempt would cliallcnge might well abate. 
But, in truth, I was averse from a catastrophe so feeble 
as that of reconciling the Champion with the Oppressor 
of mankind. The moral interest of the fuble, which 
is so powerfully sustained by the sufferings and endur-r 
ance of Prometheus, woiild be annihilated if wo could 
conceive of him as unsaying his hijih language and 
quailing before his successful and ]>erKdiouB adversary. 
The only imaginary being resembling in any degree 
Prometheus, is Satan : and Prometheus is, in my judg- 
ment, a more poetical cijaracter than Satan, because, 
in addition to courage,' and majesty, and firm and 
patient opposition to oujiiipotent force, he is susceptible 
of being described as exempt from the taints of ambi- 
tion, envy, revenge, and a desire for personal aggran- 
disement, which, in the Hero of Paradise Lost, interfere 
with the interest. The character of Satan engenders 
in the mind a pernicious casuistry which leads us to 
weigh his faults with liis wrongs, and to excuse the 
former because the latter exceed all measure. In the 
minds of those who consider that magnificent fiction 
with a rt"li^ious feeling, it engenders something worse. 
But Prometheus is, as it were, the type of the highest 
perfection of moral and intellectual nature, impelled 



hy the purest and the truest motlTet to the best and 
noblest ends. 

This Poem was chiefly written upon the moantunont 
ruins of the Baths of Caracalla, among the flowery 
glades, and thickets of odoriferous blossoming trees, 
which are extended in ever-winding labyrinths upon 
its immense platforms and dizzy arches suspended in 
tho air. The bright blue sky of Rome, and the eflect 
of the vigorous awakening of spring in that divinest 
climate, and the new life with which it drenches the 
spirits even to intoxication, were the intpiratioD of 
thi" drama. 

The imagery which I have employed will be found, 
in many instances, to have been drawn from the opera. 
tions of the human mind, or from those external actiooi 
by which they arc expressed. This is unusual in modon 
poetry, although Dante and Shaks])eare are full of 
instances of the same kind : Dante indeed more than 
any other poet, and with greater success. But the 
Greek poets, as writers to whom no resource of awaken- 
ing the sympathy of their contemporaries was unknown, 
were in the habitual use of this power ; and it is the 
study of their works (since a higher merit would pro- 
bably be denied me), to which I am willing that my 
readers should impute this singularity. 

One word is due in candour to the degree in which 
the study of contemporary writings may have tinged 
my composition, for such has been a topic of censure 
with regard to poems far more popular, and, indeed, 
more deservedly popular, than mine. It is impossible 
thsit any one who inhabits the same age with such 
writers as those who stand in the foremost ranks of our 
own, can conscientiously assure himself that his language 
and tone of thought may not have been modified by 
the study of the productions of those extraordinary 
intellects. Jt is true, that, not the spirit of their 
genius, but the forms in which it has manifested itself, I 
are due less to the peculiarities of their own minds 
than to the peculiarity of the moral and intellectual 
condition of the minds among which they have been 
produced. Thus a number of writers possess the 
form, whilst they want the spirit of those whom, it is 
alleged, they imitate; because the former is the endow- 
ment of tho age in which they live, and the latter 
must be the uncommunicated Ughtniug of their own 
mind. 

Tho peculiar style of intense and comprehensive 
imagery which distinguishes the modern literature of 
England, has not been, as a general power, the product 
of the imitation of any particular writer. The mass of 
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capabilities remains at every period materially the same; 
the circumstances which awaken it to action perpetually 
change. If England were divided into forty republics, 
each equal in population and extent to Athens, there 
is no reason to suppose but that, under institutions not 
more perfect than those of Athens, each would produce 
philosophers and poets equal to those who (if we except 
Shakspeare) have never been surpassed. We owe the 
great writers of the golden age of our literature to that 
fervid awakening of the public mind which shook to 
dust the oldest and most oppressive form of the Christian 
religion. We owe Milton to the progress and develop- 
ment of the same spirit : the sacred Milton was, let i^ 
ever be remembered, a republican, and a bold inquirer 
into morals and religion. The great writers of our 
own 1^ are, we have reason to suppose, the companions 
and forerunners of some uniroagined change in our 
sadal condition, or the opinions which cement it. The 
cloud of mind is dischai^ng its collected lightning, and 
the equilibrium between institutions and opinions is 
now restoring, or is about to be restored. 

As to imitation, poetry is a mimetic art. It creates, 
bnt it creates by combination and representation. 
Poetical abstractions are beautiful and new, not 
becaose the portions of which they are composed had 
no previous existence in the mind of man, or in nature, 
bnk because the whole produced by their combination 
bat some intelligible and beautiful analogy with those 
■ouroes of emotion and thought, and with the contem- 
porary condition of them : one great poet is a master- 
pieee d nature, which another not only ought to study 
bat most study. He might as wisely and as easily 
detennine that his mind should no longer bo the mirror 
of all that is lovely in the visible universe, as exclude 
from his eontemplation the beautiful which exists in 
the writings of a great contemporary. The pretence 
of doing it would be a presumption in any but the 
greatest ; the eflPect, even in him, would be strained, 
unnatural, and ineffectual. A poet is the combined 
product of such internal powers as modify the nature 
of others ; and of such external influences as excite 
and sustain these powers ; he is not one, but both. 
Every man's mind b, in this respect, modified by all 
tbe objects of nature and art ; by every word and every 
suggestion which he ever admitted to act upon his con- 
adouaness ; it is the mirror upon which all forms are 
reflected, and in which they compose one form. Poets, 
not otherwise than philosophers, painters, sculptors, 
and muafcians, are, in one sense, the creators, and, in 



another, the creations, of their age. From this sub- 
jection the loftiest do not escape. There is a similarity 
between Homer and Hesiod, between ^schylus and 
Euripides, between Virgil and Horace, between Dante 
and Petrarch, between Shakspeare and Fletcher, 
between Dryden and Pope ; each has a generic resem- 
blance under which their specific distinctions are 
arranged. If this similarity be the result of imitation, 
I am willing to confess that I have imitated. 

Let this opportunity be conceded to me of acknow- 
ledging that I have, what a Scotch philosopher charac- 
teristically terms, * ' a passion for rerorming the world : ** 
what passion incited him to write and publish his book, 
he omits to explain. For my part, I had rather be 
damned with Plato and Lord Bacon, than go to heaven 
with Palcy and Malthus. But it is a mistake to sup- 
pose that I dedicate my poetical compositions solely to 
the direct enforcement of reform, or that I consider 
them in any degree as containing a reasoned system on 
the theory of human life. Didactic poetry is my abhor- 
rence ; nothing can be equally well expressed in prose 
that is not tedious and supererogatory in verse. My 
purpose has hitherto been simply to familiarise the 
highly refined imagination of the more select classes 
of poetical readers with beautiful idealisms of moral 
excellence ; aware that until the mind can love, and 
admire, and trust, and hope, and endure, reasoned 
principles of moral conduct aro seeds cnst upon the 
highway of life, which the unconscious passenger tram- 
ples into dust, although they would bear the harvest 
of his happiness. Should I live to accomplish what I 
purpose, that is, produce a systematical history of what 
appear to me to be the genuine elements of human 
society, let not the advocates of injustice and supersti- 
tion flatter themselves that I should take ^schylus 
rather than Plato as my model. 

The having spoken of myself with unafl^ted free- 
dom will need little apology with the candid ; and let 
the uncandid consider that they injure me less than 
their own hearts and minds by misrepresentation. 
Whatever talents a person may possess to amuse and 
instruct others, be they ever so inconsiderable, he is 
yet bound to exert them : if his attempt be ineffectual, 
let the punishment of an unaccomplished purpose have 
been sufficient ; let none trouble themselves to heap 
the dust of oblivion upon his efforts ; the pile they 
raise will betray his grave, which might otherwise have 
been unknown. 
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PROMETHEUS UNBOUND. 



ACT I. 



EcKHB, a Ratfine of Icy Rocks in the Indian Caueattu, 
PftoMBTHirs it diicovered bound to the Precipice. Paw- 
THKA and loifK are seated at his feet. Time, Night. 
During the Scene, Morning slowly breaks. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Monarch of Gods and Dsemons, and all Spirits 
But One, who throng those bright and rolling worlds 
Which Thou and I alone of living things 
Behold with sleepless eyes I regard this Earth 
Made multitudinous with thy slaves, whom thou 
Requitest for knee-worship, prayer, and praise, 
And toil, and hecatombs of broken hearts. 
With fear and self-contempt and barren hope. 
Whilst me, who am thy foe, eyeless in hate, 
Hast thou made reign and triumph, to thy scorn, 
O'er mine own misery and thy vain revenge. 
Three thousand years of sleep-unsheltered hours, 
And moments aye divided by keen pangs 
Till they seemed years, torture and solitude, 
Scorn and despair, — these are mine empire. 
More glorious far than that which thou surveyest 
From thine unenvied throne, O, Mighty God 1 
Almighty, had I deigned to share the shame 
Of thme ill tyranny, and hung not here 
Nailed to this wall of eagle-baffling mountain. 
Black, wintry, dead, unmeasured ; without herb. 
Insect, or beast, or shape or sound of life. 
Ah me, alas ! pain, pain ever, for ever ! 

No change, no pause, no hope ! Yet I endure. 
I ask the Earth, have not the mountains felt I 
I ask yon Heaven, the all-beholding Sun, 
Has it not seen ! The Sea, in storm or calm. 
Heaven's ever-changing Shadow, spread below. 
Have its deaf waves not heard my agony 1 
Ah me I alas, pain, pain ever, for ever ! 

The crawling glaciers pierce me with the spears 
Of their moon-freezing crystals ; the bright chains 
Eat with their burning cold into my bones. 
Heaven's winged hound, polluting from thy lips 
His beak in poison not his own, tears up 
My heart ; and shapeless sights come wandering by. 
The ghastly people of the realm of dream. 
Mocking me : and the Earthquake-fiends are charged 
To wrench the rivets from my quivering wounds 
When the rocks split and close again behind : 
While from their loud abysses howling tlq^ong 
The genii of the storm, urging the rage 
Of whirlwind, and afflict me with keen hail. 
And yet to me welcome is day and night. 
Whether one breaks the hoar frost of the mom, 
Or starry, dim, and slow, the other climbs 
The leaden-coloured east ; for then they lead 
The wingless, crawling hours, one among whom 
— As some dark Priest hales the reluctant victim — 
Shall drag thee, cruel King, to kiss the blood 
From these pale feet, which then might trample thee 
If they disdained not such a prostrate slave. 
Disdain ! Ah no ! I pity thee. What ruin 
Will hunt thee undefended through the wide 

Heaven ! 
How will thy soul, cloven to its depth with terror. 
Gape like a hell within ! I speak in gi*ief. 



Not exultation, for I hate no more. 

As then ere misery made me wise. The curse 

Once breathed on thee I would recall. Ye 

Mountains, 
Whose many-voiced Echoes, through the mist 
Of cataracts, flung the thunder of that spell ! 
Ye icy Springs, stagnant with wrinkling frosty 
tVhich vibrated to hear me, and then crept 
Shuddering through India ! Thou serenest Air, 
Through which me Sun walks buming without 

beams! 
And ye swift Whirlwinds, who on poised wings 
Hung mute and moveless o'er yon hushed abyss, 
As thunder, louder than your own, made rock 
The orbed world I If then my words had power. 
Though I am changed so that aught evil wish 
Is dead within ; although no memory be 
Of what is hate, let them not lose it now ! 
What was that curse! for ye all heard me speak. 

FIRST VOICE : {from the mouniouM.) 

Thrice three hundred thousand years 
O'er the E^arthquake's couch we stood : 

Oft, as men convulsed with fears. 
We trembled in our multitude. 

SECOND voice: {fiam the tprwgt.) 

Thunderbolts had parched our water, 
We had been stained with bitter blood. 

And had run mute, 'mid shrieks of slaagfater. 
Through a city and a solitude. 

THIRD VOICE : (from the air.) 

I had clothed, since Elarth uprose. 
Its wastes in colours not their own ; 

And oft had my serene repose 

Been cloven by many a rending groan. 

FOURTH VOICE : (from the tehirlwindt.) 

We had soared beneath these mountains 
Unresting ages ; nor had thunder. 

Nor yon volcano's flaming fountains. 
Nor any power above or under 
Ever inade us mute with wonder. 

FIRST VOICE. 

But never bowed our snowy crest 
As at the voice of thine unrest. 

SECOND VOICE. 

Never such a sound before 
To the Indian waves we bore, 
A pilot asleep on the howling sea 
Leaped up from the deck in agony. 
And heard, and cried, " Ah, woe is me !" 
And died as mad as the wild waves be. 

THIRD VOICE. 

By such dread words from Earth to Heaven 
My still realm was never riven : 
When its wound was closed, there stood 
Darkness o'er the day like blood. 
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FOURTH VOICE. 

And we shrank back : for dreams of ruin 
To frozen caves our flight pursuing 
Made us keep silence— thus — and thus — 
Though silence is as hell to us. 

THE EARTH. 

The tongneless Caverns of the craggy hills 
Cried,*' Misery !" then ; the hollow Heaven replied, 
** Misery I" And the Ocean's purple waves. 
Climbing the land, howled to the lashing winds, 
And the pale nations heard it, ^ Misery !*' 

PROMETHEUS. 

I hear a sound of voices : not the voice 
Which I gave forth. Mother, thy sons and thou 
Scorn him, without whose all-enduring will 
Beneath the fierce omnipotence of Jove, 
Both they and thou had vanished, like thin mist 
Unrolled on the morning wind. Know ye not me. 
The Titan! He who made his agony 
The barrier to your else all-conquering foe ! 
Oh, rock-embosomed lawns, and snow-fed streams. 
Now seen athwart frore vapours, deep below, 
Through whose overshadowing woods I wandered 
With Asia, drinking life from her loved eyes ; [once 
Why scorns the spirit which informs ye, now 
To commune with me ! me alone, who checked. 
As one who checks a fiend-drawn charioteer. 
The falsehood and the force of him who reigns 
Supreme, and with the groans of pining slaves 
FiUs your dim glens and liquid wildernesses : 
Why answer ye not, still ! Brethren 1 



THE EARTH. 



PROMETHEUS. 



They dare not. 



Who dares! for I would hear that curse again. 

Ha ! what an awful whisper rises up ! 

TIb scarce like sound : it tingles through the firame 

As lightning tingles, hovering ere it strike. 

Speak, Spirit ! from thine inorganic voice 

I only know that thou art movmg near 

And love. How cursed I him ! 

THE EARTH. 

How canst thou hear, 
Who knowest not the Uinguage of the dead! 

PROMETHEUS. 

Thou art a living spirit ; speak as they. 

THE EARTH. 

I dare not speak like life, lest Heaven's fell King 
Should hear, and link me to some wheel of pain 
More torturing than the one whereon I roll. 
Subtle thou art and good ; and though the Gods 
Hear not this voice, yet thou art more than God 
Being wise and kind : earnestly hearken now. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Obaeorely through my brain, like shadows dim. 
Sweep awful thoughts, rapid and thick. I feel 
Faint, like one minglcKl in entwining love ; 
Yet 'tis not pleasure. 

THE EARTH. 

No, thou canst not hear : 
ThoQ art immortal, and this tongue is known 
Only to thoae who die. 



PROMETHEUS. 

And what art thou, 
melancholy Voice ! 

THE EARTH. 

1 am the Earth, 
Thy mother ; she within whose stuuy veins. 
To the last fibre of the loftiest tree 
Whose thin leaves trembled in the frozen air, 
Jov ran, as blood within a living frame. 
When thou didst from her bosom, like a cloud 
Of glory, arise, a spirit of keen joy ! 
Ana at thy voice her pining sons uplifted 
Their prostrate brows from the polluting dust, 
And our almighty Tyrant with fierce di^ad 
Grew pale, until his thunder chained thee here. 
Then, see those million worlds which bum and roll 
Around us : their inhabitants beheld 
My sphered light wane in wide Heaven ; the sea 
Was lifted by strange tempest, and new fire 
From earthquake-rifted mountains of bright snow 
Shook its portentous hair beneath Heaven^ frown ; 
Lightning and Inundation vexed the plains; 
Blue thistles bloomed in cities ; foodless toads 
Within voluptuous chambers panting crawled ; 
When Plague had fallen on man, and beast, and 

worm. 
And Famine ; and bUck blight on herb and tree ; 
And in the com, and vines, and meadow-grass, 
Teemed ineradicable poisonous weeds 
Draining their growth, for my wan breast was dry 
With grief ; and the thin air, my breath, was stained 
With the contagion of a mother's hate 
Breathed on her child's destroyer ; aye, I heard 
Thy curse, the which, if thou rememberest not, 
Yet my innumerable seas and streams, 
Mountains, and caves, and winds, and yon wide air. 
And the inarticulate people of the dead. 
Preserve, a treasured spell. We meditate 
In secret joy and hope those dreadful words 
But dare not speak them. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Venerable mother ! 
All else who live and suffer take from thee 
Some comfort ; flowers, and fruits, and happy sounds, 
And love, though fleeting ; these may not be mine. 
But mine own words, I pray, deny me not. 

THE EARTH. 

They shall be told. Ere Babylon was dust. 
The Magus Zoroaster, my dead child. 
Met his own image walking in the garden. 
That apparition, sole of men, he saw. 
For know there are two worlds of life and death : 
One that which thou beholdest ; but the other 
Is underneath the grave, where do inhabit 
The shadows of all foims that think and live 
Till death unite them and they part no more; 
Dreams and the light imaginings of men. 
And all that faith creates or love desires, 
Terrible, strange, sublime and beauteous slu4>eB. 
There thou art, and dost hang, a writhing shade, 
'Mid whirlwind-peopled mountains ; all the gods 
Are there, and all the powers of nameless worlds, 
Vast, sceptred phantoms ; heroes, men, and beasts ; 
And Demogorgon, a tremendous gloom ; 
And he, the supreme Tyrant, on his throne 
Of burning gold. Son, one of these shall utter 
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PROMETHEUS. 

Mother, let not aught 
0( that which may be evil, pass again 
My li|>H, or those of aught resembling me. 
Phantasm of Jupiter, arise, appear ! 

lONE. 

My wings are folded o'er mine ears : 

My wings are crossed o*er mine eyes : 
Yet through their silver shade appears. 

And through their lulling plumes arise, 
A Shape, a throng of sounds ; 

May it be no ill to thee 
thou of many wounds ! 
Near whom, for our sweet sister's sake, 
Ever tlius we watch and wake. 

PA>fTHEA. 

The sound is of whirlwind underground, 

Earthquake, and fire, and mountains cloven ; 
Tlie shape is awful like the sound. 

Clothed in dark purple, star-inwoven. 
A sceptre of pale gold 

To stay steps proud, o'er the slow cloud 
His veined hand doth hold. 
Cruel he looks, but calm and strong, 
Like one who does, not suffers wrong. 

PHANTASM OP JUPITER. 

Why have the secret powers of this strange world 
Driven me, a frail and empty phantom, hither 
On direst storms 1 What unaccustomed sounds 
Are hovering on my lips, unlike the voice 
With which our pallid race hold ghastly talk 
In darkness? And, proud sufferer, who art thou? 

PROMETHEUS. 

Tremendous Image ! as thou art must be 
He whom thou shadowest forth. I am his foe, 
The Titan. Speak the words which I would hear, 
Although no thought inform thine empty voice. 

THE EARTH. 

Listen ! And though your echoes must be mute. 
Grey mountains, and old woods, and haunted springs, 
Prophetic caves, and isle-surrounding streams, 
Rejoice to hear what yet ye cannot speak. 

PHANTASM. 

A spirit seizes me and speaks within : 
It tears me as fire tears a thunder-cloud. 

PANTHEA. 

See, how he lifts his mighty looks, the Heaven 
Darkens above. 

lONE. 

He speaks ! shelter me'! 

PROMETHEUS. 

I see the curse on gestures proud and cold, 
And looks of ftrm defiance, and calm hate, 
And such despair as mocks itself with smiles. 
Written as on a scroll : yet speak : Oh, siKjak ! 



PHA!«TA8M. 

Fiend, I defy thee ! with a cabn, fixed mind. 
All that thou canst inflict I bid thee do ; 

Foul Tyrant both of Gods and Human-kind^ 
One only being shalt thou not subdue. 

Rain then thy plagues upon me here. 

Ghastly disease and frenzying fear; 

And let alternate frost and lire 

£^t into me, and be thine ire 
Lightning, and cutting hail, and legioned fonns 
Of furies, driving by upon ibe wounding stonns. 

Ay, do thy worst. Thou art omnipotent. 
0*er all tilings but thyself I gave thee power, 

And my own will. Be thy swift mischiefe sent 
To blast mankind, firom yon ethereal tower. 

Let thy malignant spirit move 

In darkness over those I love : 

On me and mine I imprecate 

The utmost torture of thy hate ; 
And thus devote to sleepless agony. 
This undeclining head while thou must reign on high. ! 

But thou who art the God and Lord : O, thou 
Who fiUest with thy soul this world of woe. 

To whom all things of Earth and Heaven do bow 
In fear and worship : all-prevailing foe ! 

I curse thee ! let a sufferers curse 

Clasp thee, his torturer, like remorse ! 

Till thine Infinity shall be 

A robe of envenomed agony ; 
And thine Omnipotence a crown of pain. 
To cling like burning gold round thy diflsolying brain. 

Heap on thy soul, by virtue of this curse, 

111 deeds, then be thou damned, beholding good; 
Both infinite as is the universe, 

And thou, and thy self-torturing solitude 
An awful image of calm power 
Though now thou sittest, let the hour 
Come, when thou must appear to be 
That which thou. art internally. 
And after many a false and fruitless crime. 
Scorn track thy lagging fall through boundleas space ' 
and time. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Were these my words, Parent ? 



THE EARTH. 



They were thine. 



PROMETHEUS. I 

It doth repent me : words are quick and rain; j 
Grief for awhile is blind, and so was mine. ' 

I wish no living thing to suffer pain. 

THE EARTH. ' 

Miserj', Oh misery to mo. 
That Jove at length should vanquish thee. 
Wail, howl aloud. Land and Sea, 
The Earth's rent heart shall answer ye. I 

Howl, Spirits of the living and the dead. 
Your refuge, your defence lies fallen and van- 
quished. J 

FIRST ECHO. 

Lies fallen and vanquished ? 

SFX^OND ECHO. 

Fallen and vanquished ! 
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lO.NE. 

Fear not : 'tis but some passing spasm. 

The Titan is mivanquishcd still. 
But see, where through the azure chasm 

Of yon forked and snowy hill 
Trampling the slant winds on high 

With ffolden-sandalled feet, that glow 
Under plumes of purple dye. 
Like rose-ensanguined ivory, 

A Shape comes now, 
Stretching on high from his right hand 
A serpent-cinctured wand. 

PANTHEA. 

Tis Jove's world-wandering herald, Mercury. 

lONE. 

And who are those with hydra tresses 
And iron wings that climb the wind. 

Whom the frowning God represses 
Like vapours steaming up behind. 

Clanging loud, an endless crowd — 

PANTHEA. 

These are Jove's tempest- walking hounds. 
Whom he gluts with groans and blood. 
When charioted on sulphurous cloud 

He bursts Heaven's bounds. 

lONE. 

Are they now led, from the thin dead 
On new pangs to be fed I 

PANTHEA. 

The 'ntan looks as ever, firm, not proud. 



Ha I I scent life ! 



FIRST FURY. 
SECOND FURY. 

Let me but look into his eyes ! 



THIRD FURY. 

The hope of torturing him smells like a heap 
Of corpses, to a death-bird after battle. 

FIRST FURY. 

Darest thou delay, Herald ! take cheer. Hounds 
Of Hell : what if the Son of Maia soon 
Should make usfood and sport — who can please long 
The Omnipotent ! 

MERCURY. 

Back to your towers of iron, 
And gnash beside the streams of fire, and wail 
Your foodless teeth. Ger>'on, arise ! and Gorgon, 
Chimaera, and thou Sphinx, subtlest of fiends. 
Who ministered to Thebes Heaven's poisoned wine, 
Unnatural love, and more unnatural hate : 
These shall peiform your task. 

FIRST FURY. 

Oh, mercy ! mercy ! 
We die with onr desire : drive us not back ! 

MERCURY. 

Crooeh then in silence. 

Awful Sufferer ; 
To thee unwilling, most unwillingly 
I come, by the Great Father's will driven down. 
To execute a doom of new revenge. 
Alas I I pity thee, and hate myself 
Th*t I can do no more ; aye from thy sight 
Retaming, for a season, heaven seems hell. 



So thy worn form pursues me night and day. 
Smiling reproach. Wise art thou, firm and good, 
But vainly wouldst stand forth alune in strife 
Against the Omnipotent ; as yun clear lamps 
That measure and divide the weary years 
From which there is no refuge, long have taught. 
And long must teach. Even now thy Torturer 

anus 
With the strange might of unimagined pains 
The powers who scheme slow agonies in Hell, 
And my commission is to lead them here, 
Or what more subtle, foul or savage fiends 
People the abyss, and leave them to their task. 
Be it not so ! there is a secret known 
To thee, and to none else of living things. 
Which may transfer the sceptre of wide Heaven, 
The fear of which perplexes the Supreme ; 
Clothe it in words, and bid it clasp his throne 
In intercession ; bend thy soul in prayer, 
And like a suppliant in some gorgeous fane. 
Let the will kneel within thy haughty heart : 
For benefits and meek submission tame 
The fiercest and the mightiest. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Evil minds 
Change good to their own nature. I gave all 
He has ; and in return he chains me here 
Years, ages, night and day ; whether the Sun 
Split my parched skin, or in the moony night 
The cr}'stal-winged snow cling round my hair : 
Whilst my beloved race is trampled down 
By his thought-executing ministers. 
Such is the tyrant's recompense : 'tis just : 
He who is evil can receive no good ; 
And fur a world bestowed, or a friend lost, 
He can feel hate, fear, shame ; not gratitude : 
He but requites me for his own misdeed. 
Kindness to such is keen reproach, which breaks 
With bitter stings the light sleep of Revenge. 
Submission, thou dost know I cannot try ; 
For what submission but that fatal word. 
The death-seal of mankind's captivity. 
Like the Sicilian's hair-suspended sword, 
Which trembles o'er his crown, would he accept, 
Or could I yield ? W^hich yet I will not yield. 
Let others flatter Crime, where it sits throned 
In brief Omnii>otcnce ; secure are they : 
For Justice, when triumpliant, will weep down 
Pity, not punishment, on her own wrongs. 
Too much avenged by those who err. 1 wait. 
Enduring thus, the retributive hour 
Which since we spake is even nearer now. 
But hark, the hell-hounds clamour. Fear delay ! 
Behold ! Heaven lowers under thy Father's frown. 

MERCURY. 

Oh, that we might be spared : I to inflict. 
And thou to suffer ! once more answer me : 
Thou knowest not the period of Jove's power ! 

PROMETHEUS. 

I know but this, that it must come. 



MERCURY. 



Alas! 



Thou canst not count thy years to come of pain 1 



PROMETHEUS. 



They last while Jove must reign; nor more, nor less 
I Do I desire or fear. 



MERCURY. 

Yet pause and plunge 
Into Eternity, where recorded time. 
Even all that we imagine, age on i^e. 
Seems but a point, and the reluctant mind 
Flags, wearily in its unending flight 
Till it sink, dizzy, blind, lost, shelterless ; 
Perchance it has not numbered the slow years 
Which thou must spend in torture, unreprieved t 

promehieus. 
Perchance no thought can count them, yet they pass. 

MERCURY. 

If thou might'st dwell among the gods the while. 
Lapped in voluptuous joy 1 

PROMETHEUS. 

I would not quit 
This bleak ravine, these unrepentant pains. 

MERCURY. 

Alas I I wonder at, yet pity thee. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Pity the self-despising slaves of Heaven, 
Not me, within whose mind sits peace serene, 
As light in the sun, throned : how vain is talk ! 
Call up the fiends. 

lONE. 

O, sister, look I White fire 
Has cloven to the roots yon huge snow-loaded cedar; 
How fearfully God*s thunder howls behind I 

MERCURY. 

I must obey his words and thine : alas ! 
Most heavily remorse liangs at my heart I 

PANTIIEA. 

See where the child of Heaven, with winged feet. 
Runs down the slanted sunlight of the dawn. 

lONE. 

Dear sister, close thy plumes over thine eyes 
Lest thou behold and die : they come : they come 
Blackening the birth of day with countless wings. 
And hollow underneath, like death. 



Immortal Titan! 



FIRST FURY. 



SECOND FURY. 



Prometheus ! 



THIRD FURY. 

Champion of Heaven's slaves ! 



PROMETHEUS. 

He whom some dreadful voice invokes is here, 
Prometheus, the chained Titan. Horrible forms. 
What and who are ye ! Never yet there camo 
Phantasms so foul through monster-teeming Hell 
From the all-miscroative brain of Jove ; 
Whilst I bohuld such execrable shapes, 
Methinks I grow like what I contemplate. 
And laugh and store in loathsome sympathy. 

FIRST FURY. 

We are the ministers of pain and fear. 
And disappointment, and iniHtrust, and hate. 
And clinging crime; and as lean dogs pursue [fawn. 
Through wood and lake some struck and sobbing 
We track all thines that weep, and bleed, and live. 
When the great King betrays them to our will. 



PROMETHEUS. 

Oh ! many fearfiil natures in one Dame, 
I know ye ; and these lakes and echoes know 
The darkness and the clangour of your wings. 
But why more hideous than your loathed selTes 
Gather ye up in legions from the deep! 

BBC05D FUBT. 

We knew not that: Sisters, rejoice, rejoioe I 

PB0METHBU8. 

Can aught exult in its deformity ! 

SECOND FURY. 

The beauty of delight makes lovers glad. 

Gazing on one another : so are we, 

As from the rose which the pale priestess kneels 

To gather for her festal crown of flowers 

The aerial crimson falls, flushing her cheek. 

So from our victim's destined agony 

The shade which is our form invests us round. 

Else we are shapeless as our mother Night. 

PROMETHEUS. 

I laugh your power, and his who sent yon here, 
To lowest scorn. Pour forth the cup of pain. 

FIRST FURY. 

Thou thinkest we will rend thee bone from bone, 
And nerve from nerve, working like fire within! 

PROMETHEUS. 

Pain is my element, as hate is thine ; 
Ye rend me now : I care not. 

SECOND FURY. 

Dost imagine 
We will but laugh into thy lidless eyes I 

PROMETHEUS. 

I weigh not what ye do, but what ye suifer. 
Being evil. Cruel was the ix>wer which called 
You, or aught else so wretched, into light. 

THIRD FURY. 

Thou think'st we will live through thee, one by one. 
Like animal life, and though we can obscure not 
The soul which bums within, that we will dwell 
Beside it, like a vain loud multitude 
Vexing the self-content of wisest men : 
That we will be dread thought beneath thy brain. 
And foul desire round thine astonished heart. 
And blood within thy labyrinthine veins 
Crawling like agony. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Why, ye are thus now ; 
Yet am I king over myself, and rule 
The torturing and conflicting throngs within. 
As Jove rules you when lleU grows mutinous. 

CHORUS OF FURIES. 

From the ends of the earth, from the ends of the 

earth. 
Where the night has its grave and the morning its 

buth, 

Come, come, come ! 
i Oh, ye who shake hills with the scream of your mirth. 
When cities sink howling in ruin ; and ye 
Who with wingless footsteps trample Uie sea. 
And close upon Ship^Teck and Famine's track. 
Sit chattering with joy on the foodlees wreck ; 
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Come, come, come ! 
Leare the bed, low, cold, and red. 
Strewed beneath a nation dead ; 
Leave the hatred, as in ashes 

Fire is left for future burning : 
It will burst in bloodier flashes 

When ye stir it, soon returning : 
Leave the self-contempt implanted 
In young spirits, sense enchanted, 

Miserv's yet unkindled fuel : 
Leave Hell*8 secrets half unchanted 

To the maniac dreamer : cruel 
More than ye can be with hate 

Is he with fear. 

Come, come, come ! 
We are steaniuig up from Hell's wide gate. 
And we burthen the bUsts of the atmosphere, 
But vainly we toil till ye come here. 

lONR. 

isCer, I hear the thunder of new wings. 

PANTHEA. 

Iiese sohd'mountains quiver with the sound 
Sven as the tremulous air : their shadows make 
nie space within my plumes more black than night. 

FIRST FURY. 

Your call was as a winged car. 
Driven on whirlwinds mat and far ; 
It rapt us from red gulfs of war. 

SECOND FURY. 

From wide cities, famine-wasted ; 

THIRD FURT. 

Groans half heard, and blood untasted ; 

FOURTH FURY. 

Kingly conclaves, stem and cold, 

Wh^ blood with gold is bought and sold ; 

FIFTH FURY. 

From the furnace, white and hot. 
In which — 

A FURY. 

Speak not ; whisper not : 
I know all that ye would tell. 
But to speak might break the spell 
Which must bend the Invincible, 

The stem of thought ; 
He yet defies the deepest power of HeU. 



Tev the veil! 



FURY. 
ANOTHER FURY. 

It is torn. 



CHORUS. 

The pale stars of the mom 
Shine on a msBery, dire to be borne. 
Dtet tboa fiunty mighty Titan ! We laugh thee to 

seom. 
htt thou boast the clear knowledge thou waken'dst 

for man 1 
lien was kindled within him a thirst which outran 
lioae perishing waters ; a thirst of fierce fever, 
bpe, iovey doubt, desire, which consume him for 



One eame forth of gentle worth, 
Smiliiig on the sanguine earth : 



His words outlived him, like swift poison 

Withering up truth, peace, and pity. 
Look ! where round the wide horizon 

Many a million-peopled city 
Vomits smoke in the bright air. 
Mark that outcry of despair ! 
'Tis his mild and gentle ghost 

Wailing for the faith he kindled : 
Look agam ! the flames almost 

To a glow-worm's lamp have dwindled : 
The survivors round the embers 
Gather in dread. 

Joy, joy, joy ! 
Past ages crowd on thee, but each one remembers ; 
And the future is dark, and the present ia spread 
Like a pillow of thorns for thy slumberless head. 

SEMICHORUS I. 

Drops of bloody agony flow 

From his white and quivering brow. 

Grant a little respite now : 

See a disenchanted nation 

Springs like day from desolation ; 

To truth its state is dedicate. 

And Freedom leads it forth, her mate ; 

A legioned band of linked brothers. 

Whom Love calls children^ 

SEHICHORUS II. 

'Tis another's 
See how kindred murder kin ! 
'Tis the vintage time for death and sin. 
Blood, like new wine, bubbles within : 
Till Despair smothers 
The struggling world, which slaves and tyrants win. 

lAll the FuRiJM vanish, except one, 

lONE. 

Hark, sister ! what a low yet dreadful groan 
Quite unsuppressed is tearing up the heart 
Of the good Titan, as storms tear the deep, 
And beasts hear the sea moan in inland caves. 
Darest thou observe how the fiends torture him t 

PANTHEA. 

Alas ! I looked forth twice, but will no more. 

lONE. 

What didst thou see 1 

PANTHEA. 

A woful sight : a youth 
With patient looks nailed to a cruofix. 



lONE. 



What next t 



PANTHEA. 

The heaven around, the earth below 
Was peopled with thick shapes of human death 
All horrible, and wrought by human hands. 
And some appeared the work of human hearts. 
For men were slowly killed by frowns and smiles : 
And other sights too foul to speak and live 
Were wandering by. Let us not tempt worse fear 
By looking forth : those groans are grief enough. 

FURY. 

Behold an emblem : those who do endure 

Deep wrongs for man, and scorn, and chains, but 

heap 
Thousandfold torment on themselves and him. 
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PROMETHEUS. 

Remit the anguish of that lighted stare ; 
Close those wan lips : let that thom-wounded brow 
Stream not with blood ; it mingles with thy tears ! 
Fix, fix those tortured orbs in peace and death, 
So thy sick throes shake not that crucifix, 
S<) those pale fingers play not with thy gore. 
O, horrible ! Thy name I will not 8])eak, 
It hath become a curse. I see, I sec 
The wise, the mild, the lofty, and the just, 
Whom thy slaves hate for l)eing like to thee. 
Some hunted by foul lies from their heart's home. 
An early-chosen, late-lamented home. 
As hooded ounces cling to the driven hind ; 
Some link^ to corpses in unwholesome cells : 
Some — Hear I not the multitude laugh loud ? — 
Impaled in lingering fire : and mighty realms 
Float by my feet, like sea-upr(K)ted iiiles, 
Whose sons are kneaded down in common blood 
By the red light of their own burning homes. 

FURY. 

Blood thou canst see, and fire ; and canst hear groans: 
Worse things unheard, unseen, remain behind. 



PROMETUEUS. 



Worse? 



FITIT. 

In each human heart terror survives 
The ravin it has gorged : the loftiest fear 
All that they would diwlain to think were true : 
H^'pocrisy and custom make their minds 
The fanes of many a worship, now outworn. 
They dare not devise good for man's estate. 
And yet they know not that they do not dare. 
The good want power, but to weep barren tears. 
The powerful goodness want : worse need for them. 
The wise want love ; and those who love want 
And all best thingsare thus confused to ill. [wisdom; 
Many are strong and rich, and would be just, 
But live among their suffering fellow-men 
As if none felt : they know not what they do. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Thy words are like a cloud of winged snakes ; 
And yet I pity those they torture not. 



FURY. 

Thou pitiest them t I speak no more ! 



C Vanishes. 



The nations thronged around, and cried aloud. 
As ^ith one voice. Truth, liberty, and loTe I 
Suddenly fierce confusion fell from bearen 
Among them : there was strife, deceit, and fear : 
Tyrants rushed in, and did divide the spoiL 
This was the shadow of the truth I 



PROMETHEUS. 

Ah woe ! 
Ah woe ! Alas ! pain, pain ever, for ever ! 
I close my tearless eycM, but see more clear 
Thy works within my woe-illuniined mind, 
Thou subtle t\Tant ! Peace in in the grave. 
The grave hides all things iK'autifuI and good : 
I am a God and cannot find it there. 
Nor would I seek it : for, though dri>ad revenge, 
This is defeat, fierce king ! not victory. 
The sights with which thou torturest gird my soul 
With new endurance, till the hour arrives 
When they sluill be no types of things which are. 

PANTHE4. 

Alas ! what sawest thou { 

PROMETHEUS. 

There are two woes : 
To speak and to behold ; tliou spare me one. 
Namesare there, Nature'ssacred watch-words, they. 
Were borne aloft in bright embhizonry ; 



THE EARTH. 

I felt thy torture, son, with such mixed joy 
As pain and virtue give. To cheer th^ state 
I bid ascend those subtle and Ceut spirits. 
Whose homos are the dim caves of human thonght, 
And who inhabit, as burds wing the wind. 
Its world-surrounding ether : they behold 
Beyond that twilight realm, as in a glass. 
The future : may they speak comfort to thee! 

PAXTHEA. 

Look, sister, where a troop of spirits gather, 
liike flocks of clouds in spring's delightful weather, 
Thronging in the blue aur ! 

lONE. 

And see ! more come, 
Like fountain-vapours when the winds are dumb> 
That climb up the ravine in scattered lines. 
And hark ! is it the music of the pines! 
Is it the lake! Is it the waterfall! 

PANTUEA. 

'Tis something sadder, sweeter Car than alL 

CHORUS OF SPIRITS. 

From unremembered ages we 
Gentle guides and guardians be 
Of heaven-oppressed mortality I 
And we breathe, and sicken not. 
The atmosphere of human thought : 
Be it dim, and dank, and grey. 
Like a storm-extinguished day. 
Travelled o'er by dying gleams : 

Be it bright as all between 
Cloudless skies and windless streams. 

Silent, liquid, and serene ; 
As the birds within the wind, 

As the fish within the wave, 
As the thoughts of man's own mind 

Float through all above the grave : 
We make there our liquid lair. 
Voyaging cloudlike and unpent 
Through the boundless element : 
Thence we bear the prophecy 
Which begins and ends in thee I 

lONE. 

More yet come, one by one : the air around them 
Looks radiant as the air around a star. 

FIRST SPIRIT. 

On a battle-trumpet's blast 
I fled hither, fast, fast, fast, 
'Mid tlie darkness upward cast. 
From the dust of creeds outworn, 
From the tyrant's banner torn, 
Gathering round me, onward borne, 
There was mingled many a cry — 
Freedom ! Hope ! Death 1 Victor}' ! 
Till they faded through the sky ; 
And one sound above, around, 
One sound beneath, around, above, 
Was moving ; 'twas the soul of love ; 
'Twas the hope, the prophecy. 
Which begins and ends in thee. 
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SECOND SPIRIT. 

A rainbow's arch stood on the sea. 
Which rocked beneath, immoveably ; 
And the triomphant storm did flee, 
Like a conqueror, swift and proud, 
Between with many a captive cloud 
A shapeless, dark and rapid crowd. 
Each by lightning riven in half : 
I heard the thunder hoarsely laugh : 
Mighty fleets were strewn like chaff 
And spread beneath a hell of death 
O'er the white waters. I alit 
On a great ship lightning-split. 
And speeded hither on the sigh 
Of one who gave an enemy 
His plank, then plunged aside to die. 

THIRD SPIRIT. 

I sate beside a sago's bed. 
And the lamp was burning red 
Near the book where he had fed, 
When a Dream with plumes of flame. 
To his pillow hovering came. 
And I knew it was the same 
Which had kindled long ago 
Pity, eloquence, and woe ; 
And Uie worid awhile below 
Wore the sEade its lustre made. 
It has borne me here as fleet 
As Desire's lightning feet : 
I must ride it back ere morrow. 
Or the sage will wake in sorrow. 

FOURTH SPIRIT. 

On a poet's lips I slept 

Dreaming like a love-adept 

In the sound his breathing kept ; 

Nor seeks nor finds he mortal blisses. 

But feeds on the aerial kisses 

Of shapes that haunt thought's wildernesses. 

He will watch from dawn to gloom 

The lake-reflected sun illume 

The yellow bees in the ivy -bloom. 

Nor heed nor see, what things they be ; 

But Irom these create he can 

Forms more real than living man. 

Nurslings of immortality ! 

One of these awakened me. 

And I sped to succour thee. 

lOSE. 

Behold'st thou not two shapra from the cast and 

west 
Come as two doves to one beloved nest, 
Twin nurslings of the all-sustaining air 
On swift still wings glide down the atmosphere ! 
And, hark ! their sweet sad voices ! 'tis despair 
Mingled with love and then dissolved in sound. 

PA1«TBEA. 

Canst thoo q>eak, sister t all my words are drowned. 

lONE. 

Their beanty givea me voice. See how they float 
On their sustaining wings of skiey grain. 
Orange and azure deepening into gold : 
Tbdr aoft smiles light the air like a star's fire. 

CHORUS OF SPIRITS. 

Hast thon beheld the form of Love I 



FIFTH SPIRIT. 

As over wide dominions 
I sped, like some swift cloud that wings the wide 

air's wildernesses, 
That planet-crested shape swept by on lightning- 
braided pinions. 
Scattering the liquid joy of life from his ambrosial 

tresses: 
His footsteps paved the world with light ; but as I 

past 'twas fading, 
And hollow Ruin yawned behind : great sages bound 

in madness. 
And headless patriots, and pale youths who perished, 

unupbraiduig, 
Gleamed in the night. I wandered o'er, till thou, 

O King of sadn^s. 
Turned by thy smile the worst I saw to recollected 

gladness. 

SIXTH SPIRIT. 

Ah, sister 1 Desolation is a delicate thing : 

It walks not on the earth, it floats not on the air. 

But treads with silent footstep, and fans with silent 

wing 
The tender hopes which in their hearts the best 

and gentlest bear ; 
Who, soothed to false repose by the fanning plumes 

above. 
And the music-stirring motion of its soft and 

busy feet, 
Dream visions of aSrial joy, and call the monster. 

Love, 
And wake, and find the shadow Pain, as he whom 

now we greet. 

CHORUS. 

Though Ruin now Love's shadow be. 
Following him, destroy ingly. 

On death's white and winged steed. 
Which the fleetest cannot flee. 

Trampling down both flower and weed, 
Man and beast, and foul and fair. 
Like a tempest through the air ; 
Thou shalt quell this horseman grim, 
Woundless though in heart or lunb. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Spirits ! how know ye this shall be ? 

CHORUS. 

In the atmosphere we breathe. 
As buds grow nnl when the snow-storms flee. 

From spring gathering up beneath. 
Whose mUd winds shake the elder-brake. 
And the wandering herdsmen know 
That the white-thorn soon will blow : 
Wisdom, Justice, Love, and Peace, 
When they struggle to increase. 
Are to us as soft winds be 
To shepherd boys, the prophecy 
Which begins and ends in thee. 

lONE. 

Where are the Spirits fled ! 

PANTHEA. 

Only a sense 
Remains of them, like the omnipotence 
Of music, when the inspired voice and lute 
Languish, ere yet the responses are mute. 
Which through the deep and labyrinthine soul 
Like echoes through long cavemSy wind and roll. 



L 




PROMETUEVS. 

How fair these air-bom shapes ! and yet I feel 
Most vain all hope but love ; and thou art far^ 
Asia ! who, when my being overflowed, 
Wert like a golden chalice to bright wine 
Which else h&d sunk into the thirsty dust. 
All things are still : alas ! how heavily 
This quiet morning weighs upon my heart ; 
Though I should dream I could even sleep with 

grief, 
If slumber were denied not. I would fain 
Be what it is my destiny to be, 
The saviour and the strength of suffering man, 
Or sink into the original gulf of things : 
There is no agony, and no solace left ; 
£arth can console. Heaven can torment no more. 



PAirrHEA. 
Hast thou forgotten one who watches thee 
The cold dark night, and never sleeps bat when 
The shadow of thy spirit falls on her! 

PROMETHEUS. 

I said all hope was vain but love : thou lovest. 

PANTHEA. 

Deeply in truth ; but the eastern star looks white^ 
And Asia waits in that far Indian vale 
The scene of her sad exile ; rugged once 
And desolate and frozen, like this ravine ; 
But now invested with fair flowers and herbs. 
And Iiaunted by sweet airs and sounds, which flow 
Among the woods and waters, from the ether 
Of her transforming presence, which would &dfi 
If it were mingled not with thine. Farewell I 



END OF THE FIRST ACT. 



ACT 11. 



SCENE I. 



Morning. A lonely Vale in the Indian Caueanu, 

Asia, alont. 
ASIA. 

From all the blasts of heaven thou hast descended : 
Yes, like a spirit, like a thought, which makes 
Unwonted tears throng to the homy eyes. 
And beatings haunt the desolated heart, [scended 
Which should have learnt repose : thou hast de- 
Cradled in tempests ; thou dost wake, Spring ! 
O child of many winds ! As suddenly 
Thou eomest as the memory of a dream. 
Which now is sad because it hath been sweet ; 
Like genius, or like joy which riscth up 
As from the earth, clothuig with golden clouds 
The desert of our life. 
This is the season, this the day, the hour ; 
At sunrise thou shouldst come, sweet sister mine, 
Too long desired, too long delaying, come ! 
How like death- worms the wingless momentscrawl ! 
The point of one white star is quivering still 
Deep in the orange light of widening morn 
Beyond the purple mountains : through a chasm 
Of wind-divided mist the darker lake 
Reflects it ; now it wanes ; it gleams again 
As the waves fade, and as the burning threads 
Of woven cloud unravel in pale air: 
'Tis lost ! and through yon peaks of cloud-like snow 
The roseate sun-light quivers : hear I not 
The iEoIian music of her sea-green plumes 
Winnowing the crimson dawn I 

PANTHEA enters. 

I feel, I see 
Those eyes which bum through smiles tliat fade 

in tears, 
Like stars half-quenched in mists of silver dew. 
Beloved and most beautiful, who wearest 
The shadow of that soul by which I live. 
How late thou art ! tlie sphered sun had climbed 
The sea ; my heart was sick with hoi>e, before 
The printless air felt thy belated plumes. 

PANTHEA. 

Pardon, groat Sister ! hut my wings were faint 
With the delight of a remembered dream. 



As are the noon-tide plumes of summer winds 
Satiate with sweet flowers. I was wont to sleep 
Peacefully, and awake refreshed and calm 
Before the sacred Titan's iall, and thy 
Unhappy love, had made, through use and pityy 
Both love and woe familiar to my heart 
As they had grown to thine : erewhile I slept 
Under the glaucous caverns of old Ocean 
Within dim bowers of green and purple moss, 
Our young lone's soft and milky arms 
Locked then, as now, behind my dark, moist hair. 
While my shut eyes and cheek were pressed within 
The folded depth of her life-breathing bosom : 
But not as now, since I am made the wind 
Which fails beneath the music that I bear 
Of thy most wordless converse ; since dissolved 
Into the sense with which love talks, my rest 
Was troubled and yet sweet ; my waldng homn 
Too full of care and pain. 

ASIA. 

Lift up thine eyes, 
And let me read thy dream. 

PANTHEA. 

As I have said. 
With our sea-sister at his feet I slept. 
The mountain mists, condensing at our voice 
Under the moon, had spread their snowy flakes^ 
From the keen ice shielding our linked sleep. 
Then two dreams came. One, I remember not. 
But in the other his ])ale wound- worn limbs 
Fell from Prometheus, and the azure night 
Grew radiant with the glory of that form 
Which lives unchanged within, and his voice fell 
Like music which makes giddy the dim brain. 
Faint with intoxication of keen joy : 
" Sister of her whose footsteps pave the world 
With loveliness — more fair than aught but her. 
Whose shadow thou art — lift thine eyes on me.** 
I lifted them : the oveqwwering light 
Of that immortal shape was sliadowed o'er 
By love ; wliicli, from his soft and flowing limbs, 
And passion -parted lips, and keen, faint eyes. 
Steamed forth like vaporous Are ; an atmosphere 
Which wrapped me in its all-dissolving power. 
As the warm ether of the morning sun 
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t* 



ere it drinks some cloud of wandering dew* 

lot, heard not, moved not, only felt 

Mence flow and mingle through my blood 

jecame his life, and his grew mine, 

was thus absorbed, until it passed, 

ce the Tapours when the sun sinks down, 

ing again in drops upon the pines, 

emulous as they, in the deep night 

ng was condensed ; and as the rays 

i^t were slowly gathered, I could hear 

ice, whose accents lingered ere they died 

totsteps of weak melody : thy name 

I the many sounds alone I heard 

it might be articulate ; though still 

led through the night when sound was none. 

mkened then, and said to me : 

t thou divine what troubles me to-night t 

f» knew what I desired before, 

'er found delight to wish in vain. 

m I cannot tell thee what I seek ; 

r not ; something sweet, since it is sweet 

desire ; it is thy sport, false sister ; 
last discovered some Enchantment old, 
i spells have stolen my spirit as I slept 
lingled it with thine : for when just now 
mAy I felt within thy parted lips 

reet air that sustained me, and the warmth 
life-blood, for loss of which I faint, 
red between our intertwining arms.' 
«red not, for the Eastern star grew pale, 
)d to thee. 

ASIA. 

Thou speakest, but thy words 
( the air : I feel them not : Oh, llTt 
eyes, that I may read his written soul I 

PANTHEA. 

bem, though they droop beneath the load 
t they would express : what canst thou see 
line own fairest shadow imaged there t 

ASIA. 

eyes are like the deep, blue, boundless heaven 
M^ed to two circles underneath 
long, fine lashes ; dark, far, measureless, 
ithin orb, and line through line inwoven. 

PAIfTHEA. 

ookest thou as if a spirit passed t 

ASIA. 

is a change ; beyond their inmost depth 

1 shade, a shape : 'tis He, arrayed 

soft light of his own smiles, which spread 
adiance from the cloud-surrounded morn. 
iiheas, it is thine ! depart not yet ! 
»C those smiles that we shall meet again 
a that bright pavilion which their beams* 
Imild on the waste world ! The dream is told. 
shape is that between us ! Its rude hair 
lens the wind that lifts it, its regard 
1 and quick, yet 'tis a thing of air 
utmgh its grey robe gleams the golden dew 
» aluB the noon has quenched not. 

DREAM. 

Follow 1 Follow ! 

PAHTHEA. 

nine other dream. 

ASIA. 

It disappears. 



PANTHEA. 

It passes now into my mind. Methought 
As we sate here, the flower-infolding buds 
Burst on yon lightning-blasted almond tree. 
When swift from the white Scythian wilderness 
A wind swept forth wrinkling the Earth with frost: 
I looked, and all the blossoms were blown down ; 
But on each leaf was stamped, as the blue bells 
Of Hyacinth tell Apollo's written grief, 

O, FOLLOW^ FOLLOW. 1 

ASIA. 

As you speak, your words 
Fill, pause by pause, my own forgotten sleep 
With shapes. Methought among the lawns together 
We wandered, underneath the young grey (Uiwn, 
And multitudes of dense white fleecy clouds 
Were wandering in thick flocks along the mountains 
Shepherded by the slow, unwilling wind ; 
And the white dew on the new-bladed grass, 
Just piercing the dark earth, hung silently ; 
And there was more which I remember not : 
But on the shadows of the morning clouds. 
Athwart the purple mountain slope, was written 
Follow, O, follow ! As they vanished by. 
And on each herb, from which Heaven's dew had 

fallen. 
The like was stamped, as with a withering fire, 
A wind arose among the pines ; it shook 
The clinging music from their boughs, and then 
Low, sweet, faint sounds, like the farewell of ghosts. 
Were heard : Oh, follow, follow, follow me I 
And then I said, ^ Panthea, look on me." 
But in the depth of those beloved eyes 

Still I saw, FOLLOW, FOLLOW ! 



ECHO. 



Follow, follow I 



PANTHEA. 

The crags, this clear spring morning, mock our 
As they were spirit-tongued. [voices, 

ASIA. 

It is some being 
Around the crags. What fine clear sounds 1 O, list! 

ECHOES (unseen). 
Echoes we : listen ! 
We cannot stay : 
As dew-stars glisten 
Then fade away — 
Ould of Ocean ! 

ASIA. 

Hark ! Spirits, speak. The liquid responses 
Of their aerial tongues yet sound. 



PANTHEA. 



I hear. 



ECHOES. 

O follow, follow. 

As our voice recedeth 

Through the caverns hollow. 
Where the forest spreadeth ; 

{More distant) 

O follow, follow I 

Through the caverns hollow. 
As the song flouts thou pursue. 
Where the wild bee never flew, 
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Through the noon-tide darkness deep, 
By the odour-breathing sleep 
Of faint night-flowers, and the waves 
At the fountain-lighted caves, 
While our music, wild and sweet. 
Mocks thy gently falling feet. 
Child of Ocean 1 

ASIA. 

Shall we pursue the sound t It grows more fiunt 
And distant. 

PANTHEA. 

List ! the strain floats nearer now. 

ECHOES. 

In the world unknown 
Sleeps a voice unspoken ; 
By thy step alone 
Can its rest be broken ; 
ChUd of Ocean ! 

ASIA. 

How the notes sink upon the ebbing wind ! 

ECHOES. 

follow, follow ! 

Through the caverns hollow. 
As the song floats thou pursue, 
By the woodland noon-tide dew ; 
By the forests, lakes, and fountains. 
Through the many-folded mountains ; 
To the rents, and gulfs, and chasms, 
Where the Earth reposed from spasms. 
On the day when He and thou 
Parted, to commingle now ; 
Child of Ocean! 

ASIA. 

Come, sweet Panthea, link thy hand in mine. 
And follow, ere the voices fade away. 



SCENE II. 

A Forfgt, inUrmingled with Rocks and Caverns. Asia 
and Panthea pass into it. Two young Fauns are sitting 
on a Rock, listening. 

SEMICHORUS I. OF SPIRITS. 

The path through which that lovely twain 
Have past, by cedar, pine, and yew, 
And each dark tree that ever grew, 
Is curtained out from Heaven s wide blue ; 
Nor sun, nor moon, nor wind, nor rain. 
Can pierce its interwoven bowers. 
Nor aught, save where some cloud of dew, 
Drifted along the earth-creeping breeze. 
Between the trunks of the hoar trees, 

Hangs each a pearl in the pale flowers 
Of the green laurel, blown anew ; 
And bends, and then fades silently. 
One frail and fair anemone : 
Or when sonic star of many a one 
That climbs and wanders through steep night, 
Has found the cleft through which alone 
Beams fall from high those deptlis upon 
Ere it is borne away, away, 
By the swift Heavens that cannot stay. 
It scatters drops of golden light, 
Like lines of rain that ne'er unite : 
And the gloom divine is all around ; 
And underneath is the mossy ground. 



SEinCHOBUS IT. 

There the Toluptuous niehtingales, 

Are awake through all the broad noon-di 
When one with bliss or sadness fails, 

And through the windless ivy-bonghs, 
Sick with sweet love, droops dying away 
On its mate's music-panting bosom ; 
Another from the swinging blossom. 

Watching to catch the languid dose 
Of the last strain, then lifts on high 
The wings of the weak melody. 
Till some new strain of feeling bear 

The song, and all the woods are mute ; 
When there is heard through the dim air 
The rush of wings, and rising there 

Like nmny a lake-surrounded flute. 
Sounds oveHlow the listener's brain 
So sweet that joy is almost pain. 

SEMICHORUS I. 

There those enchanted eddies play 
Of echoes, music-tongued, wnicn draw. 
By Demogorgon*s mighty law. 
With melting rapture, or sweet awe. 

All spirits on that secret way ; 
As inland boats are driven to Ocean 

Down streams made strong with mountain th 
And flrst there comes a gentle sound 
To those in talk or slumber bound. 
And wakes the destined, soft emotion 

Attracts, impels them ; those who saw 
Say from the breathing earth behind 
There streams a plume-uplifting wind 

Which drives them on their path, while they 
Believe their own swift wings and feet 

The sweet desires within obey : 

And so tliey float upon their way. 

Until, still sweet, but loud and strong. 
The storm of sound is driven along. 
Sucked up and hurrying : as tliey fleet 
Behind, its gathering billows meet 
And to the fatal mountain bear 
Like clouds amid tlie yielding air. 

FIRST faun. 
Canst thou imagine where those spirits live 
Which make such delicate music in the woo< 
We haunt within the least frequented caves 
And closest coverts, and we know these wild 
Yet never meet them, though we hear them 
Where may they hide themselves ! 

SECOND FAUN. 

TishardU 
I have heard those more skilled in spirits sa; 
The bubbles, which enchantment of the sun 
Sui;ks from the pale faint water-flowers that 
The oozy bottom of clear lakes and pools. 
Are the pavilions where such dwell and floa^ 
Under the green and golden atmosphere 
Which noon-tide kindles through the woven h 
And when these burst, and the thin fier}' air 
The which they breathed within those lucent d 
Ascends to flow like meteors through the nij 
They ride on them, and rein their headlong i 
And l>ow their burning crests, and glide in i 
Under the waters of the earth again. 

FIRST FAUN. 

If such live thus, have others other lives, 
Under pink blossoms or within the bells 



Of meadow flowers, or folded violets deep. 
Or on their dying odours, when they die t 
Or on the sonlight of the sphered dew t 

SECOND FAim. 
Ay, many more which we may well divine. 
But should we stay to speak, noontide would come, 
And thwart Sileniis find his goats undrawn, 
And grudge to sing those wise and lovely songs 
Of fiftte, anid chance, and God, and Chaos old, 
And Love, and the chained Titan's woful doom. 
And how he shaQ be loosed, and make the earth 
One brotherhood : delightful strains which cheer 
Our solitary twilights, and which charm 
To silence the unenvying nightingales. 



PAKTHEA. 

Look how the gusty sea of mist is breaking 
In crimson foam, even at our feet I it rises 
As Ocean at the enchantment of the moon 
Round foodless men wrecked on some oozy isle. 



ASIA. 



The fragments of the cloud are scattered up ; 
The wind that lifts them disentwines my hair ; 
Its billows now sweep o'er mine eyes ; my brain 
Grows dizzy ; I see shapes within the mist. 



SCENE III. 
A Pinnacle 4^ Rodk among MauHlaiM,AMi A and Panthsa. 

PANTHEA. 

Hither the sound has borne us — to the realm 

Of Demogorgon, and the mighty portal. 

Like a v^cano's meteor-breathing chasm, 

Whence the oracular vapour is hurled up 

Which lonely men drink wandering in their youth, 

And caU truth, virtue, love, genius, or joy, 

That maddening wine of life, whose ^gs they drain 

To deep intoxication ; and uplift, 

Like Maenads who cry loud, Evoe ! Evoe ! 

The voice which is contagion to the world. 

ASIA. 

Fit throne for such a Power ! Blagnificent ! 
How. glorious art thou, Earth ! And if thou be 
The shadow of some spirit lovelier still, 
Thouffh evil stain its work, and it should be 
Like Its creation, weak yet beautiful, 
I could fall down and worship that and thee. 
Even now my heart adoreth : Wonderful ! 
Look, sister, ere the vapour dim thy brain : 
Beneath is a wide plain of billowy mist. 
As a lake, paving in the morning sky, 
With azure waves which burst in silver light, 
Some Indian vale. Behold it, rolling on 
Under the curdling winds, and islanding 
The peak whereon we stand, midway, around, 
Enctnctured by the dark and bloommg forests. 
Dim twilight lawns and stream-illumined caves. 
And wind'Onchanted shapes of wandering mist ; 
And far on high the keen sky-cleaving mountains. 
From icy spires of sun-like radiance fling 
The dawn, as lifted Ocean's dazzling spray. 
From some Atlantic islet scattered up. 
Spangles the wind with lamp-like water-drops. 
The vale is girdled with their walls, a howl 
Of Cataracts from their thaw-cloven ravines 
.Satiat4*s the listening wind, continuous, vast. 
Awful as silence. Hark ! the rushing snow 1 
The sun-awakened avalanche I whose mass. 
Thrice sifted by the storm, had gathered there 
Flake after flake, in heaven-defvmg minds 
As thought by thought is piled, till some great truth 
Is IcxMened, and the nations echo round. 
Shaken to their roots, as do the mountains now. 



PA>'THEA. 

A countenance with beckoning smiles : there bums 
An azure fire within its golden locks ! 
Another and another : burk ! they speak ! 

BONO OF SPIRITS. 

To the deep, to the deep, 

Down, down ! 
Through the shade of sleep. 
Through the cloudy strife 
Of Death and of Life ; 
Through the veil and the bar 
Of things which seem and are. 
Even to the steps of the remotest throne, 

Down, down 1 

While the sound whirls around, 

Down, down ! 
As the fawn draws the hound. 
As the lightning the vapour. 
As a weak moth the taper ; 
Death, despair ; love, sorrow ; 
Time both ; to-day, to-morrow ; 
As steel obeys the spirit of the stone, 

Down, down ! 

Through the grey, void abysm, 

Down, do^Ti ! 
Where the air is no prism. 
And the moon'and stars are not. 
And the cavern-crags wear not 
The radiance of Heaven, 
Nor the gloom to Earth given. 
Where there is one pervading, one alone, 

Down, down ! 

In the depth of the deep 

Down, down ! 
Like veiled lightning asleep. 
Like the spark nursed in embers. 
The last look Love remembers. 
Like a diamond, which shines 
On the dark wealth of mines. 
A spell is treasured but for thee alone. 

Down, down ! 

We have bound thee, we guide thee ; 

Down, down ! 
With the bright form beside thee ; 
Resist not the weakness. 
Such strength is in meekness 
That the Eternal, the Immortal, 
Must unloose through life's portal 
The snake-like Doom coiled underneath his \ 



By that alone. 



[throne 
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SCENE IV. 
Tfu Cave qf Dbmoooroon. Asia and Paitthka. 

P4NTHEA. 

What veiled form sits on that ebon throne t 



The veil has fallen. 



ASIA. 



PANTHEA. 

I see a mighty darkness 
Filling the seat of power, and rays of gloom 
Dart round, as light from the meridian sun, 
Ungazed upon and shapeless ; neither limb, 
Nor form, nor outline ; yet we feel it is 
A living spirit. 

DEMOGORGON. 

Ask what thou wouldst know. 



ASIA. 



What canst thon tell t 

DEMOOORaON. 

All things thou dar'st demand. 

ASIA. 

Who made the living world I 

demogorgon. 
God. 

ASIA. 

Who made all 
That it contains I thought, passion, reason, will. 
Imagination ! 

DEMOGORGON. 

God : Almighty God. 

ASIA. 

Who made that sense which, when the winds of 

In rarest visitation or the voice [spring 

Of one beloved heard in youth alone. 

Fills the faint eyes with falling tears which dim 

The radiant looks of uubewailing flowers. 

And leaves this peopled earth a solitude 

When it returns no more \ 

DEMOGORGON. 

Merciful God. 

ASIA. 

And who made terror, madness, crime, remorse, 
Which from the links of the great chain of things. 
To every thought within the mind of man 
Sway and drag heavily, and each one reels 
Under the load towards the pit of death ; 
Abandoned hope, and love that turns to hate ; 
And self-contempt bitterer to drink than blood ; 
Pain, whose unheeded and familiar speech 
Is howling, and keen shrieks, day after day ; 
And Hell, or the sharp fear of Hell I 



DEMOGORGON. 



ASIA. 



He reigns. 



Utter his name : a world pining in pain 

Asks but his name : curses shall drag him down. 



He reigns. 



DEMOGORGON. 

ASIA. 

I feel, I know it : who ! 

DEMOGORGON. 



He reigns. 



ASIA. 

Who reigns ! There was the HeaTen and Earth tt 

first, 
And Light and Love;then Satum,finomwhoee throne 
Time fell, an envious shadow : such the state 
Of the earth's primal spirits beneath hia sway, 
As the cahn joy of flowers and living leaves 
Before the wind or sun has withered them 
And semi-vital worms ; bat he refused 
The birthright of their being, knowledge, power, 
The skill which wields the elements, the thought 
Which pierces this dim universe like light, 
Self-empire, and the majesty of love ; 
For thint of which they fiunted. Then Prometheus 
Grave wisdom, which is strength, to Jupiter, 
And with this law alone, ^ Let man be free," 
Clothed him with the dominion of wide Heaven. 
To know nor faith, nor love, nor law ; to be 
Omnipotent but friendless is to reign ; 
And Jove now reigned ; for on the race of man 
First famine, and then toil, and then diseaae. 
Strife, wounds, and ghastlv death unseen before. 
Fell ; and the unseasonable seasons drove. 
With alternating shafts of frost and fire. 
Their shelterless, pale tribes to mountain caves : 
And in their desert hearts fierce wants he sent. 
And mad disquietudes, and shadows idle 
Of unreal go<^, which levied mutual war. 
So ruining the lair wherein they raged* 
Prometheus saw, and waked the legioned hopes 
Which sleep within folded Elysian flowers. 
Nepenthe, Moly, Amaranth, mdelees blooms. 
That they might hide with thin and rainbow wings 
The shape of Death ; and Love he sent to bind 
The disunited tendrils of that vine 
Which bears the wine of life, the human heart ; 
And he tamed fire which, like some beast of prey. 
Most terrible, but lovely, played beneath 
The frown of man ; and tortured to his will 
Iron and gold, the slaves and signs of power. 
And gems and poisons, and all subtlest forms 
Hidden beneath the mountains and the waves. 
He gave man speech, and speech created thought, 
Which is the measure of the universe ; 
And Science struck the thrones of earth andheaven. 
Which 8hook,butfcll not ; and the harmonious mind 
Poured itself forth in all-prophetic song ; 
And music lifted up the listening spirit 
Until it walked, exempt from mortal care. 
Godlike, o'er the clear billows of sweet sound ; 
And human hands first mimicked and then mocked. 
With moulded limbs more lovely than its own. 
The human form, till marble grew divine, 
And mothers, gazing, drank the love men see 
Reflected in their race, behold, and perish. 
He told the hidden power of herbs and springs. 
And Disease drank and slept Death grew like sleep. 
He taught the implicated orbits woven 
Of the wide-wandering stars ; and how the sun 
CHianges his lair, and by what secret spell 
The pale moon is transformed, when her broad eye 
Gazes not on the interlunar sea : 
He taught to rule, as life directs the limbs. 
The tempest-winged chariots of the Ocean, 
And the Celt knew the Indian. Cities then 
Were built, and tlirough their snow-like colunms 
The warm winds, and the azure nther shone, [flowed ' 
And the blue sea and shadowy hills were seen. 
Such, the alleviations of his state, 
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Prometheus gave to man, for which he hangs 
Witherine in destined pain : but who rains down 
Evil, tlie immedicable plague, which, while 
Man looks on his creation like a God 
And sees that it is glorious, drives him on 
The wreck of his own will, the scorn of earth, 
The outcast, the abandoned, the alone I 
N€>t JoTe : while yet his frown shook heaven, aye, 
Hia adTenaiT from adamantine chains [when 
Cursed him, he trembled like a slave. Declare 
Who is his master ! Is he too a slave t 

DEMOGOROON. 

All spirits are enslaved which serve things evO: 
Thou knowest if Jupiter be such or no. 

ASIA. 

Whom called*8t thou God ! 

OEMOOOBOON. 

I spoke but as ye speak. 
For Jove is the supreme of hving things. 

ASIA. 

Who is the master of the slave I 

DEMOOOBGON. 

If the abysm 
Could vomit forth its secrets. But a voice 
Is wanting, the deep truth is imageless ; 
For what would it avail to bid thee gaze 
On the revolving world I What to bid speak 
Fate,Time, Oocasion, Chanceand Change! To these 
AU things are subject but eternal Love. 

ASIA. 

So much I asked before, and my heart gave 
The reqx>nse thou hast given ; and of such truths 
Eaeh to itself must be the oracle. 
One more demand ; and do thou answer me 
As my own soul would answer, did it know 
That which I ask. Prometheus shall arise 
HeneeAvth the sun of this rejoicing world : 
When diall the destined hour arrive t 



DEMOGOROON. 



ASIA. 



Behold! 



The rodn are doven, and through the purple night 
I see cars drawn by rainbow-winged steeds 
Which trample the dim winds: in each there stands 
A wild-eyed charioteer urging their flight 
Some low behind, as fields pursued them there, 
And yet I see no shapes but the keen stars : 
Others, with burning eyes, lean forth, and drink 
With eager lips the wind of their own speed, 
Aa if Uie thing they loved fled on before, [locks 
And now, even now, they clasped it. Their bright 
Stream 12ke a comet's flashing hair : they all 
Sweep onward. 

DEMOGOROON. 

These are the immortal Hours, 
Of whom dxm didst demand. One waits for thee. 

ASIA. 

A spirit with a dreadful countenance 
Chedu its daric chariot by the craggy gulf. 
Unlike thy brethren, ghastly charioteer, [Speak ! 
Who art thou I Whither wouldst thou bear me ! 

SPIRIT. 

I am the shadow of a destiny 
More dread than is my aspect : ere yon planet 
Has set, the darkness which ascends with me 
Shall wrap in lastingnight heaven's kingless throne. 



What meanest thou t 



ASIA. 



PANTHEA. 

That terrible shadow floats 
Up from its throne, as may the lurid smoke 
Of earthquake- ruined cities o'er the sea. 
Lo ! it ascends the car ; the coursers fly 
Terrified : watch its path among the stars 
Blackening the night I 

ASIA. 

Thus I am answered : strange! 

PANTHEA. 

See, near the verge, another chariot stays ; 
An ivory shell inlaid with crimson Are, 
Which comes and goes within its sculptured rim 
Of delicate strange tracery ; the young spirit 
That ^ides it has the dove-like eyes of hope ; 
How its soft smiles attract the soul ! as light 
Lures winged insects through the lampleas air. 

SPIRIT. 

My coursers are fed with the lightning. 
They drink of the whirlwind's stream. 

And when the red morning is bright'ning 
They bathe in the fresh sunbeam ; 
They have strength for their swiftness I deem. 

Then ascend with me, daughter of Ocean. 

I desire : and their speed makes night kindle; 
I fear : they outstnp the Typhoon ; 

Ere the cloud piled on Atlas can dwindle 
We encircle the earth and the moon : 
We shall rest from long labours at noon : 

Then ascend with me, daughter of Ocean. 



SCENE V. 

ITu Car pause* within a Claud on the Top </a enowp 

Mountain. 

Abxa, Pamthba, and the Spuut or ma Houa. 

SPIRIT. 

On the brink of the night and the morning 
My coursers are wont to respire ; 

But the Earth has just whispered a warning 
That their flight must be swifter than fire : 
They shall dnnk the hot speed of desire ! 

ASIA. 

Thou breathest on their nostrils, but my breath 
Would give them swifter speed. 



SPIRIT. 



Alas ! it could not 



PANTHEA. 

Oh Spirit ! pause, and tell whence is the light 
Which fills the cloud ! the sun is yet unrisen. 

SPIRIT. 

The sun will rise not until noon. ApoUo 
Is held in heaven by wonder ; and the light 
Which fills this vapour, as the aerial hue 
Of fountain-gazing roses fills the water^ 
Flows from thy mighty sister. 



PANTHEA. 



Yes, I feel— 



ASIA. 

What 18 it with thee, sister t Thou art pale. 

PANTHEA. 

How thou art changed ! I dare not look on thee; 

I feel but see thee not. I scarce endure 

The radiance of thy beauty. Some good change 

Is working in the elements, which suffer 

Thy presence thus unveiled. The Nereids tell 

That on the day when the clear hyaline 

Was cloven at thy uprise, and thou didst stand 

Within a veined shell, which floated on 

Over the calm floor of the crystal sea. 

Among the Egean isles, and by the shores 

Which bear thy name ; love, like the atmosphere 

Of the sun*8 fire filling the living world. 

Burst from thee, and illumined earth and heaven 

And the deep ocean and the sunless caves 

And all that dweUs within them ; till grief cast 

Eclipse upon the soul firom which it came : 

Such art thou now ; nor is it I alone, 

Thy sister, thy companion, thine own chosen one, 

But the whole world which seeks thy sympathy. 

Hearest thou not sounds i' the air which speak the 

love 
Of all articulate beings I Feelest thou not 
The inanimate winds enamoured of thee ! List ! 

IMuiie. 

ASIA. 

Thy words are sweeter than aught else but his 
Whose echoes they are : yet all love is sweet, 
Given or returned. Common as light is love, 
And its familiar voice wearies not ever. 
Like the wide heaven, the all-sustaining air, 
It makes the reptile equal to the God : 
They who inspire it most are fortunate, 
As I am now ; but those who feel it most 
Are happier still, after long sufferings. 
As I shall soon become. 

PANTHEA. 

List ! Spirits, speak. 
voiCB (in the air, tinging). 

Life of Life I thy lips enkindle 

With tlieir love the breath between them ; 
And thy smiles before they dwindle 

Make the cold air fire ; then screen them 
In those looks, where whoso gazes 
Faints, entangled in their mazes. 

Child of Light ! thy limbs are burning 

Through the vest which seems to hide them ; 

As the radiant lines of morning 
Through the clouds, ere they divide them ; 

And this atmosphere divinest 
Shrouds thee wheresoever thou shinest. 



Fur are others ; none beholds thee. 
But thy voice sounds low and tender 

Like the iair<»st, for it folds thee 

From the sight, that liquid sploidoar. 

And all feel, yet see thee never^ 

As I feel now, lost for ever ! 

Lamp of Earth I where'er thou movest 
Its dim shapes are clad with brightnees. 

And the souls of whom thou lorest 
Walk upon the winds with lightness. 

Till they fail, as I am failing, 

Dizzy, lost, yet unbewailing ! 

ASIA. 

My soul is an enchanted boat, 

Which, like a sleeping swan, doth float 
Upon the silver waves of thy sweet singing ; 

And thine doth like an angel sit 

Beside the helm conducting it, 
Whilst all the winds with melody are riDging. 

It seems to float ever, for ever. 

Upon that many-winding river, 

Between mountains, woods, abyaseSy 

A paradise of wildernesses I 
Till, like one in slumber bound. 
Borne to the ocean, I float down, around. 
Into a sea profound, of ever-sproiding sound. 

Meanwhile thy spirit lifts its pinions 

In music's most serene dominions ; 
Catching the winds that fan that happy heaTen. 

And we sail on, away, afar, 

Without a course, without a star. 
But, by the instinct of sweet music driven ; 

Till through Elysian garden islets 

By thee, most beautiful of pilots, 

Where never mortal pinnace glided. 

The boat of my desire is guided : 
Realms where the air we breathe is love. 
Which in the winds on the waves doth move. 
Harmonising this earth with what we feel above. 

We have passed Age's icy caves. 

And Manhood's dark and tossing waves. 
And Youth's smooth ocean, smiling to betray : 

Beyond the glassy gulfs we flee 

Of shadow-peopled Infancy, 
Through Death and Birth, to a diviner day ; 

A paradise of vaulted bowers 

Lit by downward-gazing flowers. 

And watery paths that wind between 

Wildernesses calm and green. 
Peopled by shapes too bright to see. 
And rest, having beheld ; somewhat like thee ; 
Which walk upon the sea, and chant mekn 
diously ! 



END OP THE SECOND ACT. 
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ACT III. 



SCENE I. 

Heaven. Juirm on kit Throne ; THrns and the other 

Deities ateenUtled, 

JUPITER. 

Ye eongregated powers of heaven, who share 

The plory and the strength of him ye serve. 

Rejoice ! henceforth I am omnipotent 

All else had been subdued to me ; alone 

The soul of man, like unextinguished fire, 

Yet bums towards heaven with fierce reproach, 

and doubt, 
And hunentation, and reluctant prayer. 
Hurling up insurrection, which might make 
Our antique empire insecure, though built 
On eldest faith, and hell's coeval, fear ; 
And though my curses through die pendulous air. 
Like snow on herbless peaks, &11 flake by flake. 
And cling to it ; though under my wrath's night 
It climb the crags of hfe, step after step, 
Which wound it, as ice wounds nnsandalled feet, 
It yet remains supreme o'er misery. 
Aspiring, unrepreseed, yet soon to fall : 
Even now have I begotten a strange wonder, 
That fatal child, the terror of the earth. 
Who waits but till the destined hour arrive. 
Bearing from Demogorgon's vacant throne 
The dreadful might of ever-living limbs 
Which clothed that awful spirit unbeheld, 
To redescend, and trample out the spark. 

Pour fortii heaven's wine, Idfean Ganymede, 

And let it fill the Daedal cups like fire. 

And from the flower-inwoven soil divine. 

Ye all-triomphant harmonies arise. 

As dew from earth under the twilight stars : 

Drink I be the nectar circling through your veins 

The soul of joy, ye ever-living Gods, 

Till exultation burst in one wide voice 

Like music from Elysian winds. 

And thou 
Ascend beside me, veiled in the light 
Of the desire whidi makes thee one with me, 
Thetis, bright image of eternity I 
When thou didst cry, *• Insufferable might I 
God ! Spare me ! I sustain not the quick flames, 
The poietrating presence ; all my being. 
Like him whom the Numidian seps did thaw 
Into a dew with poison, is dissolved. 
Sinking through its foundations : " even then 
Two mighty spuits, mingling made a third 
Mightier than either, which, unbodied now. 
Between us floats, felt, although unbeheld, 
Wiuting the incarnation, which ascends, 
(Hear ye the thunder of the fiery wheels 
Griding the winds 1) from Demogorgon's throne. 
Victory ! victory ! Feelest thou not, O world I 
The earthquake of his chariot thundering up 
Olympus I 

The Car </M«Hodr arrives. Drmoooroon des- 
cends and moves towards the Throne q/ Jupitkb. 

Awful shi4>e, what art thou ! Speak ! 



DEMOOORGON. 

Eternity. Demand no direr name. 

Descend, and follow me down the abyss. 

I am thy child, as thou wert Saturn's child ; 

Mightier than thee : and we must dwell together 

Henceforth in darkness. Lift thy lightnings not 

The tyranny of heaven none may retain, 

Or reassume, or hold, succeeding thee : 

Yet if thou wilt, as 'tis the destiny 

Of trodden worms to writhe till they are dead. 

Put forth thy might 

JUPITER. 

Detested prodigy 1 
Even thus beneath the deep Titanian prisons 
I trample thee ! Thou lingerest ! 

Mercy I mercy ! 
No pity, no release, no respite ! Oh, 
That Uiou wouldst make mine enemy my judge, 
Even where he hangs, seared by my long revenge, 
On Caucasus ! he would not doom me tlius. 
Grentle, and iust, and dreadless, is he not 
The monarch of the world ! What then art thou I 
No refuge ! no appeal ! 

Sink with me then. 
We two will sink on the wide waves of ruin. 
Even as a vulture and a snake outspent 
Drop, twisted in inextricable fight. 
Into a shoreless sea. Let hell unlock 
Its mounded oceans of tempestuous fire, 
And whelm on them into the bottomless void 
This desolated world, and thee, and me. 
The conqueror and the conquered, and the wreck 
Of that for which they combated. 

Ai ! Ai ! 
The elements obey me not. I sink 
Dizzily down, ever, for ever, down. 
And, Uke a cloud, mine enemy above 
Darkens my fall with victory ! Ai, Ai ! 



SCENE II. • 

The Mouth of a great River in the Island Atlantis. Ocbam 
is disco*fered reclining near the Shore / Afollo stands 
beside him. 

OCEAN. 

He fell, thou sayest, beneath his conqueror's frown! 

APOLLO. 

Ay, when the strife was ended which made dim 
The orb I rule, and shook the solid stars. 
The terrors of his eye illumined heaven 
With sanguine light, through the thick ragged skirts 
Of the victorious darkness, as he fell : 
Like the last glare of day's red agony. 
Which, from a rent among the fiery clouds. 
Bums far along the tempest-wrinkled deep. 

OCEAN. 

He sunk to the abyss t To the dark void ! 
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APOLLO. 

An eagle so caught in some bursting cloud 
On Caucasus, his thunder-bafiSed wings 
Entangled in the whirlwind, and his eyes 
Which gazed on the undazzling sun, now blinded 
By the white lightning, while the ponderous hail 
Beats on his struggling form, which sinks at length 
Prone, and the aerial ice clings over it. 

OCEAN. 

Henceforth the fields of Heaven-reflectuig sea 
Which are my realm,^^!! hea ve,unstaiued with blood. 
Beneath the uplifting winds, like plains of corn 
Swayed by the summer air ; my streams will flow 
Round many peopled continents, and round 
Fortunate isles ; and from their glassy thrones 
Blue Proteus and his humid nymphs shall mark 
The shadow of ffdr ships, as mortals see 
The floating bark of the light laden moon 
With that white star, its sightless pilot's crest, 
Borne down the rapid sunset^s ebbing sea ; 
Tracking their path no more by blood and groans, 
And desolation, and the mingled voice 
Of slavery and command ; but by the light 
Of wave-reflected flowers, and floating odours, 
And music soft, and mild, frf^e, gentle voices, 
That sweetest music, such as spirits love. 

APOLLO. 

And I shall gaze not on the deeds which make 
My mind obscure with sorrow, as eclipse 
Darkens the sphere I guide ; but list, I hear 
The small, clear, silver lute of the young Spirit 
That sits i' the morning star. 

OCEAN. 

Thou must away ; 
Thy steeds will pause at even, till when farewell : 
The loud deep calls me home even now to feed it 
With azure calm out of the emerald urns 
Which stand for ever full beside my throne. 
Behold the Nereids under the green sea. 
Their wavering limbs borne on the wind -like stream. 
Their white armH lifted o'er their streaming hair 
With garlands pied and starry sea-flower crowns. 
Hastening to grace their mighty sister's joy. 

lA sound qfteaves it heard. 
It is the unpastured sea hungering for calm. 
Peace, monster ; I come now. Farewell. 



APOLLO. 



Farewell. 



SCENE III. 

Caucasus. Promrthkith, Hkrculrs, Ionk, the Earth, 
Spirits, Abia, and Panthka, borne in the Car with the 
Spirit op thx IIoi.'R. 

IIbrculks unbinds Promcthsub, who descends. 

HERCULES. 

Most glorious among spirits ! thus doth strength 
To wisdom, courage, and long-suffering love. 
And thee, who art the form they animate, 
Minister like a slave. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Thy gentle words 
Are sweeter even than freedom long desired 
And long delayed. 

Asia, thou light of life. 



Shadow of beauty tmbeheld ; and ye. 

Fair sister nymphs, who made long years of pftin 

Sweet to remember, through your love and aure ; 

Henceforth we will not part. There is a cave. 

All overgrown with trailing odorous plants, 

Which curtain out the day with leaves and flowen^ 

And paved with veined emerald, and a fidimtain, 

Leaps in the midst with an awakening soond. 

From its curved roof the mountain's Irozen tean. 

Like snow, or silver, or long diamond opires^ 

Hang downward, raining forth a doubtiwl light : 

And there is heaird the ever-moving air. 

Whispering without from tree to troe, and birds. 

And bees ; and all around are mossy seats, 

And the rough walls are clothed with long soft grass ; 

A simple dwelling, which shall be our own ; 

Where we will sit and talk of time and change. 

As the world ebbs and flows, ourselves unchanged. 

What can hide man from mutability I 

And if ye sigh, then I will smile ; and thou, 

lone, shall chaunt fragments of sea-music, 

Until I weep, when ye shall smile away 

The tearsshe brought, which yet were sweetto shed. 

We will entangle buds and flowers and beams 

Which twinkle on the fountain's brim, and make 

Strange combinations out of common things. 

Like human babes in their brief innocence ; 

And we will search with looks and words of lore. 

For hidden thoughts, each lovelier than the last. 

Our unexhausted spirits ; and like lutes 

Touched by the skill of the enamoured wind. 

Weave harmonies divine, yet ever new, 

From difference sweet where discord cannot he ; 

And hither come, sped on the charmed winds, 

Which meet from all the points of heaven, as bees 

From every flower atrial Enna feeds. 

At their known island-homes in Himera, 

The echoes of the human world, which tell 

Of the low voice of love, almost unheard. 

And dove-eyed pity s murmured pain, and music, 

Itself the echo of the heart, and all 

That tempers or improves man's life, now free ; 

And lovely apparitions, dim at first. 

Then radiant, as the mind, arising bright 

From the embrace of beauty, whence the forms 

Of which these are the phantoms, casts on them 

The gathered rays which are reality. 

Shall visit us, the progeny immortal 

Of Painting, Sculpture, and rapt Poesy, 

And arts, though unimagined, yet to be. 

The wandering voices and the shadows these 

Of all that man becomes, the mediators 

Of that best worship, love, by him and us [grow 

Given and returned ; s^ift shapes and sounds, which 

More fair and soft as man grows wise and kind. 

And veil by veil, evil and error fall : 

Such virtue has the cave and place around. 

ITurning to the tipmrr vr thk Hocm. 

For thee, fair Spirit, one toil remains. lone. 
Give her that curved shell, which Proteus old. 
Made Asia's nuptial boon, breathing within it 
A voice to be accomplished, and which thou 
Didst hide in grass under the hollow rock. 

lONE. 

Thou most desired Hour, more loved and lovely 
Than all thy sisters, this the mystic shell ; 
See the pale azure fading into silver 
Lining it with a soft yet glowing light : 
Looks it not like lulled music sleeping there f 
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SPIRIT. 

It aeenis in truth the fiurest shell of Ocean : 

Its sound most be at once both sweet and strange. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Go, borne orer the cities of mankind 
On whirlwind-footed coursers : once again 
Outspeed the sun around Uie orbed world ; 
And as thy chariot cleaves the kindling air, 
Thou breiUhe into the many-folded shell. 
Loosening its miffhty music ; it shall be 
As thunder minted with clear echoes : Uien 
Return ; and thou shalt dwell beside our cave. 

And thou, Mother Earth !~ 

THE EARTH. 

I hear, I feci ; 
Thy lips are on me, and thy touch runs down 
Even to the adamantine central eloom 
Along these marble nerves ; *tis life, *tis Joy, 
And, through my withered, old, and icy nrarae 
The warmtn of an immortal youth shoots down 
Girding. Henceforth the many children fair 
Folded in my sustaining arms ; all plants, 
And creeping forms, and insects rainbow-winged. 
And Hrds, and beasts, and fish, and human shapes. 
Which drew disease and pain from my wan bosom. 
Draining the poison of despair, shall take 
And interchange sweet nutriment ; to me 
Shan they becoisie Hke sister-antelopes 
By one fitir dam, snow-white and swift as wind. 
Nursed among lUiee near a brimming stream. 
The dew-mists of my sunless sleep shall float 
Under the stars like balm : night-folded flowers 
Shall suck unwithering hues in their repose : 
And men and beasts in happy dreams shall gather 
Strength for the coming day, and all its joy : 
And death shall be the last embrace of her 
Who takes the life she gave, even as a mother. 
Folding her child, says, ** Leave me not again." 

ASIA. 

Oh, mother I wherefore speak the name of death ! 
Cease they to love, and move, and breathe, and 
Who die! [speak, 

THE EARTH. 

It would avail not to reply : 
Thoa art immortal, and tins tongue is known 
But to the uncommunicating dead. 
Death is the veil which those who live call life : 
They sleep, and it is lifted : and meanwhile 
In mild variety the seasons mild 
With rainbow-skirted showers, and odorous winds. 
And Isng blue meteors cleansing the dull night. 
And the life-kindling shafts of the keen sun*s 
All-pierdng bow, and the dew-mingled rain 
Of the calm moonbeams, a soft influence mild. 
Shall dothe the forests and the fields, aye, even 
The crag-built deserts of the barren deep. 
With ever-Uving leaves, and fruits, and flowers. 
And thou ! There is a cavern where my spirit 
Was panted forth in anguish whilst thy pain 
Made my heart mad, and those that did inhale it 
Became mad too, and built a temple there. 
And spoke, and were oracular, and lured 
The erring nations round to mutual war. 
And fiuUilees fiuth, such as Jove kept with thee ; 
Which breath now rises, as amongst tall weeds 
A violet's ezhaktion, and it fills 
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With a sereuer light and crimson air 
Intense, yet soft, the rocks and woods around ; 
It feeds the quick growth of the serpent vine. 
And the dark linked ivy tangling wild. 
And budding, blown, or odour-faded blooms 
Which star uie winds with points of coloured light. 
As they rain through them, and bright golden globes 
Of frmt, suspended in their own green heaven. 
And through their veined leaves and amber steins 
The flowers whose purple and translucid bowls 
Stand ever mantling with atrial dew. 
The drink of spirits : and it circles round. 
Like the soft waving wings of noonday dreams. 
Inspiring calm and nappy thoucrhts, like mine. 
Now thou art thus restored. This cave is thine. 
Ansel Appear! 

lA Spoiit rUei in tht liheneu cfa ¥fingfd child. 

This is my torch-bearer ; 
Who let his lamp out in old time with gazing 
On eyes from which he kindled it anew 
With love, which is as fire, sweet daughter mine, 
For such is that within thine own. Run, wayward. 
And guide this company beyond the peak 
Of Bacchic Nysa, Mtenad-hauntod mountain. 
And beyond Indus and its tribute rivers. 
Trampling the torrent streams and glassy lakes 
With feet unwet, unwearied, undclaying. 
And up the green ravine, across the vale. 
Beside the windless and cr^'stalline pool. 
Where ever lies, on unerasing waves. 
The image of a temple, built above, 
Distinct with column, arch, and architrave. 
And palm-like capital, and over-wrought. 
And populous most with living imagery, 
Praxitelean shapes, whose marble smiles 
Fill the hushed air with everlasting love. 
It is deserted now, but once it bore 
Thy name, Prometheus ; there the emulous youths 
Bore to thy honour through the divine gloom 
The lamp which was thine emblem ; even as those 
Who bear the untransmitted torch of hope 
Into the grave, across the night of life. 
As thou hast borne it most triumphantly 
To this far goal of Time. Depart, farewell. 
Beside that temple is the destined cave. 



SCENE IV. 

A Fore$U In the Back-ffround a Cafft. Promrthsus, 
Asia, Pamthsa, Ions, and the Spirit or thjc Earth. 

lONE. 
Sister, it is not earthly : how it glides 
Under the leaves ! how on its head there bums 
A light, like a green star, whose emerald beams 
Are twined with its fair hair ! how, as it moves, 
The splendour drops in flakes upon the grass ! 
Knowest thou it ? 

PANTHEA. 

It is the delicate spirit 
That guides the earth through heaven. From a&r 
The populous constellations call that Ught 
The loveliest of the planets ; and sometimes 
It floats along the spray of the salt sea, 
Or makes its chariot of a foggy cloud. 
Or walks through fields or cities while men sleep. 
Or o'er the mountain tops, or down the rivers, 
Or through the green waste wilderness, as now. 
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W iiitv ! iii^ .it :U1 ii ic<Mk Bt'fore JoYe reigned 
1 1 !v>M .1 .ur >iii(cr AsutmiUil it came 
K.4^ 1i -cUuic hour lv» drink the liquid light 
\h\\ N-nwv s-'Vi-is tW which it said it thirsted 
V • Kill- )iii b\ » dkiwais ^"^ ^^^^ ^^^ 
U iti.i^v ill* chitdiaii roufidence, and told her 
\\\ ii \tikd kik^kwu or seen, for it saw much, 
\ 1 1 iilK ixNiMtnod what it saw ; and called her, 
l'\u- ^hotuv it Mprung it knew not, nor do I, 
Viiiihi'Vt Ui>ar mother. 

iiiK Mi'iKiT OF THE EARTH (runtiing to Asia). 

Mother, dearest mother ; 
M»^ 1 then talk with thee as I was wont! 
Mny 1 then hide my eyes in thy soft arms, 
Aftor thy looks have made them tired of joy! 
May I tlicn play beside thee the long noons, • 
When work is none in the bright silent air! 

ASTA. 

I love thee, gentlest being ! and henceforth 
C-an cherish thee unenvied. Speak, I pray : 
Thy simple talk once solaced, now delights. 

SPIRIT OF THE EARTH. 

Mother, I am grown wiser, though a child 
Cannot be wise like thee, within this day ; 
And happier too ; happier and wiser both, [worms. 
Thou knowest that toads, and snakes, and loathly 
And venomous and malicious beasts, and boughs 
Tliat bore ill berries in the woods, were ever 
A hindrance to my walks o'er the green world : 
And that, among the haunts of humankind. 
Hard-featured men, or with proud, angry looks, 
Or cold, staid gait, or false and hollow smiles. 
Or the dull sneer of self-loved ignorance, 
Or other such foul masks, with which ill thoughts 
Hide that fair being whom wc spirits call man ; 
And women too, ugliest of all things evil, 
(Though fair, even in a world where thou art fair. 
When good and kind, free and sincere like thee). 
When false or frowning made me sick at heart 
To pass them, though they slept, and I unseen. 
Well, my path Utely lay through a great city 
Into the woody hills surrounding it ; 
A sentinel was sleeping at the gate : 
When there was heard a sound, so loud, it shook 
The towers amid the moonlight, yet more sweet 
Than any voice but thine, sweetest of all ; 
A long, long sound, as it would never end : 
And all the inhabitants leapt suddenly 
Out of their rest, and gathered in the streets. 
Looking in wonder up to Heaven, while yet 
The music pealed along. I hid myself 
Within a fountain in the public square. 
Where I lay like the reflex of the moon 
Seen in a wave under grt^en leaves ; and soon 
Those ugly human shapes and visages 
Of which I spoke as having wrought me pain. 
Past floating through tlie air, and fading still 
Into the winds that scattered them ; and those 
From whom they past seemed mild and lovely forms 
After some foul disguise had fallen, and all 
Were somewhat changed, and after brief surprise 
And greetings of delighted wonder, all 
Went to their sleep again : and when the dawn 
Came, wouldst thou think that toads, and snakes. 
Could e'er be beautiful \ yet so they were, [and efts. 
And that with little change of shape or hue : 
All things had put tlieir evil nature off: 



I cannot tell my joy, when o'er a lake 

Upon a drooping bough with nightshade twined^ 

I saw two azure halcyons clinging downward 

And thinning one bright banco of amber berries, 

With quick long beaks, and in the deep there laj 

Those lovely forms imaged as in a sky ; 

So with my thoughts fall of these happy change^ 

We meet again, the happiest change of alL 

ASIA. 

And never will we part, till thy diaste nster 
Who guides the frozen and inconstant moon 
Will look on thy more warm and equal light 
Till her heart thaw like flakes of AprU snow. 
And love thee. 

SPIRIT OF THE RARTH. 

What! as Asia loves Prometheiist 

ASIA. 

Peace, wanton ! then art yet not old enovi^ 
Think ye by gazing on eaich others eves 
To multiply your lovely selves, and fill 
With sphered fires the interinnar air I 

SPIRIT OP THE RARTH. 

Nay, mother, while my sister trims her lamp 
'TIS hard 1 diould go darkling. 

ASIA. 

Listen; look! 
The Spirit of the Hour enten. 

PROMETHEUS. 

We feel what thou hast heard and seen : yet apeak. 

SPIRIT OF THE HOUR. 

Soon as the sound had ceased whose thnnder fiDed 
The ab^'sses of the sky and the wide earth. 
There was a change : the impalpable thin air 
And the all-circling sunlight were transformed. 
As if the sense of love, dissolved in them. 
Had folded itself round the sphered world. 
My vision then grew clear, and I could see 
Into the mysteries of the universe : 
Dizzy as with delight I floated down. 
Winnowing the lightsome air with languid plmoies, 
My coursers sought their birth-pUiee in the snn, 
Where they henceforth will live exempt from toll. 
Pasturing flowers of vegetable fire. 
And where my moonlike car will stand within 
A temple, gazed upon by Phidian forms 
Of thee, and Asia, and the Earth, and me. 
And you fair nymphs, looking the love we feel ; 
In memory of the tidings it has borne ; 
Beneath a dome fretted with graven flowers. 
Poised on twelve columns of resplendent stone. 
And open to the bright and liquid sky. 
Yoked to it by an amphisbienic snake 
The likeness of those winged steeds will mock 
The flight from which they find repose. Alas, 
Whither has wandered now my partial tongue 
When all remains untold which ye would hear! 
As I have said, I floated to the earth : 
It was, as it is still, the pain of bliss 
To move, to breathe, to be ; I wandering went 
Among the haunts and dwellings of mankind. 
And first was disai)poiuted not to see 
Such mighty change, as I had felt within. 
Expressed in outward things ; but soon I looked. 
And behold, thrones were kingless, and men walk^ 
One with the other even as spirits do. 
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None fiiwoed, none trampled ; hate, disdain, or fear 
Self-love or self-eontempt, on human brows 
No more inscri^, as o'er the gate of hell, 
* All hope abandon ye who enter here f* 
None frown'd, none trembled, none with eager fear 
Gazed on another's eye of cold command. 
Until the subject of a tyrant's will 
Became, worse fate, the abject of his own. 
Which spurred him, likean outspent horse, to death. 
None wrought his lips in truth-entangling lines 
Which smiled the lie his tongue disdained to speak ; 
None, with firm sneer, trod out in his own heart 
The iparks of love and hope till there remained 
Those bitter ashes, a soul self-consumed. 
And the wretch crept a vampire* among men, 
Infectinff all with hiJB own hideous ill ; 
None taUced that common, iiEUse, cold, hollow talk 
Whidi makes the heart deny the yn it breathes, 
Yet question that unmeant hvpocrisy 
With such a self-mistrust as has no name. 
And women, too, frank, beautiful, and kind 
As the free heaven which rains fr^h light and dew 
On the wide earth, past ; gentle radiant forms. 
From custom's evil taint exempt and pure ; 
Speaking the wisdom once they could not think. 
Inking emotions once they feared to feel. 
And changed to all which once they dared not be. 
Yet being now, made earth like heaven ; nor pride. 
Nor jealousy, nor envy, nor ill-shame, 
The bitterest of those cbrops of treasured gall. 
Spoilt the sweet taste of the nepenthe, love. 

Thrones, altars, judgment seats, and prisons; 

wherein. 
And beside which, by wretched men were borne 
Sceptres, tiaras, swords, and chains, and tomes 
Of reasoned wrong, glozed on by ignorance, 
Were like those monstrous and barbaric shapes. 



The ghosts of a no more remembered fame. 
Which, frt>m their unworn obelisks, look forth 
In triumph o'er the palaces and tombs [round 
Of those who were their conquerors : mouldering 
Those imaged to the pride of kings and priests, 
A dark yet mighty faith, a power as wide 
As is the world it wasted, and are now 
But an astonishment ; even so the tools 
And emblems of its last captivity, 
Amid the dwellings of the peopled earth. 
Stand, not o'erthrown, but unregarded now. 
And those foul shapes, abhorred by god and man. 
Which, under many a name and many a form. 
Strange, savage, ghastly, dark, and execrable. 
Were Jupiter, the tyrant of the world ; 
And which the nations, panic-stricken, served 
With blood, and hearts broken by long hope, and 
Dragged to his altars soiled and garlandless, [love 
And shun among men's unreclamiine tears, [hate. 
Flattering the thing they feared, which fear was 
Frown, mouldering fast, o'er their abandoned 

shrines : 
The painted veil, by those who were, called life. 
Which mimickM, as with colours idly spread. 
All men believed and hoped, is torn aside ; 
The loathsome mask has fallen, the man remains 
Sceptreless, free, uncircumscribed, but man 
Equal, unclassed, tribeless, and nationless. 
Exempt from awe, worship, degree, the king 
Over himself; just, gentle, wise : but man 
Passionless ; no, vet free from guilt or pain. 
Which were, for his will made or suffered them. 
Nor yet exempt, though ruling them like slaves. 
From chance, and death, and mutability. 
The clogs of that which else mieht oversoar 
The loftiest star of unascended neaven. 
Pinnacled dim in the intense inane. 

END OF THE THIRD ACT. 



ACT IV. 



%aBKm^-^A part of Ou Forest near the Cave of Phomkthkvs. 
Pajitbsa and Ionb are sleeping : thep awaken gradually 
during (Jujtrst Song. 

VOICB OF UNSEEN SPIRITS. 

The pale stars are gone ! 
For tiie sun, their swift shepherd 
To their folds them compelUng, 
In the depths of the dawn. 
Hastes, in meteor-eclipsine array, and they flee 
Beyond his blue dwelling. 
As fawns flee the leopard, ^ 

But where are ye 1 

A Train qfdark Forms and Shadows passes bp cor\/iisedlj/ 

singing. 

Here, oh! here: 

We bear the bier 
Of the Father of many a cancelled year ! 

Spectres we 

Of the dead Hours be. 
We bear time to his tomb in eternity. 

Strew, oh ! strew 
Hair, not yew! 



Wet the dusty pall with tears, not dew ! 

Be the faded flowers 

Of Death's bare bowers 
Spread on the corpse of the King of Hours ! 

Haste, oh, haste ! 

As shades are chased, 
Trembling, by day, from heaven's blue waste. 

We melt away. 

Like dissolving spray, 
From the children of a ^viner day. 

With the lullaby 

Of winds that die 
On the bosom of their own harmony ! 

lONB. 

What dark forms were they ! 

PANTHEA. 

The past Hours weak and grey. 
With the spoil which their toil 

Raked together 
From the conquest but One could foil. 



lONE. 



Have they past ! 
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PA19THBA. 

They have past ; 
They outspeeded the blast, 
While 'tis said, they are fled : 

lONB. 

Whither, oh ! whither? 

PANTHEA. 

To the dark, to the past, to the dead. 

TOICE OF UNSEEN SPIRITS. 

Bright clouds float in heaven, 
Dew-stars gleam on earth. 
Waves assemble on ocean. 
They are gathered and driven 
By the storm of delight, by the panic of glee I 
They shake with emotion. 
They dance in their mirth. 
But where are ye f 

The pine boughs are singing 
Old songs with new gladness, 
The billows and fountains 
Fresh music are flinging. 
Like the notes of a spirit from land and from 
The storms mock the mountains 
With the thunder of gladness, 
But where are ye 1 

lONE. 

What charioteers are these t 

PANTHEA. 

Where are their chariots! 



SEMICHORUS OF HOURS. 

The voice of the Spirits of Air and of Earth 
Have drawn back the figured curtain of sleep 
Which covered our being and darkened our birth 
In the deep. 

A VOICE. 

In the deep ? 

SEMICHORUS II. 

{ Oh ! below the deep. 

SEMICHORUS I. 

A hundred ages we had been kept 
Cradled in visions of hate and care, 
And each one who waked as his brother slept. 
Found the truth — 

SEMICHORUS II. 

Worse than his visions were ! 

SEMICHORUS I. 

We have heard the lute of Hope in sleep ; 
We have known the voice of Love in dreams. 
We have felt the wand of Power, and leap^ 

SEMICHORUS II. 

As the billows leap in the morning beams ! 

CHORUS. 

Weave the dance on the floor of the breeze. 
Pierce with song heaven's silent light. 

Enchant the day Uiat too swiftly flees, 
To check its flight ere the cave of night. 

Once the hungiy Hours were hounds 

Which chased the day like a bleeding deer. 

And it limped and stumbled with many wounds 
Through the nightly dells of the desert year. 



But now, oh I weave the mystie measure 
Of music, and dance, and shapes of li^ity 

Let the Hours, and the spirit^ of might and 
pleasure. 
Like the clouds and sonbeame, miite. 



▲ VOICB. 

Unite. 

PANTHEA. 

See, where the Spirits of the homan mind 
Wrapt in sweet sounds, as in brigbt 
approach. 



CHORUS OF SPUUIS. 

We join the throns 

Of the dance and Uie sonff. 
By the whirlwind of gladness bome along ; 

As the flying-fish leap 

From the Indian deep. 
And mix with the sea-birds half-asleq^. 

CHORUS OF HOURS* 

Whence come ye, so wild and so fleet. 
For sandals of lightning are on vour feet^ 
And your wings are son and swift as thoog^t. 
And your eyes are as love which is veiled not I 

CHORUS OF SPIRITS. 

We come from the mind 

Of human kind. 
Which was late so dusk, and obscene, and blind; 

Now 'tis an ocean 

Of clear emotion, 
A heaven of serene and mighty motion. 

From that deep abyss 
Of wonder and bliss. 
Whose caverns are crystal palaces ; 
From those skiey towers 
Where Thought's crowned powers 
Sit watching your dance, ye happy Hours ! 

From the dim recesses 

Of woven caresses. 
Where lovers catch ye by your loose tresses ; 

From the azure isles. 

Where sweet Wisdom smiles. 
Delaying your ships with her syren wiles. 

From the temples high 

Of Man's ear and eye. 
Roofed over Sculpture and Poesy ; 

From the murmurings 

Of the unsealed springs 
Where Science bedews his Daedal wings. 

Years after years. 

Through blood, and tears, 
And a thick hell of hatreds, and hopes, and fears; 

We waded and flew, 

And the islets were few 
Where the bud-blighted flowers of happiness 
grew. 

Our feet now, every palm. 

Are sandalled with calm. 
And the dew of our wings is a rain of balm ; 

And, beyond our eyes. 

The human love ties. 
Which makes all it gazes on Paradise. 



1 

■J 

i 

a 

A 



PROMETHEUS UNBOUND. 



121 



OBORUS OP SraUTS AKD HOUBS. 

iroATe the web of the mystic measure ; 
» depths of the sky and the ends of the eurth, 
swift Spirits of might and of pleasure, 
ianee and the music of mirth, 
» wares of a thousand streams rush by 
oeean of qilendour and harmony ! 

CHORUS OP SPIRITS. 

or tpoil is won, 

or task is done, 

•e free to'dive, or soar, or run ; 

leyond and around, 

r within the bound 

1 clips the world with darkness round. 

^e^l pass the eyes 

f the starry skies 

be hoar deep to colonize : 

»eath. Chaos, and Night, 

"rom the sound of our flight, 

See, like mist frtwn a tempest's might. 

jod Earth, Air, and Light, 

Jid the Spirit of Might, 

1 drives round the stars in their fiery flight ; 

jid LoYO, Thought, and Breath, 

he powers that quell Death, 

erer we soar shiUl assemble beneath. 

jod our singing shall build 
u the void's loose field 
'Id for the Spirit of Wisdom to wield ; 
ITe will take our plan 
"rom the new world of man 
work shall be called the Promethean. 

CHORUS OF HOURS. 

ak the dance, and scatter the song ; 
some depart, and some remain. 

SEMICHORUS I. 

f beyond heaven, are driven along : 

SEMICHORUS II. 

the enchantments of earth retain : 

SEMICHORUS I. 

s, and rapid, and fierce, and free, 

9 Spirits which build a new earth and sea, 

eaven where yet heaven could never be. 

SEMICHORUS II. 

and slow, and serene, and bright, 
the Day, and outspeeding the Night, 
9 powers of a world of perfect light. 

SEMICHORUS I. 

1, sing^gloud, round the gathering sphere, 
xees, and the beasts, and the clouds appear 
I chaos made calm by love, not fear. 

SEMICHORUS II. 

rde the ocean and mountains of earth, 
happy forms of its death and birth 
to the music of our sweet mirth. 

CHORUS OF HOURS AND SPIRITS. 

the dance, and scatter the song, 

some depart, and some remain, 

ever we fly we lead along 

shes, like star-beams, soft yet strong, 

clouds thatare heavy with love'ssweet rain. 



PAMTHBA. 

Ha ! they are gone I 

lONB. 

Yet feel you no delight 
From the past sweetness ! 

PANTHSA. 

As the bare green hill 
When some soft cloud vanishes into rain, 
Lauehs with a thousand drops of sunny water 
To the unpavilioned sky ! 

lONB. 

Even whilst we speak 
New notes arise. What is that awful sound ! 

PAMTHKA. 

'Tis the deep music of the rolling worid. 
Kindling within the strings of the waved air 
iEolian modulations. 

lONE. 

Listen too. 
How every pause is filled with under-notes, 
Clear, silver, icv, keen awakening tones. 
Which pierce the sense, and live within the soul, 
As the sharp stars pierce winter's crystal air 
And gaze upon themselves within the sea. 

PANTHEA. 

But see where, through two openings in the forest 
Which hanging branches overcanopy. 
And where two runnels of a rivulet. 
Between the close moss, violet inwoven. 
Have made their path of melody, like sisters 
Who part with sighs that they may meet in smiles, 
Tuminff their dear disunion to an isle 
Of lovely grief, a wood of sweet sad thoughts ; 
Two visions of strange radiance float upon 
The ocean-like enchantment of strong sound, 
Which flows intenser, keener, deeper vet 
Under the ground and through the wmdless air. 

lONE. 

I see a chariot like that thinnest boat 

In which the mother of the months is borne 

By ebbing night into her western cave, 

When she upsprings from interlunar dreams, 

O'er which is curbed an orblike canopy 

Of gentle darkness, and the hills and woods 

Distinctly seen through that dusk airy veil. 

Regard Uke shapes in an enchanter's glass ; 

Its wheels are solid clouds, azure and gold. 

Such as the genii of the thunder-storm 

Pile on the floor of the illumined sea 

When the sun rushes under it ; they roll 

And move and grow as with an inward wind ; 

Within it sits a winged infant, white 

Its countenance, like the whiteness of bright snow. 

Its plumes are as feathers of sunny frost. 

Its limbs gleam white, through the wind-flowing 

folds 
Of its white robe, woof of eetherial pearl. 
Its hair is white, the brightness of white light 
Scattered in strings ; yet its two eyes are heavens 
Of liquid darkness, which the Deity 
Within seems pouring, as a storm is poured 
From jagged clouds, out of their arrowy lashes, 
Tempering the cold and radiant air around, 
With fire that is not brightness ; in its hand 
It sways a quivering moou-beam, from whose point 
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A guiding power directs the chariot's prow 
Over its wheeled clouds, which as they roll 
Over the grass, and flower8,and waves, wake sounds, 
Sweet as a singing rain of silver dew. 

PANTHEA. 

And from the other opening in the wood 

Rushes, with loud and whirlwind harmony, 

A sphere, which is as many thousand spheres. 

Solid as crystal, yet through all its mass 

Flow, as through empty space, music and light : 

Ten thousand orbs involvmg and involved. 

Purple and azure, white, green and golden, 

Sphere within sphere ; and every space between 

Peopled with unimaginable shapes. 

Such as ghosts dream dwell in the lampless deep. 

Yet each inter-transpicuous, and they whirl 

Over each other with a thousand motions. 

Upon a thousand sightless axles spinning. 

And with the force of self-destroying swiftness, 

Intensely, slowly, solemnly, roll on. 

Kindling with mingled sounds, and many tones, 

Intelligible words and music wild. 

With mighty whirl the multitudinous orb 

Grinds the bright brook into an azure mist 

Of elemental subtlety, like light ; 

And the wild odour of the forest flowers. 

The music of the Uving grass and air. 

The emerald light of leaf-entangled beams 

Round its intense yet self- conflicting speed. 

Seem kneaded into one aSrial mass 

Which drowns the sense. Within the orb itself, 

Pillowed upon its alabaster arms. 

Like to a child overwearied with sweet toil. 

On its own folded wings, and wavy hair. 

The Spirit of the E^rm is laid asleep » 

And you can see its little lips are moving. 

Amid the changing light of their own smiles. 

Like one who talks of what he loves in dream. 

lONE. 

'Tis only mocking the orb's harmony. 

PANTHEA. 

And from a star upon its forehead, shoot. 
Like swords of azure Are, or golden spears 
With tyrant-quelling mjTtle overtwined, 
Embleming heaven and earth united now. 
Vast beams like spokes of some invisible wheel 
Which whirl as the orb whirls, swifter than thought, 
(filing the abyss with sun-like lightnings, 
And perpendicular now, and now transverse, 
Pierce the dark soil, and as they pierce and pass. 
Make bare the secrets of the earth's deep heart ; 
Infinite mine of adamant and gold, 
Valueless stones, and unimagined gems. 
And caverns on cr^'stalline columns poised 
With vegetable silver overspread ; 
Wells of uiifathomed Are, and water springs 
Whence the great sea, even as a child is fed, [tops 
Whose vapours clothe earth's monarch mountain- 
With kingly, ermine snow. The beams flash on 
And make appear the melancholy ruins 
Of cancelled cycles ; anchors, beaks of ships ; 
Planks turned to marble ; quivers, helms, and spears. 
And gorgon-headed targes, and the wheels 
Of scj-thed chariots, and the emblazonry 
Of trophies, standards, and armorial beasts, 
Round which death laughed, sepulchred emblems 
Of dead destruction, ruin within ruin ! 
The wrecks beside of many a city vast. 



Whose population which the etrth grew orer 
Was morUd, but not human ; see, uiey lie 
Their monstrous works, and nncoath skektcms. 
Their statues, homes and fimes ; prodig;ioii8 alines 
Huddled in grey annihilation, qilit, 
Jammed in uie hard, black deep ; and orer t h es e. 
The anatomies of ui^own willed things, 
And flshes which were isles of uving scale, 
And serpents, bony chains, twisted around 
The iron crags, or within heaps of dost 
To which the tortuous strength of their last psngs 
Had crushed the iron crags ; and over these 
The jaeged alligator, and the mi^t 
Of earui-convukung behemoth, which onee 
Were monarch beasts, and on the slimir shorei^ 
And weed-overgrown continents of eartn. 
Increased and multiplied like summer worms 
On an abandoned corpse, till the blue globe 
Wrapt deluge round it like a cloke, and they 
Yelled, gas^, and were abolished ; or some God 
Whose uirone was in a comet, past, and cried. 
Be not 1 And like my words they weie no more. 

THE BABTH. 

The joy, the triumph, the deh'gfat, the madness ! 

The boundless, ovi^owing, bursting gladness, 

The vaporous exultation not to be confined I 
Ha 1 ha ! the animation of delight 
Which wraps me, like an atmosphere of liglity 

And bears me as a cloud is borne by its own wind. 

THE MOON. 

Brother mine, calm wanderer, 

Happy globe of land and air. 
Some Spirit is darted like a beam from tfaee, 

Which penetrates my frozen frame. 

And passes with the warmth of flame. 
With love, and odour, and deep melody 

Through me, through me ! 

THE EARTH. 

Ha ! ha ! the caverns of my hollow mountains. 
My cloven fire-crags, sound-exulting fountains. 
Laugh with a vast and inextinguishable laughter. 
The oceans, and the deserts, and the abysses. 
And the deep air's unmeasured wildernesses. 
Answer from all their clouds and billows, echoing 
after. 

They cry aloud as I do. Sceptred corse, 
Who all our green and azure universe 
Threatenedst to mufile round with bUck destroc- 
tion, sending 
A solid cloud to rain hot thunder-stones. 
And splinter and knead down my children's bones. 
All I bring forth, to one void mass battering and 
blending. 

Until each crag-like tower, and storied column. 
Palace, and obelisk, and temple solemn, 

My imperial mountains crowned with cloud, and 
snow, and fire ; 
My sea-like forests, every blade and blossom 
Which finds a grave or cradle in my bosom. 

Were stamped by Siy strong hate into a lifeless mire. 

Ho w art thou sunk,withdrawn, covered, dronk op 
By thirsty nothing, as the brackish cup 

Drained by a desert-troop, a little drop for all ; 
And from beneath, around, within, above. 
Filling thy void annihilation, love [balL 

Bursts in like light on caves cloven by the thunder- 
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THE MOON. 

The snow upon my lifeless mountains 

Is loosened mto living fountains, 
My solid oceans flow, and sing, and shine : 

A spirit from my heart bunts forth. 

It clothes with unexpected birth 
My cold bare bosom : Oh ! it must be thine 
On mine, on mine ! 

Gazing on thee I feel, I know, 

Greenstalks burst forUi,and bright flowers grow. 
And living shapes upon my bosom move : 

Music is in the sea and air, 

Winged clouds soar here and there. 
Dark with the rain new buds are dreaming of : 
Tis love, all love 1 

THE EARTH. 

It interpenetrates my granite mass. 

Through tangled roots and trodden clay doth pass, 

Into the utmost leaves and delicatest flowers ; 
Upon the winds, among the clouds *tis spread, 
It wakes a life in Uie forgotten dead, [bowers. 

They breathe a spirit up from their obscurest 

And like a storm bursting its cloudy prison 
With thunder, and with whirlwind, has arisen 
Out of the lampless caves of unimagined being : 
With earthquake shock and swiftness making 

shiver 
Thought's stagnant chaos, unremovcd for ever, 
Till hate, and fear, and pain, light-vanquished 
shadows, fleeing. 

Leave Man, who was a many-sided mirror. 
Which could distort to many a shape of error. 

This true fiur world of things, a sea reflecting love; 
Which over all his kind, as the sun's heaven 
Gliding o'er ocean, smooth, serene, and even 

Darting from starry depths radiance and light, 
doth move. 

Leave Man, even as a leprous child is left, 
Who follows a sick beast to some warm cleft 

Of rocks, through which the might of healing 
springs is poured ; 
Then when it wanders home with rosv smile. 
Unconscious, and its mother fears awhile 

It is a tipini, then, weeps on her child restored. 

Man, oh, not men ! a chain of linked thought, 
Of love and might to be divided not. 

Compelling the elements with adamantine stress ; 
As the sun rules, even with a tyrant's gaze, 
The unquiet republic of the maze [wilderness. 

Of planets, struggling fierce towards heaven's free 

Man, one harmonious soul of many a soul. 

Whose nature is its own divine control, 
Where 'all things flow to all, as rivers to the sea ; 

Familiar acts are beautiful through love ; 

Labour, and pain, and grief, in life's green grove 
Sport like tame beasts, none knew how gentle they 
could be ! 

His will, with all mean passions, bad delights, 
And selfish cares, its trembling satellites, 
A spirit ill to guide, but mighty to obey, 

laas a tempest- winged ship, whose helm [whelm, 
Love rules, through waves which dare not over- 
Forcing life's wildest eJiores to own its sovereign sway. 



All things confess his strenp^th. Through the cold 
Of nmrble and of colour his dreams paas; [mass 
Bright threads whence mothers weave the robes 
their children wear ; 
Language is a perpetual Orphic song. 
Which rules with Diedal harmony a throng 
Of thoughts and forms, which else senseless and 
shapeless were. 

The lightning is his slave ; heaven's utmost deep 

Gives up her stars, and ]ji.e a flock of sheep 
Thoy pass before his eye, are numbered and roll on ! 

The tempest is his steed, he strides the air ; 

And the abyss shouts from her depth laid bare. 
Heaven, hast thou secrets 1 Man unveils me ; I 
liave none. 

THE MOON. 

The shadow of white death has past 

From my path in heaven at last, 
A clinging shroud of solid frost and sleep ; 

And through my newly-woven bowers, 

Wander happy paramours. 
Less mighty, but as mild as those who keep 
Thy vales more deep. 

THE EARTH. 

As the dissolving warmth of dawn may fold 
A half unfrozen dew-globe, green, and gold. 

And crystalline, till it becomes a winged mist, 
And wanders up the vault of the blue day. 
Outlives the noon, and on the sun's last ray 

Hangs o'er the sea, a fleece of fire and amethyst. 

THE MOON. 

Thou art folded, thou art lying 

In the light which is undoing 
Of thine own joy, and heaven's smile divine ; 

All suns and constellations shower 

On thee a light, a life, a power 
Which doth array thy sphere ; thou pourest thine 
On mine, on mine ! 

THE EARTH. 

I spin beneath my pyramid of night. 

Which points intothe heavens dreaming delight. 

Murmuring victorious ioy in my enchanted sleep ; 
As a youth lulled in love-dreams faintly sighing. 
Under the shadow of his beauty lying. 

Which round his rest a watch of light and warmth 
doth keep. 

THE MOON. 

As in the soft and sweet eclipse. 

When soul meets soul on lovers' lips, 
High hearts are calm, and brightest eyee are dull; 

So, when thy shadow falls on roe. 

Then am I mute and still, by thee 
Covered ; of thy love. Orb most beautiful. 

Full, oh, too full ! 

Thou art speeding round the sun, 
Brightest world of many a one ; 
Green and azure sphere which shinest 
With a Ught which is divinest 
Among all the lamps of Heaven 
To whom life and light is given ; 
I, thy crystal paramour. 
Borne beside thee by a power 
Like the polar Paradise, 
Magnet-like, of lovers' eyes ; 
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1, a most enamoured maiden, 

Whofle weak brain is overladen 

With the pleasure of her love, 

Maniac-like around thee move 

Gazing, an insatiate bride. 

On thy form from every side. 

Like a Msenad, round the cup 

Which Agave lifted up 

In the weird Cadmaean forest. 

Brother, wheresoe'er thou soarest 

I must hurry, whirl and follow 

Through the heavens wide and hollow. 

Sheltered by the warm embrace 

Of thy soul from hungry space, 

Drinking from thy sense and sight 

Beauty, majesty, and might, 

As a lover or cameleon 

Grows like what it looks upon, 

As a violet's gentle eye 

Gazes on the azure sky 
Until its hue grows like what it beholds. 

As a grey and watery mist 

Glows like solid amethyst 
Athwart the western mountain it enfolds 

When the sunset sleeps 
Upon its snow. 

THE EARTH. 

And the weak dav weeps 
That it should be so. 
O gentle Moon, the voice of thy delight 
Fails on me like thy clear and tender light 
Soothing the seaman, borne the swnmur night 

Through isles for ever calm ; 
O gentle Moon, thy crystal accents pierce 
The caverns of my pride's deep universe. 
Charming the tiger joy, whose tramplings fierce 

Made wounds which need thy balm. 

PANTHEA. 

I rise as from a bath of sparkling water, 
A bath of azure light, among dark rockf^ 
Out of the stream of sound. 

lONE. 

Ah me ! sweet sister. 
The stream of sound has ebbed away from us. 
And you pretend ta rise out of its wave. 
Because your words fall like the clear soft dew 
Shaken from a bathing wood-nymph*s limbs and 
hair. 

PANTHEA. 

Peace, peace! a mighty Power, which is as darkness. 
Is rising out of Earth, and from the sky 
Is showered like night, and from within the air 
Bursts, like eclipse which had been gathered up 
Into the pores of sunlight : the bright vioions, 
Wherein the singing spirits rode and shone. 
Gleam like pale meteors through a watery night. 

lONE. 

There is a sense of words upon mine ear. 

PANTHEA. 

A universal sound like words : Oh, list ! 

DEMOOOROON. 

Thou, Earth, calm empire of a happy soul. 
Sphere of divhiest shapes and harmonies. 

Beautiful orb ! gathering as thou dost roll 
The love which paves thy path along the skies : 



THE EARTH. 

I hear : I am as a drop of dew that dies. 

DEMOGOROON. 

Thou Moon, which ^azest on the nightly Earth 
With wonder, as it gazes upon thee ; 

Whilst each to men, and beasts, and the swift birth 
Of birds, is beauty, love, calm, harmony : 

THE MOON. 

I hear : I am a leaf shaken by thee t 

DEMOOOROON. 

Ve kings of suns and stars ! Deemons and Gods, 

iEtherial Dominations ! who possess 
Elysian, windless, fortunate abodes 

Beyond Heaven's constellated wilderness : 

A VOICE FROM ABOVE. 

Our great Republic hears ; we are blest and bless. 

DEMOGOROON. 

Ye happy dead ! whom beams of brightest verse 
Are clouds to hide, not colours to portray. 

Whether your nature is that universe 
Which once ye saw and suffered — 

A VOICE FROM BENEATH. 

Or as they 
Whom we have left, we change and pass away. 

DEMOOOROON. 

Ye elemental Genii, who have homes 

From man's high mind even to the central stooe 
Of sullen lead ; from Heaven's star-fretted domes 

To the dull weed some sea-worm battens on : 

A CONFUSED VOICE. 

We hear : thy words waken Oblivion. 

DEMOOOROON. 

Spirits ! whose homes are flesh : ye beasts and birds, 
Ye worms and fish ; ye living leaves and buds ; 

Lightning and wind ; and ye untameable herds. 
Meteors and mists, which throng air's solitudes. 

A VOICE. 

Thy voice to us is wind among still woods. 

DEMOOOROON. 

Man, who wert once a despot and a slave ; 

A dupe and a deceiver ; a decay ; 
A traveller from the cradle to the grave 

Through the dim night of this immortal day : 

ALL. 

Speak ! thy strong words may never pass away. 

DEMOOOROON. 

This the day, which down the void ab^-sm 
At the Earth-bom's spell yawns for Heaven's des- i 
potism. 

And Conquest is dragged captive through the 
deep; 
Love, from its awful throne of patient power 
In the wise heart, from tlie last giddy hour 

Of dread endurance, from the slippery, steep, 
And narrow verge of crag-like agony, springs 
And folds over the world its healing wings. 
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GcntkneBB, Virtue, Wisdom, and Endurance, 
TboM are the seals of that most firm assurauce 

Which bars the pit over Destruction's strength; 
And if, with infirm hand, Eternity, 
Mother of many acts and hours, should free 

The serpent that would clasp her with his 
length. 
These are the spells by which to re^assume 
An empire o'er the disentangled doom. 



To suffer woes which Hope thinks infinite ; 
To forffive wrongs darker than death or night ; 

To defy Power, which seems omnipotent ; 
To love and bear ; to hope till Hope creates 
From its own wreck the thing it contemplates : 

Neither to change, nor faulter, nor repent ; 
This, like thy glory, Titan ! is to be 
Good, great and joyous, beautiful and free ; 
This is alone Life, Joy, Empire, and Victory I 



NOTE ON THE PROMETHEUS UNBOUND. 



BV THE EDITOR. 



On the 12th of March, 1818, Shelley quitted 
England, never to return. His principal motive 
was the hope that his health would be improved by 
a milder climate ; he suffered veri* much during 
the winter previous to his emigration, and this 
decided his vacillating purpose. In December, 
1817, he had written from Marlow to a friend, 
saving :— 

^'My health has been materially worse. My 
feelings at intervals are of a deadly and torpid 
kind, or awakened to such a state of unnatural and 
keen excitement, that only to instance the organ 
of sight, I find the very blades of grass and the 
boughs of distant trees present themselves to me 
with microscopic distinctness. Towards evening I 
sink into a state of lethargy and inanimation, and 
often remain for hours on the sofa between sleep 
and waking, a prey to the most painful irritability 
of thought. Such, with little intermission, is my 
condition. The hours devoted to study are 
selected with vigilant caution from among these 
periods of endurance. It is not for this that I 
think of travelling to Italy, even if I knew that 
Italy would relieve me. But I have experienced a 
decisive pulmonary attack, and although at present 
it has passed away without any considerable vestige 
of its existence, yet this symptom sufficiently shows 
the true nature of my disease to be consumptive. 
It is to my advantage that this mahidy is in its 
nature slow, and, if one is sufficiently alive to its 
advances, is susceptible of cure from a warm 
climate. In the event of its assuming any decided 
shape, 1/ would be my duty to go to Italy without 
delay. It is not mere health, but life, that I 
should seek, and that not for my own sake ; 1 feel 



I am capable of trampling on all such 
but for the sake of those to whom my life may be 
a source of happiness, utility, security, and honour 
— and to some of whom my death might be all that 
is the reverse,*' 

In almost every respect his journey to Italy was 
advantageous. He left behind friends to whom he 
was attached, but cares of a thousand kinds, many 
springing from his lavish generosity, crowded 
round him in his native country : and, except the 
society of one or two friends, he had no compen- 
sation. The climate caused him to consume half 
his existence in helpless suffering. His dearest 
pleubure, the free enjoyment of the scenes of nature, 
was nuured by the same circumstance. 

He went direct to Italy, avoiding even Paris, 
and did not make any pause till he arrived at 
Milan. The first asiiect of Italy enchanted 
Shelley ; it seemed a garden of delight placed 
beneath a clearer and brighter heaven than any he 
had lived under before. He wrote long descriptive 
letters during the first year of his residence in 
Italy, which, as compositions, are the most beau- 
tiful in the world, and show how truly he i4>pre- 
ciated and studied the wonders of nature and art 
in that divine land. 

The poetical spirit within him speedily revived 
with all the power and with more than all the 
beauty of his first attempts. He meditated three 
subjects as the groundwork for lyrical Dramas. 
One was the story of Tasso ; of this a slight frag- 
ment of a song of Tasso remains. The other was 
one founded on the book of Job, which he never 
abandoned in idea, but of which no trace remains 
among his papers. The third was the *' Prometheus 
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rnbound." The Greek tragediaiis were now his 
inodt fff»"i1i*y companions in his wanderings, and 
the subliipe majesty of iEschylus filled him with 
wonder and delight. The father of Greek tragedy 
doee not possess the pathos of Sophocles, nor the 
Tari«»ty and tenderness of Euripides ; the interest 
on whirh ho founds his dramas is often elevated 
akH»v«» human vicissitudes into the mighty passions 
ami thriHM (»f gods and demigods — such fifiscinated 
th«) abstrat^t imagination of Shelley. 

We Hi^ent a month at Milan, visiting the Lake 
uf i\uuii during that interval. Thence we passed 
iu MUiHHWHion to Pisa, Leghorn, the Baths of Lucca, 
Vt»itic*e, Knte, Rome, Naples, and back again to 
liiiuus whither we returned early iu March 1819. 
l>uring all this time Shelley meditated the subject 
of his drama, and wrote portions of it Other 
poemH were composed during this interval, and 
while at the Bagni di Lucca he translated Plato's 
Hymposium. But though he diversified his studies, 
his thoughts centred in the '* Prometheus.*' At 
last, when at Rome, during a bright and beautiful 
si)ring, he gave up his whole time to the compo- 
sition. The spot selected for his study was, as he 
mentions in his preface, the mountainous ruins of 
the Baths of Caracalla. These are little known to the 
ordinary visitor at Rome. He describes them in 
a letter, with that poetry, and delicacy, and truth 
of description, which render his narrated im- 
pressions of scenery of unequalled beauty and 
intercHt. 

At first he completed the drama in three acts. 
It was not till several mouths after, when at 
Florence, that he conceived that a fourth act, a 
sort of hymn of rejoicing in the fulfilment of the 
prophecies with regard to Prometheus, ought to be 
added to complete the composition. 

The prominent feature of Shelley's theory of 
tlie destiny of the human specie was, that evil is 
not inlierent in the system of the creation, but an 
accident that might l>e expelled. Tliis also forms 
a portion of Christianity ; God made earth and 
man perfect, till he, by his fall, 

** Brought death into tho world and all our woe." 

Shelley believed that mankind had only to will 
that there should be no evil, and there would be 
none. It is not my part in thc»e notes to notice 
the arguments that have been urged against this 
opinion, but to mention the fact that he entertained 
it, and was indeed attached to it with fer\'ent 
enthusiasm. That man could be so perfectionized 
M to be able to expel evil from his own nature, 
and from the greater part of the creation, was the 
firdinal point of his system. And the subject he 



loved best to dwell on, was the image of One 
warring with the Evil Principle, oppressed not 
only by it, but by all, even the good, who were 
deluded into considering evil a neceseazy portioa 
of humanity. A victim full of fortitade and hope, 
and the spirit of triumph emanating from a relianoe 
in the ultimate onmipotence of good. Such he had 
depicted in his last poem, when he made Laon the 
enemy and the victim of tyrants. He now took a 
more idealized image of the same subject. He 
followed certain classical authorities in figuring 
Saturn as the goodjprinciple, Jupiter the usurping 
evil one, and Prometheus as the regenerator, who^ 
unable to bring mankind back to primitive inno- 
cence, used knowledge as a weapon to defeat evil, 
by leading mankind beyond the state wherein they 
are sinless through ignorance, to that in which 
they are virtuous through wisdom. Jupiter 
punished the temerity of the Titan by nhMnti^g him 
to a rock of Caucasus, and causing a vulture to 
devour his still renewed heart. There was a pro- 
phecy afloat in heaven portending the fall of Jove^ 
the secret of averting which was known only to 
Prometheus ; and the god offered freedom frt>m 
torture on condition of its being commonieated to 
him. According to the mythological story, this 
referred to the offspring of Thetis, who was des- 
tined to be greater than his father. Prometheus 
at last bought pardon for his crime of enriching 
mankind with his gifts, by revealing the prophecy. 
Hercules killed the vulture and set him free, 
and Thetis was married to Peleus, the faUier of 
Achilles. 

Shelley adapted the catastrophe of this story to 
his peculiar views. The son, greater than his 
father, bom of the nuptialv. of Jupiter and Thetis, 
was to dethrone Evil, and bring back a happier 
reign than that of Saturn. Prometheus defies the 
power of his enemy, and endures centuries of 
torture, till the hour arrives when Jove, blind to 
the real event, but darkly guessing that some great 
good to himself will flow, espouses Thetis. At the 
moment, the Primal Power of the world drives 
him from his usurped throne, and Strength, in the 
person of Hercules, liberates Humanity, tj-pified 
in Prometheus, from the tortures generated by 
evil done or suffered. Asia, one of the Oceanidcs, 
is the wife of Prometheus — she was, according to 
other mythological interpretations, the same as 
Venus and Nature. When the Benefactor of 
Mankind is liberated. Nature resumes the beauty 
of her prime, and is united to her husband, the 
emblem of the human race, in perfect and happy 
union. In the Fourth Act, the Poet gives further 
scope to his imagination, and idealizes tlie forms 
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of ereatioiiy sacfa as we know them, instead of such 
as they appeared to the Greeks. Maternal Earth, 
the nugfaty Parent, is superseded by the Spirit of 
the Earth — ^the guide of our Planet through the 
reafana of sky — ^while his fair and weaker com- 
panion and attendant, the Spirit of the Moon, 
reoMTes bliss from the annihilation of Evil in the 
superior sphere. 

SheDey deyelops, more particularly in the lyrics 
of this drama, his abstruse and imaginative theories 
with regard to the Creation. It requires a mind 
as subtle and penetrating as his own to understand 
the mystic meanings scattered throughout the 
poem. They elude the ordinary reader by their 
abstraetion and delicacy of distinction, but they 
are fiur from vague. It was his design to write 
prose metaphysical essays on the nattire of Man, 
whieh would have served to explain much of what 
is obscure in his poetry ; a few scattered frag- 
ments of observations and remarks alone remain. 
He eonsidered these philosophical views of mind 
and nature to be instinct with the intensest spirit 
of poetry. 

More popular poets clothe the ideal with 
famiKar and sensible imagery. Shelley loved to 
idealize the real — to gift the mechanism of the 
material universe with a soul and a voice, and to 
bestow such also on the most delicate and abstract 
emotions and thoughts of the mind. Sophocles 
was his great master in this species of imagery. 

I find in one of his manuscript books some 
remarks on a line in the (Edipus Tyrannus, which 
shows at once the critical subtlety of Shelley's 
mind, and explains his apprehension of those 
** minute and remote distinctions of feeling, 
whether relative to external nature or the living 
beings which surround us," which he pronounces, 
in the letter quoted in the note to the Revolt 
of Islam, to comprehend all that is sublime in 



* Ih the Greek Shakspeare, Sophocles, we find 
the image, 

neXA^f 8* i9ohf i\B6ma ^povrtios vXdyots, 

A line of almost unfathomable depth of poetry, 
yet how simple are the images in which it is 
arrayed, 

Ooming to many ways tn Uie wanderings of caz«fiil 
thoo^t 

H the words Ho^ and vXcfroif had not been used, 
the line might have been explained in a metapho- 
ricaly instead of an absolute sense, as we say * ways 
and means,' and wanderings, for error and con- 
fosion; but they meant literally paths or roads. 



such as we tread with our feet ; and wanderings, 
such as a man makes when he loses himself in a 
desert, or roams from city to city, as (Edipus, the 
speaker of this verse, was destined to wander, 
blind and asking charity. What a picture does this 
line suggest of the mind as a wilderness of intricate 
paths, wide as the universe, which is here made 
its symbol, a world within a world, which he, who 
seeks some knowledge with respect to what he 
ought to do, searches throughout, as he would 
search the external universe for some valued 
thing which was hidden from him upon its sur- 
fifcce." 

In reading Shelley's poetxy, we often find similar 
verses, resembling, but not imitating, the Greek 
in this species of imagery ; for though he adopted 
.the style, he gifted it with that originality of 
form and colouring which sprung from his own 
genius. 

In the Prometheus Unbound, Shelley fulfils the 
promise quoted from a letter in the Note on the 
Revolt of Islam *. 

The tone of the composition is calmer and more 
majestic, the poetry more perfect as a whole, and 
the imagination displayed at once more pleasingly 
beautiful and more varied and daring. The de- 
scription of the Hours, as they are seen in the cave 
of Demogorgon, is an instance of this — it fills the 
mind as the most charming picture — we long to 
see an artist at work to bring to our view the 

can drawn by rainbow-winged steeds. 
Which trample the dim winds : in each there stands 
A wild-eyed charioteer, urging their flight. 
Some look behind, as fiends pursued them there. 
And yet I see no shapes but the keen stars : 
Others, with burning eyes, lean forth, and drink 
With eager lips the wind of their own speed. 
As if the thing they loved fled on before. 
And now, even now, they clasped it Their brij^t locks 
Stream like a eomet's flashing hair : they all 
Sweep onward. 

Through the whole Poem there reigns a sort 
of calm and holy spirit of love ; it soothes the 
tortured, and is hope to the expectant, till the 

* While correcting the proof-sheets of that Poem, it 
struck me that the Poet had indulged in an exaggerated 
view of the evils of restored despotism, which, however 
Injurious and degrading, were less openly sanguinary than 
the triumph of anarchy, such as It appeared tn France 
at the close of the last century. But at this time a book, 
'* Scenes of Spanish Life," translated by Lieutenant Craw- 
ford from the German of Dr. Huber, of Rostock, fell into my 
hands. The account of the triumph of the priests and the 
senriles, after the French invasion of Spain in 1R23, bears 
a strong and frightful resemblance to some of the descrip- 
tions of the massacre of the patriots in the Revolt of 
Islam. 
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prophecy is fulfilled, and Loye, untainted by any 
evil, becomes the law of the world. 

England had been rendered a painful residence 
to Shelley, as much by the sort of persecution with 
which in those days all men of liberal opinions 
were visited, and by the injustice he had lately 
endured in the Court of Chancexy, as by the symp- 
toms of disease which made him regard a visit to 
Italy as necessary to prolong his life. An exile, 
and strongly impressed with the feeling that the 
majority of his countrymen regarded him with sen- 
timents of aversion, such as his own heart could 
experience towards none, he sheltered himself from 
such disgusting and painful thoughts in the calm 
retreats of poetry, and built up a world of his own, 
wiUi the more pleasure, since he hoped to induce 
some one or two to believe that the earth might 
become such, did mankind themselves consent. 
The charm of the Roman climate helped to clothe 
his thoughts in greater beauty than they had ever 



worn before. And as he wandered among the 
ruins, made one with nature in their decay, or 
gazed on the Praxitelean shapes that throng the 
Vatican, the Capitol, and the palaces ci Rome, Iw 
soul imbibed forms of loveliness which became i 
portion of itsell There are many passages in the 
^ Prometheus" which show the intense delight he 
recdved from such studies, and give back the nn- 
pression with a beauty of poetical description peea- 
liariyhisown. He felt this, as a poet most feel wheo 
he satisfies himself by the result of his laboora^ and 
he wrote from Rome, ** My Prometheus Unbound 
is just finished, and in a month or two I shall send 
it. It is a drama, with characters and TnA<JMwi«n 
of a kind yet unattempted, and I think the exeen- 
tion is better than any of my former attempts." 

I may mention, for the information of the more 
critical reader, that the verbal alterations in this 
edition of Prometheus are made from a list of 
errata, written by Shelley himself. 



END OF PROMETHEUS UNBOUND. 



THE CENCI; 

9 Cragetls. 



IN FIVE ACTS. 



DEDICATION. 



TO LEIGH HUNT, ESO. 



Mt dbak Fkikmd, 

I imcRiu with yoar name, from a distant country, 
and after an absence whose months have seemed years, 
thk the latest of my literary efforts. 

Those writmgs which I hare hitherto published, 
have been little else than visions which impersonate 
my own apprehensions of the beautiful and the just. 
I can also perceive in them the literary defects inci- 
dental to youth and impatience ; they are dreams of 
what oQght to be, or may be. The drama which I 
now present to you is a sad reality. I lay aside the 
pretmnptuouB attitude of an instructor, and am content 
to paint, with such colours as my own heart furnishes, 
that which has been. 

Had I known a person more highly endowed than 
yomraelf with all that it becomes a man to possess, I 
had solicited for this work the ornament of his name. 
One more gentle, honourable, innocent and brave ; one 
of more exalted toleration for all who do and think 
evil, and yet himself more free from evil ; one who 
knows better how to receive, and how to confer a 
benefit, though he most over confer far more than he 
can receive; one of simpler, and, in the highest 
sense of the word, of purer life and manners, I never 
knew ; and I had already been fortunate in friendships 
when yonr name was added to the list. 

Id that patitot and irreconcilable enmity with 
domestic and political tyranny and imposture which 
the tenor of your life has illustrated, and which, had I 
health and talents, should illustrate mine, let us, com- 
forting each other in our task, live and die. 

All happiness attend yon ! 

Your affectionate friend, 

Paacr B. Shbllby. 
Bomb, Ifay f9, 1819. 



PREFACE. 



A MANUscaiPT was communicated to me during my 
travels in Ilaly, which was copied from the archives of 
the Cend PaUce at Rome, and contains a detailed 
account of the horrors which ended in the extinction 
of one of the noblest and richest families of that city, 
during the pontificate of Clement YIII., in the year 
1599. The story is, that an old man, having spent 
his life in debauchery and wickedness, conceived at 
length an implacable hatred towards his children; 
which showed itself towards one daughter under the 
form of an incestuous passion, aggravated by every 
circumstance of cruelty and violence. This daughter, 
afrer long and vain attempts to escape from what she 
considered a perpetual contamination both of body 
and mind, at length plotted with her mother-in-law 
and brother to murder their common tyrant. The 
young maiden, who was urged to this tremendous 
deed by an impulse which overpowered its horror, was 
evidently a most gentle and amiable being ; a creature 
formed to adorn and be admired, and thus violently 
thwarted from her nature by the necessity of circum- 
stances and opinion. The deed was quickly discovered, 
and in spite of the most earnest prayers made to the 
Pope by the highest persons in Rome, the criminals 
were put to death. The old man had, during his life, 
repeatedly bought his pardon from the Pope for capital 
crimes of the most enormous and unspeakable kind, 
at the price of a hundred thousand crowns ; the death 
therefore of his victims can scarcely be accounted for 
by the love of justice. The Pope, among other 
motives for severity, probably felt that whoever killed 
the Count Cenci deprived his treasury of a certain 
and copious source of revenue*. Such a story, if told 
so as to present to the reader all the feelings of those 
who once acted it, their hopes and fears, their confi- 
dences and misgivings, their various interests, passions, 
and opinions, acting upon and with each other, yet all 
conspiring to one tremendous end, would he as a light 
to make apparent some of the most dark and secret 
caverns of the human heart. 

On my arrival at Rome, I found that the story of 
the Cenci was a subject not to be mentioned in Italian 
society without awakening a deep and breathless interest; 

• The Papal Government formerly took the most extra- 
ordinary precautions against the publicity of facts which 
offer so tragical a demonstration of its own wickedness 
and weakness ; so that the communication of the MS. had 
become, untfl very lately, a matter of some difficulty. 
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and that the feelings of the company never failed to 
incline to a romantic pity for the wrongs, and a 
passionate exculpation of the horrible deed to which 
they urged her, who has been mingled two centuries 
with the common dust. All ranks of people knew 
the outlines of this history, and participated in the 
oTcrwhelming interest which it seems to hare the 
magic of exciting in the human heart. I had a copy 
ofOuido*s picture of Beatrice, which is preserved in 
the Colonna Palace, and my servant instantly recog- 
nized it as the portrait of La Cenci. 

This national and universal interest which the story 
produces and has produced for two centuries, and 
among all ranks of people in a great cHy, where the 
imagination is kept for ever active and awake, first 
suggested to me the conception of its fitness for a 
dramatic purpose. In fact, it is a tragedy which has 
already received, from its capacity of awakening and 
sustaining the sympathy of men, approbation and 
success. Nothing remained, as I imagined, but to 
clothe it to the apprehensions of my countrymen in 
such language and action as would bring it home to 
their hearts. The deepest and the sublimest tragic 
compositions, King Lear, and the two plays in which 
the tale of (Kdipus is told, were stories which already 
existed in tradition, as matters of popular belief and 
interest, before Shakspeare and Sophocles made them 
familiar to the sympathy of all succeeding generations 
of mankind. 

This story of the Cenci is indeed eminently fearful 
and monstrous : anything like a dry exhibition of it 
on the stage would be insupportable. The person 
who would treat such a subject must increase the 
ideal, and diminish the actual horror of the events, so 
that the plea&ure which arises from the poetry which 
exists in these tempestuous sufferings and crimes, 
may mitigate the pain of the contemplation of the 
moral deformity from which tlu-y spring. There 
must also be nothing attempted to make the exhibition 
subservient to what is vulgarly termed a moral pur- 
pose. The highest moral pur|K)$e aimed at in the 
highest species of the drama, is the teaching of the 
human heart, through its sympathies and antipathieif, 
the knowledge of itself; in proportion to the possession 
of which knowledge every human being is wse, just, 
sincere, tolerant, and kind. If dogmas can do more, 
it is well : but a drama is no fit place for the enforce- 
ment of them. Undoubtedly no person can be truly 
dishonoured by the act of another; and the fit return 
to make to the most enormous injuries is kindness 
and forbearance, and a resolution to convert the iujurer 
from his dark passions by peace and love. Revenge, 
retaliation, atonement, are pernicious mistakes. If 
Beatrice had thought in this manner, she would have 
been wiser and better; but she would never have been 
a tragic character : the few whom such an exhibition 
would have inierested, could never have been suffi- 
ciently interested for a dramatic purpose, from the 
want of finding sympathy in their interest among the 
mass who surround them. It is in the restless and 
anatomising cisuistry with which men seek the justi- 
fication of Beatrice, yet feel that she hbs done what 
needs justification ; it is in the superstitious horror 
with which they contemplate alike her wrongs and 
their revenge, that the dramatic character of what she 
did and suffered consists. 

I have endeavoured as nearly as )>ossible to represent 
the characters as they probably were, and have sought 
to avoid the error of making them actuated by my 
own conceptions of right or wrong, false or true : thus 



under a thin veil converting namet and actions of tho 
sixteenth century into cold imperaonations of my own 
mind. They are represented as Catholics, and as 
Catholics deeply tinged with religion. To aProtesta&t 
apprehension there will ^pear something unnatmal 
in the earnest and perpetual sentiment of the relations 
between God and man which pervade the tragedy of 
the Cenci. It will especially be startled at the com- 
bination of an undoubting persuasion of the truth of 
the popular religion, with a cool and determined pefr 
severance in enormous guilt. But religion in Italy is 
not, as in Protestant countries, a cloak to be worn on 
particular days ; or a passport which those who do not 
wish to be railed at carry with them to exhibit ; or a 
gloomy passion for penetrating the impenetrable mys- 
teries of our being, which terrifies its possessor at the 
darkness of the abyss to the brink of which it has 
conducted him. Religion co-exists, as it were, in the 
mind of an Italian Catholic with a fiiith in that of 
which all men have the most certain knowledge. It 
is interwoven with the whole fabric of life. It is 
adoration, faith, submission, penitence, blind admU 
ration; not a rule for moral conduct. It has no 
necessary connection with any one virtue. The most 
atrocious villain may be rigidly devout, and, without 
any shock to established faith, confess himself to be 
so. Religion pervades intensely the whole frame of 
society, and is, according to the temper of the mind 
which it inhabits, a passion, a persuasion, an excuse, 
a refuge ; never a check. Cend himself built a chapel 
in the court of his palace, and dedicated it to St. 
Thomas the Apostle, and established masses for the 
peace of his soul. Thus in the first scene of the 
fourth act, Lucretiu*s design in exposing herself to the 
consequences of an expostulation with Cenci after 
having administered the opiate, was to induce him by 
a feigned tale to confess himself before death ; this 
being esteemed by Catholics as essential to salvation ; 
aud she only relinquishes her purpose when she per^ 
ceivcs that her perseverance would expose Beatrice to 
new outrages. 

I have avoided with great care in writing this play 
the introduction of what is commonlv called mere 
poetry, and I imagine there will scarcely be found a 
detached simile or a single isolated description, unless 
Beatrice*s description of the chasm appointed for her 
father's murder should be judged to be of that 
nature*. 

In a dramatic composition the imagery and the 
passion should interpenetrate one another, the former 
being leservcd simply for the full development and 
illustration of the latter. Imagination is as the im- 
mortal God which should assume flesh for the redemp- 
tion of mortal passion. It is thus that the most 
remote and the most familiar imagery may alike be 
fit for dramatic purposes when employed in the illus- 
tration of strong feeling, \*hich raises what is low, and 
levels to the apprehension that which is lofty, casting 
over all the shadow of its own greatness. In other 
respects I have written more carelessly; that is, without 
an overfastidious and learned choice of words. In 
this respect, I entirely agree with those modem critics 
who assert, that in order to move men to true sympathy 
we must use the familiar language of men ; and that 
our great ancestors, the ancient English poets, are the 
writers, a study of whom might incite us to do that 

* An idea in this speech was suggested by a most 
sublimo passage in "El Purgatorio de San Patricio," of 
Calderon : the only plagiarism which I have intentionally 
committed in the whole piece. 
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for our own age which they have done for tbmn. 
But it matt be the real language of men in general, 
and not that of any particular claia, to whoae society 
the writer happena to belong. So much for what I 
hftTO attempted : I need not be assured that success 
is ft Tery different matter ; particularly for one whose 
attention haa but newly been awakened to the study 
of dnunatie litenitnre. 

r endeavonred whilst at Rome to observe such 
monnmentt of this story as might be accessible to a 
stranger. The portrait of Beatrice at the Colonna 
Palaee it most admirable as a work of art : it was 
taken by Guide during her confinement in prison. 
Bat it is most interesting as a just representation of 
one of the loveliest specimens of the workmanship of 
Nature. There is a fixed and pole composure upon 
the features: she seems sad and stricken down in 
spirit, yet the despair thus expressed is lightened by 
the patience of gentleness. Her head is bound wiUi 
folds of white drapery, from which the yellow strings 
of iier golden hair escape and &11 about her neck. 
The moulding of her foce is exquisitely delicate; the 
eye-browi are distinct and arched ; the lips have that 
permanent meaning of imagination and sensibility 
which Buffering has not reprened, and which it seems 
at if death scarcely could extinguish. Her forehead is 
large and clear; her eyes, which we are told were 
remarkaUe for their vivacity, are swollen with weeping 
and Instreleas, but beautifully tender and serene. In 
th* iriude mien there is a simplicity and dignity 



which, united with her exquisite loveliness and deep 
sorrow, are inexpressibly pathetic Beatrice Cend 
a]^[»ears to have been one of those rare persons in 
whom enei]gy and gentleness dwell together without 
destroying one another: her nature was simple and 
profound. The crimes and miseries in which she was 
an actor and a suflferer, are as the mask and the 
mantle in which circumstances clothed her for her 
impersonation on the scene of the world. 

The Cend Palace is of great extent ; and, though in 
part modernised, there yet remains a vast and gloomy 
pile of feudal architecture in the same state as durii^^ 
the dreadful scenes which are the subject of this tra- 
gedy. The palace is situated in an obscure comer of 
Rome, near the quiurter of the Jews, and from the 
upper windows you see the immense ruins of Mount 
Palatine half hidden under their profuse overgrowth 
of trees. There is a court in one part of the palace 
(perhaps that in which Cenci built the chapel to St. 
Thomas), supported by granite columns and adorned 
with antique friezes of fine workmanship, and built 
up, according to the andent Italian fiishion, with 
balcony over balcony of open work. One of the gates 
of the palace, formed of immense stones, and leading 
through a passage dark and lofty, and opening into 
gloomy subterranean chambers, struck me particu- 
larly. 

Of the Castle of Petrella, I could obtain no further 
information than that which is to be found in the 
manuscript. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



OoiTiiT Francesco Cknci. 

OlACOMO, 

bsrhaiioo, 
Cardinal Camillo. 



} 



his Sons, 



Orsino, a Prelate. 
Savklla, the Pope't Legate. 
Olimpio, 
Marzio, 
Andrba, Servant to Csnct. 
Nobles, JudgeSt Guards, Sertfants. 



} 



Atsattint. 



LiTCRRiTA, Wife QfCxHCi, and step-mother <if his children, 
Bbatricr* his Daughter, 



The Scmmm lies principalis in Rome, but changes during the Fourth Act to Petretta, a Castle among the 

Apulian Apennines. 

Tms During the Pontificate of Clement Yin. 



ACT I. 






SCENE I. 
An Apartment in the Cmsa Palace. 
MiUer CooNT Cuia and Cardinal Camillo. 
CAMILLO. 

That matter of Uie -murder is hushed up 

If 700 eoDsent to yield his Holiness 

Your 6ef that lies beyond the Pincian gate.-r~ 

It needed all my interest in the concUive 

To bend him to this point : he said that you 

Bought perilous impunity with your gold ; 

That crimes like yours if once or twice compounded 

Eoriehed the Churchy and respited from hell 

An erring soul which might repent and live : 



But that the glory and the interest 

Of the high throne he fills, little consist 

With making it a daily mart of euilt 

So manifold and hideous as the deeds 

Which you scarce hide from men's revolted eyes. 



CENCI. 



The third of my possessions — let it go ! 
Ay, I once heard the nephew of the Pope 
Had sent his architect to view the ground^ 
Meaning to build a villa on my vines 
The next time I compounded with his uncle : 
I little thought he should outwit me so 1 
Henceforth no witness — not the lamp— shall see 

K 9 
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That which the vassal threatened to divulge, 
Whose throat is choked with dust for his reward. 
The deed he saw could not have rated higher 
Than his most worthless life : — it angers me ! 
Respited from Hell ! — So may the Devil 
Respite their souls from Heaven. No douht Pope 
And his most charitable nephews, pray [Clement, 
That the Apostle Peter and the saints 
Will grant for their sake that I long enjoy 
Strength, wealth, and pride, and lust, and length of 

days 
Wherein to act the deeds which are the stewards 
Of their revenue. — But much yet remains 
To which they show no title. 

CAMILLO. 

Oh, G)unt Cenci ! 
So much that thou might'st honourably live. 
And reconcile thyself with thine own heart 
And with thy God, and with the offended world. 
How hideously look deeds of lust and blood 
Through those snow-white and venerable hairs ! 
Your children should be sitting round you now^ 
But that you fear to read upon their looks 
The shame and misery you have written there. 
Where isyour wife? Where isyour gentle daughter? 
Methinkshersweet looks, which make all things else 
Beauteous and glad, might kill the fiend within you. 
Why is she barred from all society 
But her own strange and uncomplaining wrongs? 
Talk with me. Count, you know I mean you well. 
I stood beside your dark and fiery youth. 
Watching its bold and bad career, as nkfk 
Watch meteors, but it vanished not — I marked 
Your desperate and remorseless manhood ; now 
Do I behold you, in dishonoured age. 
Charged with a thousand unrepented crimes. 
Yet 1 have ever hoped you would amend. 
And in that hope have saved your life tliree times. 

* CEXCI. 

For which Aldobrandino owes you now 
My fief beyond the Pincian — Cardinal, 
One thing, 1 pray you, recollect henceforth, 
And so we shall converse with less restraint. 
A man you knew spoke of my wife and daughter, 
He was accustomed to frequent my house ; 
So the next day his wife and daughter came 
And asked if I had seen him ; and I smiled : 
I think they never saw him any more. 

CAMILLO. 

Thou execrable man, beware ! — 

CENCI. 

Of thee ? 
Nay, this is idle : — We should know each other. 
As to my character for what men call crime. 
Seeing I please my senses as I list, 
And vindicate that right with force or guile. 
It is a public matter, and I care not 
If I discuss it with you. I may speak 
Alike to you and my own conscious heart ; 
For you give out that you have half reformed me, 
Therefore strong vanity will keep you silent 
If fear should not ; both will, I do not doubt. 
All men delight in sensual luxury. 
All men enjoy revenge ; and most exult 
Over the tortures they can never feel ; 
Flattering their secret peace with others' pain. 
But I delight in nothing else. I love 



The sight of agony, and the sense of joy. 
When this shaJl be another's, and that nune. 
And I have no remorse, and little fear. 
Which are, I think, the cheeks of other men. 
This mood has grown upon me, until now 
Any design my captious fancy makes 
The picture of its wish, and it forms none 
But such as men like you would start to know. 
Is as my natural food and rest debarred 
Until it be accomplished. 

CAMILLO. 

Art thou not 
Most miserable I 

CElfCI. 

Why miserable ? — 
No. I am what your theologians call 
Hardened ; which they must be in impadenoe. 
So to revile a man's peculiar taste. 
True, I was happier than I am, while yet 
Manhood remained to act the thing I uiought ; 
While lust was sweeter than revenge ; and now 
Invention palls ; ay, we must all grow old : 
But that there yet remains a deed to act 
Whose horror might make sharp an appetite 
Duller than mine — I'd do, — I know not what. 
When I was young I thought of nothing else 
But pleasure ; and I fed on honey sweets : 
Men, by St. Thomas ! cannot live like bees. 
And I grew tired : yet, till I killed a foe, [noans, 
And heard his groans, and heard his clmdren's 
Knew I not what delight was else on earth. 
Which now delights me little. I the rather 
Look on such pangs as terror ill conceals ; 
The dry, fixed eye-ball ; the pale, quivering lip, 
Which tell me that the spirit weeps within 
Tears bitterer than the bloody sweat of Christ. 
I rarely kill the body, which preserves, 
Like a strong prison, the soul within my power. 
Wherein I feed it with the breath of fear 
For hourly pain. 

CAMILLO. 

Hell's most abandoned fiend 
Did never, in the drunkenness of guilt. 
Speak to his heart as now you speak to me ; 
I thank my God that I believe you not. 

Enter Andrba. 

ANDREA. 

My Lord, a gentleman from Salamanca 
Would speak with you. 

CENCI. 

Bid him attend me in the grand saloon. 

lExit AfrDutA. 

CAMILLO. 

Farewell ; and I will pray 

Almighty God that thy false, impious words 

Tempt not his spirit to abandon thee. 

lExit Cauxlvx 

CENCI. 

The third of my possessions ! I must use 
Close husbandxTT, or gold, the old man's sword. 
Falls from my withered hand. But yesterday 
There came an order from the Pope to make 
Fourfold provision for my cursed sons ; 
Whom I have sent from Rome to Salamanca, 
Hoping some accident might cut them off ; 
And meaning, if I could, to starve them there. 
I pray thee, God, send some quick death upon them ! 




Bernardo and my wife could not be worse 
If dead and damned : — then, as to Beatrice-^ 

{^Looking around him mtpUUnulff, 
I think they cannot hear me at that door ; 
What if they should! And yet I need not speak, 
Though the heart triumphs with itself in words. 
O, thou most silent air, that shall not hear 
What now I think I Thou, pavement, which I tread 
Towards her chamber, — let vour echoes talk 
Of my imperious step, scormng surprise, 
But not of my intent ! — Andr^ ! 



JS^fi<«r Amdrsa. 

ANDREA. 



My lord! 



CENa. 

Bid Beatrice attend me in her chamber 
This evening : — no, at midnight, and alone. 

l^ExeunL 



SCENE II. 

A Garden ttfthe Cmei Palace. 

Enter Bcatbicx and Orsiivo, or in conversation, 

BEATRICE. 

P er ver t not truth, 

Orsino. You remember where we held 

That conversation ; — nay, we see the spot 

Even from this cypress ; — ^two long years are past 

Since, on an Apnl midnight, underneath 

The moon-light ruins of Mount Palatine, 

I did confess to you my secret mind. 



You 



OBSINO. 

you loved me then. 

BEATRICE. 



Speak to me not of love. 



You are a priest : 



ORSINO. 

I may obtain 
The dispensation of the Pope to marry. 
Because I am a priest, do you believe 
Your image, as the hunter some struck deer. 
Follows me not whether I wake or sleep 1 

BEATRICE. 

As .1 have said, speak to me not of love ; 

Had you a dispensation, I have not ; 

Nor will I leave this home of misery 

Whilst my poor Bernard, and that gentle lady 

To whom I owe life, and these virtuous thoughts, 

Must suffer what I still have strength to share. 

Alas, Orsino I All the love that once 

I felt for you, is turned to bitter pain. 

Ours was a youthful contract, which you first 

Broke, by assuming vows no Pope wUl loose. 

And thus I love you still, but hc^ily. 

Even as a sister or a spirit might ; 

And so I swear a cold fidelity. 

And it is well perhaps we shall not marry. 

You have a sly, equivocating vein 

That suits me not. — Ah, wretched that I am ! 

Where shall I turn I Even now you look on me 

As you were not my friend, and as if you 

Discovered that I thought so, with false smiles 

Making my true suspicion seem your wrong. 

Ah ! No, forgive me ; sorrow makes me seem 



Sterner than else my nature might have been ; 
I have a weight of melancholy thoughts, 
And they forebode, — ^but what can they forebode 
Worse tnan I now endure ! 

OBSINO. 

All will be well. • 
Is the petition yet prepared ? You know 
My zeid for all you wish, sweet Beatrice ; 
Doubt not but I will use my utmost skill 
So that the Pope attend to your complaint. 

BEATRICE. 

Your zeal for all I wish ? — Ah me, you are cold I 
Your utmost skill — speak but one word — 

{Aside.) Ahui! 
Weak and deserted creature that I am, 
Here I stand bickering with my only friend ! 

{To Orsino.) 

This night my father gives a sumptuous feast, 

Orsino ; he has heard some happy news 

From Salamanca, from my brotliers there, 

And with this outward show of love he mocks 

His inward hate. *Tis bold hypocrisy. 

For he would gladlier celebrate their deaths. 

Which I have neard him pray for on his knees : 

Great God ! that such a father should be mine ! — 

But there is mighty preparation made. 

And all our kin, the Cenci, will be there, 

And all the chief nobility of Rome. 

And he has bidden me and my pale mother 

Attire ourselves in festival array. 

Poor lady ! She expects some happy change 

In his dark spirit from this act ; I none. 

At supper I will give you the petition : 

Till when — farewell. 

orsino. 

FarewelL 

lExit Bbatricb. 
I know the Pope 
Will ne'er absolve me from my priestly vow 
But by absolving me from the revenue 
Of many a wealthy see ; and, Beatrice, 
I think to win thee at an easier rate. 
Nor shall he read her eloquent petition : 
He might bestow her on some poor relation 
Of his sixth-cousin, as he did her sister, 
And I should be debarred from all access. 
Then as to what she suffers from her father. 
In all this there is much exaggeration : 
Old men are testy, and will have their way ; 
A man may stab his enemy, or his vassal, 
And live a free life as to wine or women, 
And with a peevish temper may return 
To a dull home, and rate his wife and children ; 
Daughters and wives call this foul tyranny. 
I shall be well content, if on my conscience 
There rest no heavier sin than what they suffer 
From the devices of my love — A net 
From which she shall escape not. Yet I fear 
Her subtle mind, her awe-inspiring gaze. 
Whose beams anatomise me, nerve by nerve, 
And lay me bare, and make me blush to see 
My hidden thoughts. — Ah, no ! a friendless girl 
Who clings to me, as to her only hope : — 
I were a fool, not less than if a panther 
Were panic-stricken by the antelope's eye. 

If she escape me. 

ZExil. 



A 
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SCENE III. 

A magnificent Hall in the Cenci Palace* 

A Banquet, Enter Cbnci, Lucrktta, Bbatrics, Obbiiio, 

Camillo, Nobles. 

CE-\Cf. 
Welcome, my friends and kinsmen ; welcome ye. 
Princes and Cardinals, Pillars of the church, 
Whose presence honours our festivity. 
I have too long lived like an anchorite. 
And, in my absence from your merry meetings, 
An evil word is gone abroad of me ; 
But I do hope that you, my noble friends. 
When you have shared the entertainment here. 
And heard the pious cause for which *tis given. 
And we have pledged a health or two together. 
Will think me flesn and blood as well as you ; 
Sinful indeed, for Adam nutde all so. 
But tender-hearted, meek and pitiful. 

FIRST GUEST. 

In truth, my lord, you seem too light of heart. 
Too sprightly and companionable a man. 
To act the deeds that rumour pins on you. 

[To his companion. 
I never saw such blithe and open cheer 
In any ey6 ! 

SECOND GUEST. 

Some most desired event. 
In whic^ we all demand a common joy. 
Has brought us hither ; let us hear it. Count. 

CENCI. 

It is indeed a most desired event. 
If, when a parent, from a parent's heart. 
Lifts from this earth to the great Father of all 
A prayer, both when he lays liira down to sleep. 
And when he rises up from dreaming it ; 
One supplication, one desire, one hope, 
That he would grant a wish for his two sons. 
Even all that he demands in their regard — 
And suddenly, beyond his dearest hope. 
It is accomplished, he should then rejoice. 
And call his friends and kinsmen to a feast, 
And task their love to grace his merriment^ 
Then honour me thus far — for I am he. 

BEATRICE (to LuCRETIa). 

Great God ! How horrible ! Some dreadful ill 
Must have befallen my brothers. 



LUCRETIA. 



He speaks too frankly. 



Fear not, child, 



BEATRICE. 

Ah ! My blood runs cold. 
I fear that wicked laughter round his eye, 
Which wrinkles up the skin even to the hair. 

CENCI. 

Here are the letters brought from Salamanca ; 

Beatrice, read them to your rootlier. God, 

I thank thee ! In one night didst thou perform. 

By ways inscrutable, the thing I sought. 

^ly disobedient and rebellious sons 

Are dead ! — Why dead ! — What means this change 

of cheer ! 
You hear me not, I tell you they are dead ; 
And they will need no food or raiment more : 



The tapers that did Ik^t them the dark war 
kre their last cost. The Pope, I thii^ will not 
Expect I should maintain them in their coffins. 
Rejoice with me — my heart is wondrooB glad. 

BEATRICE. (LucRETiA aif»k$, hoif fokUing ; 
Beatrice suppttris her,) 
It is not true ! — Dear lady, pray look up. 
Had it been true, there is a God in Heaven, 
He would not live to boast of such a boon. 
Unnatural man, ihou. knowest that it b £ilae. 

CENCI. 

Ay, as the word of God ; whom here I call 
To witness that I speak the sober troth ; — 
And whose most favouring providence wis shown 
Even in the manner of their deaths. For Rooco 
Was kneeling at the mass, with sixteen otherB, 
When the Church fell and crushed him to a mummy ; 
The rest escaped unhurt. Cristofaho 
Was stabbed in error by a jealous man, 
Whilst she he loved was sleeping with his riral ; 
All in the self-same hour of the same night ; 
Which shows that Heaven has special care of me. 
I beg those friends who love me, that they mark 
The day a feast upon their calendars. 
It was the twenty-seventh of December : 
Ay, read the letters if you doubt my oath. 

[7^ assemblif appears eon/Sued f tevtreU i^Ou 
guests Hh. 

FIRST GUEST. 

Oh, horrible ! I will depart. — 

SECOND GUSST. 

AndL— 

THIRD GUEST. 

Noy Stay ! 
I do believe it is some jest ; though faith, 
'Tis mocking us somewhat too solemnly. 
I think his son has married the Infanta, 
Or found a mine of gold in £1 Dorado : 
'Tis but to season some such news ; stay, stay ! 
I see 'tis only raillery by his smile. 

CENCI {filling a bowl of wine, and lifting it up). 
Oh, thou bright wine, whose purple splendour leaps 
And bubbles gaily in this golden bowl 
Under the lamp-Ught, as my spirits do« 
To hear the death of my accursed sons ! 
Could I believe thou wort their mingled blood. 
Then would I taste thee like a sacrament, 
And pledge with thee the mighty Devil in Hell ; 
Who, if a father's curses, as men say. 
Climb with swift icings after their children's souls. 
And drag them from the very throne of Heaven, 
Now triumphs in my triumph ! — But thou art 
Superfluous ; I have drunken deep of joy, 
And I will taste no other wine to-night. 
Here, Andrea ! Bear the bowl around. 

a guest '{rising). 

Thou wretch ! 
Will none among this noble company 
Check the abandoned villain ! 

CAMILLO. 

For God's sake. 
Let me dismiss the guests ! You are insane. 
Some ill will come of tliis. 

SECOND GUEST. 

Seize, silence him ! 
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Iwini 



FIBST GUEST. 
THIRD GUEST. 



And I! 



CEXci (addretsiriff those who rise with a threatening 

gesture). 

Who moTes f Who speaks ? 

ITuming to the Companp. 

'Tis nothing, 
Enjoy yourselves. — Beware 1 for my revenge 
Is as the sealed commission of a king, 
That kiUs, and none dare name the murderer. 

IThe Banquet is l»roken up ; several qf the Quests 
are departing, 

BEATRICE. 

I do entreat you, go not, nohle guests ; 
What although tyranny and impious hate 
Stand dielterod by a father's hoary hair ! 
What if 'tis he who clothed us in these limbs 
Who tortures them, and triumphs 1 What, if we, 
The desolate and the dead, were his own flesh. 
His children and his wife, whom he is bound 
To love and shelter I Shall we therefore find 
No refuse in this merciless wide world 1 
Oh, think what deep wrongs must have blotted out 
Pint love, then reverence in a child's prone mind. 
Till it thus vanquish shame and fear ! Oh, think I 
I have borne much, and kissed the sacred hand 
Which crushed us to the earth, and thought its 

stroke 
Was perhaps some paternal chastisement I 
Have excused much, doubted ; and when no doubt 
Remained, have sought by patience, love and tears, 
To soften him ; and i^hen this could not be, 
I have knelt down through the long sleepless nights, 
And lifted up to Ood, the father of all, 
Pawionate prayers : and when thrae were not heard, 
I have still borne ; — until I/neet you here, 
Prinees and kinsmen, at this hideous feast 
Given at my brothers' deaths. Two yet remain. 
His wife ronains and I, whom if ye save not. 
Ye may soon share such merriment again 
As fathers make over their children's graves. 
Oh ! Prince Colonna, thou art our near kinsman ; 
Cardinal, Uiou art the Pope's chamberlain ; 
i Camillo, thou art chief justiciary ; 
Take us away I 

CBKCi. (He hM been conversing with Camillo 
during the first part of Beatrice's speech ; he 
hears the conclusion, and now advances.) 
I hope my good friends here 

Will think of their own daughters — or perhaps 

Of dieir own throats — before they lend an ear 

To this wild girl. 

BEATRICE {not noticing the words of Cenq). 
Dare no one look on me ! 
None answer ! Can one tyrant overbear 
The sense of many best and wisest men I 
Or is it that I sue not in some form 



Of scrupulous law, that ye deny my suit t 
Oh, God ! that I were buried with my brothers ! 
And that the flowers of this departed spring 
Were &ding on my grave ! And that my father 
Were celebrating now one feast for all ! 

CAMILLO. 

A bitter wish for one so young and gentle ; 
Can we do nothing ! — 

COLONNA. 

Nothing that I see. 
Count Cenci were a dangerous enemy : 
Yet I would second any one. 



A CARDINAL. 



And I. 

CENCI. 

Retire to your chamber, insolent girl 1 

BEATRICE. 

Retire thou, impious man I Ay, hide thyself 
Where never eye can look upon thee more I 
Wouldst thou have honour and obedience. 
Who art a torturer ! Father, never dream^ 
Though thou mayst overbear this company, 
But ill must come of ill. — Frown not on me ! 
Haste, hide thyself, lest with avenging looks 
My brothers' ghosts should hunt thee from thy seat! 
Cover thy face from every living eye. 
And start if thou but hear a human step': 
Seek out some dark and silent comer, there, 
Bow thy white head before offended God, 
And we will kneel around, and fervently 
Pray that he pity both ourselves and thee. 

CENCI. 

My friends, I do lament this insane girl 

Has spoilt the mirth of our festivity. 

Good night, farewell ; I will not make you longer 

Spectators of our dull domestic quarrels. 

Another time. — 

lExeunt all but Csnci and fixATiucx. 

My brain is swimming round ; 
Give me a bowl of wine I 

(To Beatrice.) Thou painted viper 1 
Beast that thou art I Fair and yet terrible ! 
I know a charm shall make thee meek and tame, 
Now get thee from my sight ! 

lExit Bkatricb. 

Here, Andrea, 
Fill up this goblet with Greek wine. I said 
I would not drink this evening, but I must ; 
For, strange to say, I feel my spirits fail 
With thinking what I have decreed to do. 

IDrinking the wine* 

Be thou the resolution of quick youth 

Within my veins, and manhood's purpose stem. 

And age's firm, cold, subtle villany ; 

As if thou wert indeed my children's blood 

Which I did thirst to dnnk. The charm works 

well; 
It must be done, it shall be done, I swear I 



136 



THE CENCI. 



ACT II. 



SCENE I. 
An Apartment in the Cenei Palace, 
Enter Lccrctia and Bern ardo. 

LUCRETIA. 

Weep not, my gentle boy ; he struck but me. 
Who have borne deeper wrouM. In truth, if he 
Had killed me, he had done a kinder deed. 
Oh, God Almighty, do thou look upon us. 
We have no other friend but only thee I 
Yet weep not ; though I love you as my own, 
I am not your true mother. 

BERNARDO. 

Oh, more, more 
Than ever mother was to any child. 
That have you been to me ! Had he not been 
My father, do you think that I should weep ! 

LUCRETIA. 

Alas ! poor boy, what else couldst thou have done ! 

Enter Bkatrics. 
BEATRICE {in a hurried voice)* 
Did he pass this way ? Have you seen him, brother ? 
Ah I no, that is his step upon the stairs ; 
'Tis nearer now ; his hand is on the door ; 
Mother, if I to thee have ever been 
A duteous child, now save me ! Thou, great God, 
Whose image upon earth a father is, 
Dost thou indeed abandon mc ? He comes ; 
The door is opening now ; I see his face ; 
He frowns on others, but he smiles on me. 
Even as he did after the feast last night. 

Enter a Servant. 

Almighty God, how merciful thou art ! 

'Tis but Orsino's servant. — Well, what news ! 

SERVANT. 

My master bids me say, the Holy Father 
Has sent back your petition thus unopened. 

[Oiving a Paper. 
And he demands at what hour 'twere secure 
To visit you again t 

LUCRETIA. 

At the Ave Mary. 

[£jn7 Servant. 
So, daughter, our last hope has faUed ; ah me, 
How pale you look ! you tremble, and you stand 
Wrapped in some fixed and fearful meditation. 
As if one thought were over strong for you : 
Your eyes have a chill glare ; oh, dearest child ! 
Are you gone mad ? If not, pray speak to me. 

BEATRICE. 

You sec I am not mad ; I speak to you. 

LUCRETIA. 

You talked of something that your father did 
After that dreadful feast ? Could it be worse 
Than when he smiled, and cried. My sons are dead! 
And every one looked in his neighbour's face 



To see if others were ms white ms he t 
At the first word he rooke I felt the blood 
Rush to my heart, and fell into a trance ; 
And when it part I sat all weak and wild ; 
Whilst you alone stood up, and with strong wowi 
Check'd his unnatural pride ; and I ooold lee 
The devil was rebuked that lives in him. 
Until this hour thus you have ever stood 
Between us and your father's moody wrath 
Like a protecting presence : your firm mfaid 
Has been our only refuge and defence : 
What can have thus subdued it I What eftn now 
Have given you that cold melancholy look. 
Succeeding to your unaccustomed fear t 

BEATRICE. 

What is it that you say ! I was just thinking 
'Twere better not to struggle any more. 
Men, like my father, have been dark and bloody, 
Yet neveiv-i) I before worse comes of it, 
'Twere wise to die : it ends in that at UaL. 

LUCRETIA. 

Oh, talk not so, dear child ! Tellmeatonee 
What did your father do or say to Yoa ! 
He stayed not after that accursed feast 
One moment in your chamber. — Speak to me. 

BERNARDO. 

Oh, sister, sister, prithee, speak to n» ! 

BEATRICE {speaking very elowly with a forced 

calmnessy 
It was one word, mother, one little word ; 
One look, one smile. [ ITtMljf. 

Oh ! he has trampled me 
Under his feet, and made the blood stream down 
My pallid cheeks. And he has given us all 
Ditch-water, and the fever-stricken flesh 
Of buffaloes, and bade us eat or starve. 
And we have eaten. He has made me look 
On my beloved Bernardo, when the rust 
Of heavy chains has gangrened his sweet limbs. 
And I have never yet despaired — ^but now 1 

Wliat would I say ! 

IReeovering kerte^f. 

Ah 1 no, 'tis nothing new. 
The sufferings we all share have made me wild : 
He only struck and cursed me as he passed ; 
He said, he looked, he did,— nothing at all 
Beyond his wont, yet it disordered me. 
Alas ! I am forgetful of my duty, 
1 should preserve my senses for your sake. 

LUCRETIA. 

Nay, Beatrice ; have courage, my sweet girl. 

If any one despairs it should be I, 

Who loved him once, and now must live with him 

Till God in pity call for him or me. 

For you may, like your sister, find some husband. 

And smile, years hence, with children round your 

knees ; 
Whilst I, then dead, and all this hideous coil. 
Shall be remembered only as a dream. 
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BBATRICB. 

Tftik not to me, deur lady, of a hnsband. 

Did you not nurse me when my mother died I 

Did yon not shield me and that dearest hoy f 

And had we any other friend hut you 

In infimey, with gentle words and looks. 

To win our father not to murder us ! 

And shall I now desert you f May the ghost 

Of my dead mother plead against my soul. 

If I abandon her who filled the place 

She left, with more even than a mother's love ! 

BERNARDO. 

And I am of my sister's mind. Indeed 
I would not leave you in this wretchedness. 
Even though the Pope should make me free to live 
In some bhthe place, like others of my age, 
With sports, and delicate food, and the fresh air.. 
Oh, never think that I will leave you, mother ! 

LUCRETIA. 

My dear, dear children 1 

Enter Caiia, tuddenlif. 

What ! Beatrice here I 
Gyme hither ! 

iSke ihrinkt baek, and covert her /ace. 

Nay, hide not your face, 'tis fair ; 
Look up ! Why, yesternight you dared to look 
With disobedient insolence upon me. 
Bending a stem and an inquiring brow 
On what I meant ; whilst I then sought to hide 
That which I came to tell you — but in vain. 

BEATRICE (wildly Btaggering towards the door). 
Oh, that the earth would gape. Hide me, oh God t 

CENCI. 

Then it was I whose inarticulate words 
Fell from my lips, who with tottering steps 
Fled from your presence, as you now from mine. 
Stay, I command you ! From this day and hour 
Never again, I think, with fearless eye, . 
And brow superior, and unaltered cheek. 
And that lip made for tenderness or scorn, 
Shalt thou strike dumb the meanest of mankind ; 
Me least of all. Now get thee to thy chamber, 
Thoa too, loathed image of thy cursed mother, 

[To Bkrhardo. 
Thy milky, meek face makes me sick with hate ! 

{Exeunt Bsatricb and Bernardo. 
(Atitie.) So much has passed between us as must 
Me bold, her fearful. — 'Tis an awful thing [make 
To toneh such nuschief as I now conceive : 
So m^i sit shivering on the dewy bank 
And try the chill stream with their feet ; once in — 
How the delighted spirit pants for joy ! 

LUCBEHA {advancing timidly towards him). 
Oh, husband ! Pray forgive poor Beatrice, 
She meant not any ill. 

CENCI. 

Nor you perhaps t 
Nor that young imp, whom you have taught by rote 
Parricide with his alphabet ? Nor Giacomo ! 
Nor those two most unnatural sons, who stirred 
Enmity up against me with the Pope I 
Whom in one night merciful Grod cut off : 
Innocent lambs 1 They thought not any ill. 



You were not here conspiring f you said nothing 

Of how I might be dungeoned as a madman ; 

Or be condemned to death for some offence. 

And you would be the witnesses !~This failing. 

How just it were to hire assassins, or 

Put sudden poison in my evening drink ! 

Or smother me when overcome by wine ! 

Seeing we had no other judge but God, 

And he had sentenced me, and there were none 

But you to be the executioners 

Of his decree enregistered in heaven f 

Oh, no 1 You said not this ! 

LUCRETIA. 

So help me God, 
I never thought the things you charge me with ! 

CENa. 

If you dare speak that wicked Ue again, 
I'll kill you. What ! it was not by your counsel 
That B^itrice disturbed the feast last night t 
You did not hope to stir some enemies 
Against me, and escape, and laugh to scorn 
What every nerve of you now trembles at ? 
You judged that men were bolder than they are ; 
Few dare to stand between their grave and me. 

LUCRETIA. 

Look not so dreadfully I by my salvation 
I knew not aught that Beatrice designed ; 
Nor do I think she designed any thing 
Until she heard you talk of her dead brothers. 

CENCI. 

Blaspheming liar ! You are damned for this ! 
But I will take you where you may persuade 
The stones you tread on to deliver you : 
For men shall there be none but those who dare 
All things ; not question that which I command. 
On Wednesday next I shall set out : you know 
That savage rock, the castle of Petrella 1 
'Tis safely walled, and moated round about : 
Its dungeons under ground, and its thick towers 
Never told tales ; though they have heard and seen 
What might make dumb things speak. Why do 

you linger ? 
Make speediest preparation for the journey I 

lExU LucasTiA. 
The all-beholding sun yet shines ; I hear 
A busy stir of men about the streets ; 
I see the bright sky through the window panes : 
It is a garish, broad, and peering day ; 
Loud, light, suspicious, full of eyes and ears ; 
And every little comer, nook, and hole. 
Is penetrate with the insolent light. 
Ck)me, darkness ! Yet, what is the day to me f 
And wherefore should I wish for night, who do 
A deed which shall confound both night and day ! 
'Tis she shall grope through a bewildering mist 
Of horror : if there be a sun in heaven. 
She shall not dare to look upon its beams ; 
Nor feel its warmth. Let her, then, wish for 

night ; 
The act I think shall soon extinguish all 
For me : I bear a darker, deadlier gloom 
Than the earth's shade, or interlunar air. 
Or constellations quenched in murkiest cloud. 
In which I walk secure and unbeheld 
Towards my purpose. — Would that it were done ! 

lExit, 



1 




SCENE II. 

A Chamber in the Vatican. 

Enter Camillo and Giaoouo, in converscUion. 

CAMILLO. 

There is an obsolete and doubtful law, 

By which you might obtain a bare proyision 

Of food and clothing. 

GIACOMO. 

Nothing more ! Alas I 
Bare must be the provision which strict law 
Awards, and aged sullen avarice pays. 
Why did my father not apprentice me 
To some mechanic trade I I should have then 
Been trained in no high-born necessities 

I Which I could meet not by my daily toil. 

I The eldest son of a rich nobleman 

I Is heir to all his incapacities ; 

j He has wide wants, and narrow powers. If you, 
Cardinal Camillo, were reduced at once 
From thrice-driven beds of down, and delicate food, 
An hundred servants, and six palaces. 
To that which nature doth indeed require? — 

CAMILLO. 

Nay, there is reason in your plea ; 'twere hard. 

OIACOMO. 

'Tis hard for a firm man to bear : but I 
Have a dear wife, a lady of high birth, 
Whose dowry in ill hour I lent my father, 
Without a bond or witness to the deed : 
And children, who inherit her fine senses, 
The fairest creatures in this breathing world ; 
And she and tliey reproach me not. Cardinal, 
Do you not think the Pope would interpose 
And stretch authority beyond the law ! 

CAMILLO. 

Though your peculiar case is hard, I know 

The Pope will not divert the course of law. 

After that impious feast the other night 

I spoke with him, and urged him then to check 

Your father's cruel hand ; he frowned, and said, 

" Children are disobedient, and they sting 

Their fathers' hearts to madness and despair. 

Requiting years of care with contumely. 

I pity the Count Cenci from my heart ; 

His outraged love perhaps awakened hate. 

And thus he is exasperated to ill. 

In the ereat war between the old and young, 

I, who have white hairs and a tottering body. 

Will keep at least blameless neutrality." 

Enter Orsino. 
You, my good lord Orsino, heard those words. 



What words ! 



ORSINO. 



GIACOMO. 

Alas, repeat them not again I 
There then is no redress for me ; at least 
None but that which 1 may achieve myself. 
Since I am driven to the brink. But, say. 
My innocent sister and my only brother 
Are dying underneath my father's eye. 
The memorable torturers of this land, 
Galeaz Visconti, Borgia, Ezzelin, 
Never inflicted on their meanest slave 
What these endure ; shall they have no protection ? 



CAMILLO. 

Why, if they would petition to the Pope^ 
I see not how he could refuse it — yet 
He holds it of most dangerous example 
In aught to weaken the paternal power. 
Being, as 'twere, the shadow of his own. 
I pray you now excuse me. I have bustneM 
That will not bear delay. 

IExUCauojjo. 

OIAOOMO. 

But you, OrnnOy 
Have the petition ; wherefore not present it I 

ORSINO. ' 

I have presented it, and backed it with 
My earnest prayers, and argent interest ; 
It was returned unanswered. I doabt not 
But that the strange and execrable deeds 
Alleged in it — in truth they might well baffle 
Any belief— have turned the Pope's diiplessors 
Upon the accusers from the criminal : 
So I should guess from what Camillo said. 

GIACOMO. . 

My friend, that palace-walking devil. Gold, , 

Has whispered silence to his Holiness : | 

And we are left, as scorpions ringed with fire. 
What should we do but strike ourselves to death! 
For he who is our murderous persecutor 
Is shielded by a father's holy name, i 

Or I would — 

ORSIMO. 

What I Fear not to speak your thought. ' 
Words are but holy as the deeds they cover : 
A priest who has forsworn the Grod he serves ; 
A judge who makes the truth weep at his decree ; ' 
A friend who should weave counsel, as I now. 
But as the mantle of some selfish guile ; 
A father who is all a tyrant seems. 
Were the profaner for his sacred name. 

GIACOMO. 

Ask me not what I think ; the unwilling brain 
Feigns often what it would not ; and we trust 
Imagination with such phantasies 
As the tongue dares not fashion into words ; 
Which have no words, their horror makes them 
To the mind's eye. My heart denies itself [dim 
To think what you demand. 

0R8IN0. 

But a friend's bosom 
Is as the inmost cave of our own mind. 
Where we sit shut from the wide gaze of day. 
And from the all-communicating air. 
You look what I suspected — 

GIACOMO. 

Spare me now ! 
I am as one lost in a midnight wood. 
Who dares not ask some harmless passenger 
The path across the wilderness, lest he. 
As my thoughts are, should b o a murderer. 
I know you are my friend, and all I dare 
Speak to my soul that will I trust with thee. 
But now my heart is heavy, and would take 
Lone counsel from a m'ght of sleepless care. 
Pardon me, that I say farewell — farewell I 
I would that to my own suspected self 
I could address a word so full of peace. 
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ORSIKO. 

Farewell ! — ^Be your thoughts hotter or more bold. 

lExit GlACDMO. 

I had disposed the Cardinal Camillo 

To feed his hope with cold encouragement : 

It fortunately serves my close designs 

That 'tis a trick of this same family 

To analyse their own and other minds. 

Such self-anatomy shall teach the will 

Dangerous secrets : for it tempts our powers. 

Knowing what must be thought, and may be done, 

Into the depth of darkest purposes : 

So Cenci fell into the pit ; even I, 

Since Beatrice unveUed me to myself. 

And made me shrink firom what I cannot shun^ 

Show a poor figure to my own esteem. 

To whid I grow half reconciled. 1*11 do 

As little miMhief as I can ; that thought 

Shall fee the accuser conscience. 

lA/Ur a pause. 

Now what harm 
If Cenei should be murdered ! — Yet, if murdered, 
Wherefore by me f And what if 1 could take 
The pro6t, yet omit the sin and peril 
In such an action ! Of all earthly things 
I fear a man whose blows outspeed his words ; 
And such is Cenci : and while Cenci lives 
His daughter's dowry were a secret mve 
If a priest wins her. — Oh, fair Beatrice ! 
Would that I loved thee not, or, loving thee. 
Could but despise danger, and gold, and all 
That firowns between my wish and its effect. 



Or smiles beyond it ! There is no escape : 

Her bright form kneels beside me at the altar. 

And follows me to the resort of men. 

And fills my slumber with tumultuous dreams. 

So when 1 wake my blood seems liquid fire ; 

And if I strike my damp and dizzy head, 

My hot palm scorches it : her very name, 

But spoken by a stranger, makes my heart 

Sicken and pant ; and thus unprofitably 

I clasp the phantom of unfelt delights. 

Till weak imagination half possesses 

The self-created shadow. Yet much longer 

Will I not nurse this life of feverous hours : 

From the unravelled hopes of Giacomo 

I must work out my own dear purposes. 

I see, as from a tower, the end of all : 

Her father dead ; her brother bound to me 

By a dark secret, surer than the grave ; 

Her mother scared and unexpostulatin^ 

From the dread manner of her wish acmieved : 

And she! — Once more take courage, my fSunt 

heart ; 
What dares a friendless maiden matched with 

thee! 
I have such foresight as assures success ; 
Some unbeheld divinity doth ever, 
When dread events are near, stir up men's minds 
To black suggestions ; and he prospers best. 
Not who becomes the instrument of ill. 
But who can flatter the dark spirit, that makes 
Its empire and its prey of other hearts. 
Till it become his slave— as I will do. 

[Exit. 



ACT III. 



SCENE I. 
An Apartment in the Cenci PaUue. 

"LvcKniA \ to her enter Bkatricx. 

BEATRICE {jthe enter » ftaggering, and tpeakg toUdly). 

Reach me that handkerchief I — My brain is hurt ; 
My eyes are full of blood ; just wipe them for me— 
I see but indistinctly. — 

LUCRETIA. 

My sweet child. 
You have no wound ; 'tis only a cold dew 
Thai starts from your dear brow. — Alas I alas ! 
What has beiaUen ! 

BEATRICR. 

How comes this hair undone ? 
Its wandering strings must be what blind me so. 
And yet I tied it &st-0, horrible ! 
The pavement sinks under my feet ! The walls 
Spin round ! I see a woman weeping there. 
And standing calm and motionless, whilst I 
Slide giddUv as the world reels.— My Grod ! 
The beautiful blue heaven is flecked with blood ! 
The sunshine on the floor is black ! The air 
Is changed to vapours such as the dead breathe 
In ehamel-pits 1 Pah! I am choked I There creeps 
A dinging, black, contaminating mist 
About me — 'tis substantial, heavy, thick ; 
I cannot phidL it from me, for it glues 



My fingers and my limbs to one another. 
And eats into my sinews, and dissolves 
My flesh to a pollution, poisoning 
The subtle, pure, and inmost spirit of life I 
My Grod 1 I never knew what Uie mad felt 
Before ; for I am mad beyond all doubt I 

No, I am dead ! These putrefying limbs 
Shut round and sepulchre the panting soul. 
Which would burst forth into the wandering air ! 

lApatu*. 
What hideous thought was that I had even now ! 
'Tis gone ; and yet its burthen remains here 
O'er these dull eyes — upon this weary heart ! 
0, world ! 0, life 1 0, day I O, misery I 

LCCRETIA. 

What ails thee, my poor child ? She answers not : 
Her spirit apprehends the sense of pain. 
But not its cause ; suffering has dried away 
The source from which it sprung. — 

BEATRICE {franticly). 

Like Parricide — 
Misery has killed its father : yet its father 
Never like mine — O, God 1 What thing am 1 1 

LUCRETIA. 

My dearest child, what has your father done t 
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BEATRICE (doubtfully). 

Who art thou, questioner ! I have no ikther. 

lAHd*. 
She is the madhouse nurse who tends on me. 
It is a piteous oflicc. 

[To LuciuETiA, in a iUfw, tttbdued voice. 

Do you know, 
I thought I was that wretched Beatrice 
Men speak of, whom her lather sometimes hales 
From nail to hall by the entangled hair ; 
At others, pens up naked in dunp cells 
Where scaly reptiles crawl, and starves her there. 
Till she will eat strange flesh. This woful story 
So did I overact in my sick dreams, 
That I imagined — no, it cannot be ! 
Horrible things have been in this wild world, 
Prodigious mixtures, and confusions strange 
Of good and ill ; and worse have been conceived 
Than ever there was found a heart to do. 
But never fancy imaged such a deed 
As — 

iPauses, suddenljf reeoUectit^ herself' 

Who art thou ! Swear to me, ere I die 
With fearful expectation, that indeed 
Thou art not what thou seemest — Mother ! 



Oh! 



LUCRETIA. 



My 8we«t child, know you — 



BEATRICE. 

Yet speak it not : 
For then if this be truth, that other too 
Must be a truth, a firm enduring truth. 
Linked with each lasting circumstance of life. 
Never to change, never to pass away. 
Why so it is. This is the Cenci Palace ; 
Thou art Lucretia ; I am Beatrice. 
I have talked some wild words, but will no more. 
Mother, come near me : from this point of time, 
1 am — 

lifer voice diet ayoay faintly. 

LUCRETIA. 

Alas ! what has befallen thee, child I 
What has thy father done! 

BEATRICE. 

What have I done I 
Am I not innocent 1 Is it my crime 
That one with white hair, and imperious brow. 
Who tortured me from my forgotten years, 
As parents only dare, should call himself 
My father, yet should be !— Oh, what am 1 ? 
What name, what place, wliut memory shall be 
What retrospects, outliving even despair? [mine! 

LUCRETIA. 

He is a violent tyrant, surely, child : 

We know that death ali)ne can make us free ; 

His death or ours. But wliat can he have done 

Of dc>adlier outrage or worse iiijurj' ! 

Thou art unlike thyself ; thine eyes shoot forth 

A wandering and strange spirit. Speak to me. 

Unlock those pallid luiuds whose fingers twine 

With one another. 

BEATRICE. 

'Tis the restless life 
Tortured within them. If I try to speak 
I shall go mad. Ay, something must be done ; 



What, yet I know not — something which afaall make 
The thing that I have sufTered but a shadow 
In the dread lightning which avenges it ; 
Brief, rapid, irreversible, destroying 
The consequence of what it cannot cure. 
Some such thing is to be endured or done : 
When I know what, I shall be still and calm. 
And never anything will move me more. 
But now ! — On blood, which art my father's blood, 
Circling through these contaminated Telns, 
If thou, poured forth on the polluted earth. 
Could wash away the crime, and punishmeiit 
Bv which I suffer — no, that cannot be ! 
Many might doubt there were a God above j >» 
Who sees and permits evil, and so die : 1^^ 
Th.t&itbBO.gon7d>.UobMa>einn>.. /^ 

LUCRETIA. 

It must indeed have been some bitter wrong ; 
Yet what, I dare not guess. Oh ! iny lost chfld, 
Hide not in proud impenetrable grief 
Thy sufferings from my fear. 

BEATRICE. 

I hide them not. 
What are the words which you would have me 

speak! 
I, who can feien no image in my mind 
Of that which has transformed me. I, wbose 
Is like a ghost shrouded and folded op [thoo^ 
In its own formless horror. Of all word% 
That minister to mortal intercourse. 
Which wouldst thou hear ! For there is none to 
My misery : if another ever knew [tell 

Aught like to it, she died as I will die, 
And left it, as I must, without a name. 
Death ! Death ! Our law and our religion call thee 
A punishment and a reward. Oh, which 
Have 1 deserved ! 

LUCRETIA. 

The peace of innocence ; 
Till in your season you be called to heaven. 
Whate er you may have suffered, you have done 
No evil. Death must be the punishment 
Of crime, or the reward of trampling down 
The thorns which God has strewed upon the path 
Which leads to immortality. 

BEATRICE. 

Ay, death — 
The punishment of crime. I pray thee, God, 
Let me not be bewildered while I judge. 
If 1 must live day after day, and keep 
These limbs, the unworthy temple of thy spirit, 
As a foul den from which what thou abhorrest 
May mock thee, unavenged — it shall not be ! 
Self-murder — no that might be no escape. 
For thy decree yai^Tis like a Hell between 
Our will and it. — Oh ! in this mortal world 
There is no vindication and no law. 
Which can adjudge and execute the doom 
Of that through which I suffer. 

Enter Orsino. 

iShe approaches him solemnly.) Welcome, Friend! 
have to tell you that, since last we met, 
I have endured a if^Tong so great and strange. 
That neither life nor death can give me rest. 
Ask me not what it is, for there are deeds 
Which have no form, sufferings which have no 
tongue. 



THE CENCI. 



141 



ORSIlfO. 

And what is he who has thus injured you ! 

BBAT&ICE. 

The man they call my father : a dread name. 



It cannot 



OBSINO. 



BEATRICE. 

What it can be, or not, 
Forbear to think. It is, and it has been ; 
Advise me how it shall not be again. 
I thought to die ; but a relisious awe 
Restrains me, and the dread lest death itself 
Might be no refuge from the consciousness 
Of what is jet unexpiated. Oh, speak ! 

ORSINO. 

Aceose him of the deed, and let the law 
Avenge thee. 

BEATRICE. 

Oh, ice-hearted counsellor ! 
If I could find a word that might make known - 
The crime of my destroyer ; and that done, 
My tongue should like a knife tear out the secret 
IK^iidi cankers my heart's core ; ay, lay all bare, 
So that my unpolluted fame should be 
With.Tilest gossips a stale mouthed story ; 
A mock, a by-word, an astonishment : — 
If this were done, which never shall be done. 
Think of the offender's gold, his dreaded hate. 
And the strange horror of the accuser's tale. 
Baffling belief, and overpowering speech ; 
Scarce whispered, unimaginable, wrapt 
In hideous hints---Oh, most assured redress ! 

ORSIKO. 

Ton will endure it then I 

BEATRICE. 

Endure ! — Orsino, 
It teems your counsel is small profit. 

ITurtu from Mm, and spfoks half to herself. 

Ay, 

All must be suddenly resolved and done. 
What is this undistinguishable mist 
Of thoughts, which rise, like shadow after shadow, 
Darkemng each other f 

ORSINO. 

Should the offender live ! 
Triumph in his misdeed ! and make, by use. 
His cnme, whate'er it is, dreadful no doubt. 
Thine element ; until thou mayest become 
Utterly lost ; subdued even to the hue 
Of that whicli thou permittest ! 

BEATRICE (to herself). 

Mighty death I 
Thou donble-visaged shadow ! Only judge 1 
Rightfullest arbiter ! 

{JBhe retires, abeorbed in thought 

LUCRETIA. 

If the Ughtning 
Of God has e'er descended to avenge — 

ORSINO. 

Blasidieme not ! His high Providence commits 
Its glory on this earth, and their own wrongs 
Into the hands of men ; if they neglect 
To ponish crime-^ 



LUCRETIA. 

But if one, like this wretch, 
Should mock, with gold, opinion, law, and power ! 
If there be no appeal to that which makes 
The euiltiest tremble ! If, because our wrongs. 
For that they are unnatural,8trange, and monstrous, 
Exceed all measure of belief! Oh, God ! 
If, for the very reasons which should make 
Redress most swift and sure, our injurer triumphs I 
And we, the victims, bear worse punishment 
Than that appointed for their torturer ? 

OBSIKO. 

Think not 
But that there is redress where there is wrong. 
So we be bold enough to seize it. 

LUCRETIA. 

How! 
If there were any way to make all sure, 
I know not — but I think it might be good 
To— 

ORSINO. 

Why, his late outrage to Beatrice ; 
For it is such, as I but faintly guess. 
As makes remorse dishonour, and leaves her 
Only one duty, how she may avenge : 
You, but one refuge from ills ill endured ; 
Me, but one counsel — 

LUCRETIA. 

For we cannot hope 
That aid, or retribution, or resource 
Will arise thence, where every other one 
Might find them with less need. 



(Beatrice culvances,) 



ORSINO. 



Then— 



BEATRICE. 

Peace, Orsino ! 
And, honoured Lady, while I speak, I pray. 
That you put off, as garments overworn, 
Forb^rance and respect, remorse and fear. 
And all the fit restraints of daily life. 
Which have been borne from childhood, but which 
Would be a mockery to my holier plea. [now 
As I have said, I have endured a wrong. 
Which, though it be expressionless, is such 
As asks atonement, both for what is past. 
And lest I be reserved, day after day. 
To load with crimes an overburthened soul. 
And be— what ye can dream not. I have prayed 
To God, and I have talked with my own hearty 
And have unravelled my entanglea will. 
And have at length determined what is right. 
Art thou my friend, Orsino 1 False or true ! 
Pledge thy salvation ere I speak. 

ORSINO. 

I swear 
To dedicate my cunning, and my strength. 
My silence, and whatever else is mine. 
To thy commands. 

LUCRETIA. 

You think we should devise 
His death! 

BEATRICE. 

And execute what is devised. 
And suddenly. We must be brief and bold. 



And yet moet otutioua. 



For the jealous laws 
Would puDi»h us nith d«tli uid infuny 
For that which it became lliemselTeB lo do. 



To-morrow, berore dawn, 
Ccnci will tiliH na to that lonoly rock, 
Pctrella, in tlie Ajiulian ApenniiieB. 
If he arrive there- 



Will it l>o dark before you reach the tower I 
The SHU will scarce be sel. 

But I mnrmbor 

Two milcB on this »de of the fort, the tvad 
CrofweB a deep mvine ; 'lis rough and narrow. 
And winds with short turuB down the precipice ; 
Aad in ila depth tliere ia a mighty rock. 
Which has, from unimBgiiiable year*, 
Snaluiiied itself with terror and with toU 
Over a uulf, and with Iheaj^ny 
With which it clings seemaalawly coining down; 
Even as a wretched »ut hour aiter bour 
CliDgt<lt>lbema«aoflif>^; yet, clinging, louia; 
And, leaning, makee IDAK dark the dread abyn 
Iji which it rears to fall : beneath this cib;; 
Huge OS doapair, an if in wearinew. 
The melancholy mountain yawns— below, 
You hear but see not an impetuous lorrcnt 
Raging among the esvema, and a bridge 
Crwaoi the chawn ; and high aboio there pow, 
With intersecting Irmiks, from crag to cr^, 
tedar?, and yews, anil pines; whoso tanyled hair 
ta matted in one solid roof of shade 
By the dark ivy's twine. At noon-ilay here 
Tis twilight, and at sunset blaekcat night. 

Before you reach that bridge make some exeuKe 
For spurring on your mules, or loitering 
Until— 



Hark ! No, it cannot be a servant's step ; 

It must he Cenci, uncxiwcledly 

Retomed- Make some excuse for being here. 



(fa Oheido a* *he goei mil). 
we hear approach most itever pass 

e of wliich we spoke. 

[ffnni Lmnu sad Bannot. 



Theunperionsi 



WhatsfaaU Idol 
iG here, and I must bear 
inisition of his looks 



And now must wait till be n 



Ay! 
DoeB my destroyer know his danger ! We 
Are now no mort, an once, parent and rhild. 
But Tuan to nuin ; the oppressor to the oppreiscd; 
Tlieslanderor to the slandered; foe to foe. 
He has cast NaCun! off, which wu his shield. 
And Nature casti him off, who is her shame ; 
And 1 spnm both. Is it Jt (atlier's throat 

Which I wilt siube f and tiy, I ask nai gold ; 



tif tranquil cbudhood ;^noT home-sheltered Iotcj^ 

Though all these haat thou bim &om me, and more; 

But oriy my fair fame ; only one board 

Of Tirace, which I thou^lit hidden from thy hate. 

Under the penury heaped on me by thee ; 

I Ir I H-ill — God can underslstid and pardon. 

Why aiiould I speak with man ! 

Be calm, dear friend. 



Well, I will calmly tell you what he didL 
This old FraiiceHco Ceun, as you know. 
Borrowed the doWTy of my wife from me, 
And then denied the loan ; and left me so 
In poverty, the which I nought to mend 
By holding a poor office in the state. 
It had be«n promised tone, and already 
I boaght new clothing for my ragged babea, 
Acidniy vMt smiled ; and ray heart knew repose; 
WhetiCcnci'ainlcrccssion.afi I found, 
Cnnlerred thisofliceoila wretch, whom thus 
He paid for rilesl aerrice. 1 rctnniiil 
With this ill news, and we sate sad together 
Solacing our despondency with teatA 
or such aflV'ction and uubroken faith 
A"tpm])er life's worst biltumesa : when he. 
Ah he is wont, caine to upbraid and cUMe, 
Mocking our poverty, and telling us 
£uch wsi God's scaurtte for disobedient sous, 
Andlheii, that I might sirike'hiinduinbwi til sliaiDr, 
I spoke of my wife's dowry ; but he coined 
A brief yet specious talc, how I liad wasted 
: The sum Insecretriot ; and he saw 
[ My wife 'HrM touched, and he went smiUng forth. 
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when I knew the impression he had made, 
felt my wife insult with silent scorn 
rdent tmth, and look averse and cold, 
it forth too : but soon returned again ; 
Mt 80 soon but that my wife had taught 
hildren her harsh thoughts, and they all cried, 
e us clothes, father ! Give us better food I 
t you in one night squander were enough 
Donths! ** I looked and saw that home was hell, 
to that hell will I return no more, 
mine enemy has rendered up 
sment, or, as he gave life to me, 
, reversing nature's law — 

ORSINO. 

Trust me, 
xnnpensation which thou seekest here 
be denied. 

GIACOMO. 

Then— Are you not my friend I 
on not hint at the alternative, 
the brink of which you see I stand, 
ther day when we conversed together f 
Tongs were then less. That word parricide, 
ugh I am resolved, haunts me like fear. 

OBSINO. 

ist be<fear itself, for the bare word 
How mockery. . Mark, how wisest God 
8 to one point the threads of a just doom, 
ictifying it : what you devise 
< it were, accomplished. 



GIACOMO. 



Is he dead ! 



ORSINO. 

raTe is ready. Know that since we met 
has done an outrage to his daughter. 



outrage f 



QlkCOMO, 



OBSINO. 

That she speaks not, but you may 
nve such half conjectures as 1 do, 
1 her fixed paleness, and the lofty grief 
r stem brow, bent on the idle air, 
tier severe tmmodulated voice, 
ning both tenderness and dread ; and last 
1 this ; that whilst her step-mother and I, 
Idered in our horror, talk together 
obscure hints ; both self-misunderstood, 
larkly guessing, stumbling, in our talk, 
the truth, and yet to its revenge, 
ntemipted us, and with a look 
ih told, before she spoke it, he must die — 

GIACOMO. 

enough. My doubts are well appeased ; 
a is a higher reason for the act 
mine ; there is a holier judge than me, 
>re unblamed avenger. Beatrice, 
in the gentleness of thy sweet youth 
never trodden on a worm, or bruised 
ing flower, but thou hast pitied it 
. needless teal's ! Fair sister, thou in whom 
wondered how such loveliness and wisdom 
lot destroy each other ! Is there made 
ge of thee t O, heart, I ask no more 
fication ! Shall I wait, Orsino, 
le return, and stab him at the door! 



ORSINO. 

Not so ; some accident might interpose 
To rescue him from what is now most sure ; 
And you are unprovided where to fly, 
How to excuse or to conceal. Nay, listen : 
All is contrived ; success is so assured 
That— 

Enter Bkatrick. 

BEATRICE. 

'Tis my brother's voice ! You know me not ! 

GIACOMO. 

My sister, my lost sister ! 

BEATRICE. 

Lost indeed ! 
I see Orsino has talked nith you, and 
That you conjecture things too horrible 
To speak, yet far less than the truth. Now, stay not, 
He might return : yet kiss me ; I shall know 
That then thou hast consented to his death. 
Farewell, farewell ! Let piety to God, 
Brotherly love, justice, and clemency. 
And all things that make tender hardest hearts. 
Make thine hard, brother. Answer not — farewell. 

lExcMnt severalljf. 



SCENE II. 

A mean Apartment in Qiacomo's Uoute. 

GiAcoMO alone, 

GIACOMO. 

'Tis midnight, and Orsino comes not yet. 

[Thunder t and the sound qf a storm. 

What ! can the everlasting elements 

Feel with a worm like man I If so, the shaft 

Of mercy-winged lightning would not fall 

On stones and trees. My wife and children sleep: 

They are now living in unmeaning dreams : 

But I must wake, still doubting if that deed 

Be just which was most necessary. 0, 

Thou unreplenished lamp ! whose narrow fire 

Is shaken by the wind, and on whose edse 

Devouring darkness hovers ! Thou small flame, 

Which, as a dying pulse rises and falls. 

Still flickerest up and down, how very soon. 

Did I not feed thee, wouldst thou fail and be 

As thou hadst never been ! So wastes and sinks 

Even now, perhaps, the life that kindled mine : 

But that no power can fill with vital oil 

That broken lamp of flesh. Ha ! 'tis the blood 

Which fed these veins that ebbs till all is cold : 

It is the form that moulded mine, that sinks 

Into the white and yellow spasms of death : 

It is the soul by which mine was arrayed 

In God's immortal likeness which now stands 

Naked before Heaven's judgment-seat ! 

[A beU strikes. 

One I Two ! 
The hours crawl on ; and when my hairs are white 
My son will then perhaps be waiting thus. 
Tortured between just hate and vain remorse ; 
Chiding the tardy messenger of news 
Like those which I expect. I almost wish 
He be not dead, although my wrongs are great ; 
Yet — 'tis Orsino's step. 
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Enter Obsino. 
Speak ! 

OBSINO. 



To say he has escaped. 



lam come 



GIACOMO. 

Escaped ! 

OBSINO. 

And safe 
Within Petrella. He passed by the spot 
Appointed for the deed an hour too soon. 

OIACOMO. 

Are we the fools of such contingencies 1 

And do we waste in blind misgivings thus 

The hours when we should act! Then wind and 

Uiunder, 
Whichseemed to howl his knell, isthe loud laughter 
With which Heaven mocks our weakness! I hence- 
forth 
Will ne'er repent of aught designed or done^ 
But my repentance. 

OBSINO. 

See, the lamp is out. 

OIACOMO. 

If no remorse is ours when the dim air 

Has drank this innocent flame^ why should we 

quail 
When Cenci's life, that light by which ill spirits 
Seethe worst deeds they prompt,shaIl sink for ever! 
No, I am hardened. 

OBSINO. 

Why, what need of this ! 
Who feared the pale intrusion of remorse 
In a just deed ! Although our first plan failed. 
Doubt not but he will soon be laid to rest. 
But light the lamp ; let us not talk i' the dark. 

GIACOMO {lighting the lamp). 

And yet, once quenched, I cannot thus relume 
My father's life : do you not think his ghost 
Might plead that argument with God ! 

OBSINO. 

Once gone, 
You cannot now recall your sister's peace ; 
Your own extinguished years of youth and hope ; 
Nor your wife's bitter words ; nor all the taunts 
Which, from the prosperous, weak misfortune 

takes ; 
Nor your dead mother ; nor — 

GIACOMO. 

0, speak no more ! 
I am resolved, although this very hand 
Must quench the life that animated it. 



OBSINO. 

There is no need of that Listen: yea know 

Olimpio, the castellan of Petrella 

In old Colonna's tune ; him whom your fiaiiher 

Degraded from his post ! And Biarzio, 

That desperate wretch, whom he depriTed last 

year 
Of a reward of blood, well earned and due 1 

GIAOOMO. 

I knew Olimpio ; and they say he hated 
Old Cend so, that in his silent ra^ 
His lips grew white only to see hmi pass. 
Of Marzio I know notmng. 

OBSINO. 

Marrio'shate 
Matches Olimpio's. I have sent these meiiy 
But in your name, and as at your requesly 
To talk with Beatrice and Lucretia. 



Only to talk! 



GIACOMO. 



OBSINO. 

The moments which eren now 
Pass onward to to-morrow's midnight hoar. 
May memorise their flight with d^Uh :^ere then 
They must have talked, and may perhapshaTedon^ 
And made an end. 

GIACOMO. 

Listen! What aonndistiiat! 

OBSINO. 

The house-dog moans, and the beams crack: wm^ 

else. 

GIACOMO. 

It is my wife complaining in her sleep : 

I doubt not she is saying bitter things 

Of me ; and all my cliildren round her dreaming 

That I deny them sustenance. 

OBSINO. 

Whilst he 
Who truly took it from them, and who fills 
Their hungry rest with bitterness, now sleeps 
Lapped in bad pleasures, and triumphantly 
Mocks thee in visions of successful hate 
Too like the truth of day. 

GIACOMO. 

If e'er he wakes 
Again, I will not trust to hireling hands — 

OBSINO. 

Why, that were well I must be gone; good night! 
When next we meet may all be done ! 



GIACOMO. 



Forgotten : Oh, that I had never been ! 



And all 

lExtmmL 



THE CENCI. 



145 



ACT IV. 



SCENE I. 

An Apartment in tke CatiU cf Petrella. 

Enter CrntcL 

CEVCI. 

She eomes not ; yet I left her even now 
Vanqnished and faint She knows the penalty 
Of her delay ; yet what if threats are vain ! 
Am I not now within Pctrella*s moat I 
Or fear I still the eyes and ears of Rome I 
Might 1 not drae her hy the golden hair ? 
Stamp on her f Keep her sleepless, till her hrain 
Be OYerwom ! Tame her with chains and famine ! 
Less would suffice. Yet so to leave undone 
What I most seek ! No, 'tb her stubborn will, 
Which, by its own consent, shall stoop as low 
Ab that which drags it down. 

Enter Lucrbtia. 

Thou loathed wretch ! 
Hide thee from my abhorrence ; fly, begone ! 
Yet ataj I Bid B^itrice come hither. 



LUCRBTIA. 



Oh, 



Hnsband ! I pray, for thine own wretched sake. 
Heed what thou dost A man who walks like thee 
Through crimes, and through the danger of his 
£a^honrmaystumbleo*erasudden grave, [crimes. 
And thou art old ; thy hairs are hoary grey ; 
As thou wouldst save thyself from death and hell. 
Pity thy daughter ; give her to some friend 
In marriage ; so that she may tempt thee not 
To hatred, or worse thoughts, if worse there be. 

CENCT. 

What ! like her sister, who has found a home 
To mock my hate from with prosperity I 
Strange rain shall destroy both her and thee. 
And all that yet remain. My death may be 
Aapid, her destiny outspeeds it. Go, 
Bid her come hither, and before my mood 
Be changed, lest I should drag her by the hair. 

LUCRETIA. 

She sent me to thee, husband. At thy presence 
She fell, as thou dost know, into a trance ; 
And in that trance she heard a voice which said, 
* Cend must die ! let him confess himself ! 
Even now the accusing angel waits to hear 
If God, to ponish his enormous crimes. 
Harden his dying heart ! " 

CE5CI. 

Why — such things are : 
No doubt divine reveaKngs may be made. 
Tis plain I have been favoured from above. 
For when I cursed my sons, they died. — Ay — so— 
As to the right or wrong, that's talk — repentance — 
Repentance is an easy moment's work, 
And more depends on God than me. Well — well — 
I must give up the greater point, which was 
.To poison and corrupt her soul. 

lA pause ; Lucrrtia approaches anxiously, 
and then shrinks back as he speaks. 



One, two ; 
Ay — Rocco and Cristofano my curse 
Strangled: and Giacomo, I think, will find 
Life a worse Hell than that beyond the grave: 
Beatrice shall, if there be skill in hate, 
Die in despair, blaspheming : to Bernardo, 
He is so innocent, I will bequeath 
The memory of these deeds, and make his youth 
The sepulchre of hope, where evil thoughts 
Shall grow like weeds on a neglected tomb. 
When all is done, out in the wide Campagna, 
I will pile up my silver and my gold ; 
My costly robes, paintings, and tapestries ; 
My parchments, and all records of my wealth ; 
And make a bonfire in my joy, and leave 
Of my possessions nothing but my name ; 
Which shall be an inheritance to strip 
Its wearer bare as infamy. That done, 
My soul, which is a scourge, will I resign 
Into the hands of him who wielded it ; 
Be it for its own punislunent or theirs, 
He will not ask it of me till the lash 
Be broken in its last and deepest wound ; 
Until its hate be all inflicted. Yet, 
Lest death outspeed my purpose, let me make 
Short work and sure. [Goinff. 

LUCRETIA (stops htm). m 

Oh, stay ! It was a feint : 
She had no vision, and she heard no voice. 
I said it but to awe tliee. 

CENCI. 

That is well. 
Vile palterer with the sacred truth of God, 
Be thy soul choked with that blaspheming lie \ 
For Beatrice, worse terrors are in store, 
To bend her to my will. 

LUCRFTTIA. 

Oh ! to what will f 
What cruel sufferings, more than she has known, 
Canst thou inflict ! 

CENCl. 

Andrea I go, call my daughter. 
And if she comes not, tell her that I come. 
What sufferings! I will drag her, step by step, 
Through infamies unheard of among men ; 
She shall stand shelterless in the broad noon 
Of public scorn, for acts blazoned abroad, 
One among which shall be — What ? Canst thou 

guess ? 
She shall become (for what she most abhors 
Shall have a fascination to entrap 
Her luathiiig will), to her own conscious self 
All she appears to othera ; and when dead. 
As she shall die unshrived and unforgiven, 
A rebel to her father and her God, 
Her corimc shall be abandoned to the hounds ; 
Her name shall be the terror of the earth ; 
Her spirit shall approach the throne of God 
PUiguc-spotted witii my curses. I will mako 
Body and soul a monstrous lump of ruin. 
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Enter Akdrsa. 
ANDREA. 



The lady Beatrice — 



Said she! 



CENCI. 

Speak, pale slave ! What 



ANDREA. 

My Lord, 'twas what she looked ; she said : 
^ Go tell my &ther that I see the gulf 
Of Hell between us two, which he may pass ; 
I will not.'' lExit Andrka. 

CENCI. 

Go thou quick, Lucrotia, 
Tell her to come ; yet let her understand 
Her coming is consent : and say, moreover. 
That if she come not I will curse her. 

lExit LVCRBTIA. 

Ha! 
With what but with a father's curse doth God 
Panic-strike armed victory, and make pale 
Cities in their prosperity ! The world's Father 
Must grant a parent's prayer against his child. 
Be he who asks even what men call me. 
Will not the deaths of her rebellious brothers 
Awe her before I speak ? For 1 on them 
Did imprecate quick ruin, and it came. 

Enter LvcRcnA. 
Well ; what ! Speak, wretch I 

LUCRETIA. 

She said, ^ I cannot come ; 
Go tell my father that I see a torrent 
Of his own blood raging between us." 



CENCI (kneeling). 



God! 



Hear me ! If this most specious mass of flesh. 
Which thou hast made my daughter ; this my blood. 
This particle of my divided being ; 
Or rather, this my bane and my disease. 
Whose sight infects and poisons me ; this devil. 
Which sprung from me as from a hell, was meant 
To aught good use ; if her bright loveliness 
Was kindled to illumine this dark world ; 
If nursed by thy selectest dew of love. 
Such virtues blossom in her as should make 
The peace of life, I pray thee for my sake, 
As thou the common God and Father art 
Of her, and me, and all ; reverse that doom I 
E^arth, in the name of God, let her food be 
Poison, until she be encrusted round 
With leprous stains I Heaven, rain upon her head 
The blistering drops of the Marcmma's dew^ 
Till she be speckled like a toad ; parch up 
Those love-enkindled lips, warp those fine limbs 
To loathed lameness 1 All-bchoIding sun, 
Strike in thine envy those life-darting eyes 
With thine own blinding beams ! 

LUCRETIA. 

Peace ! peace ! 
For thine o^^n sake unsay those dreadful words. 
When high God grants, he punishes such prayers. 

CENCI (leaping up, and throwing hit right hand 

twcards Heaven), 
He does his will, I mine ! This in addition, 
That if she have a cliild 



LUCRETIA. 

Horrible thought ! 

CENCI. 

That if she ever have a child ; and thou. 

Quick Nature ! I adjure thee by thy God, 

That thou be fruitful in her, and increaae 

And multiply, fulfilling his command, 

And my deep imprecation ! May it be 

A hideous likeness of herself ; that as 

From a distorting mirror, she may see 

Her image mixed with what she most abhon. 

Smiling upon her from her nursing breast. 

And that the child may from its m&ncy 

Grow, day by day, more wicked and ddTonned, 

Turning her mother's love to misery : 

And that both she and it may live, until 

It shall repay her care and pain with hate^ 

Or what may else be more unnatoraL 

So he may hunt her through the clamorons seoft 

Of the loud world to a dishonoured grave. 

Shall I revoke this curse t Go, bid her come. 

Before my words are chromcled in heaven. 

[£rit LocasnA. 
I do not feel as if I were a man. 
But like a fiend appointed to chastise 
The offences of some unremembered world. 
My blood is running up and down my veins I 
A fearful pleasure makes it prick and tingle : 
I feel a giddy sickness of strange awe ; 
My heart is beating with an expectation 
Of horrid joy. 

£»(cr Locmaru. 
What! Speak I 

LUCRETIA. 

She bids thee curse ; 
And if thy curses, as they cannot do, 
Could kill her soul — 

CENCI. 

She would not come. HMs well, 
I can do both : first take what I demand. 
And then extort concession. To thy chamber 1 
Fly ere I spurn thee : and beware Uiis night 
That thou cross not my footsteps. It were safer 
To come between the tiger and his prey. 

[Exit LocRfiiA. 

It must be late ; mine eyes grow weary dim 

With unaccustomed heaviness of sleep. 

Conscience ! Oh, thou most insolent of lies I 

They say that sleep, that healing dew of heaven. 

Steeps not in balm the foldings of the brain 

Which thinks thee an impostor. I will go. 

First to belie thee with an hour of rest, 

Which will be deep and calm, I feel ; and then — 

0, multitudinous Hell, the fiends will shake 

Thine arches with the laughter of their joy ! 

There shall be lamentation heard in Heaven 

As o'er an angel fallen ; and upon Earth 

All good shall droop and sicken, and ill things 

Shall, with a spirit of unnatural life. 

Stir and be quickened— oven as I am now. 

[Exit. 



SCENE II. 

fi^^bre the CattU efPeireUa, 

EfHUr BsATKicB OMd LocftXTiA abwt on the ramparts. 

BEATRICE. 

Thfij oome not yet 

LUCRETIA. 

Tis scarce midnight. 

BEATRICE. 

How slow 
Behind the oonrse of thought, even sick with speedy 
L»gi leaden-footed time ! 

LUCRETIA. 

The minutes 
If he should wake hefore the deed is done I 

BEATRICE. 

O, Mother ! He must never wake again. 
What thoa hast said persuades me that our act 
Will hut dislodge a spirit of deep hell 
Out of a human form. 

LUCRETIA. 

Tis true he spoke 
Of death and judgment with strange confidence 
For one so wicked ; as a man believing 
In Ciody yet recking not of good or ill. 
And yet to die without confession 1 — 

BEATRICE. 

Oh I 
Believe that Heaven is merciful and just. 
And will not add our dread necessity 
To the amount of his offences. 

JBMer Oluuio and Marxio, below. 
LUCREnA. 

oee. 
They eome. 

BEATRICE. 

All mortal things must hasten thus 
To their daric end. Let us go down. 

iBxeytU LucurriA and BcAmics/Vom above. 

OLIMPIO. 

How feel you to this work ! 

MARZIO. 

As one who thinks 
A thousand crowns excellent market price 
For an old murderer's life. Your cheeks are pale. 

OLIMPIO. 

It is the white reflection of your own, 
Whifi^ yon call pale. 

MARZIO. 

Is that their natural hue ! 

OLIMPIO. 

Or His my hate, and the deferred desire 
To wreak it, which extinguishes their blood. 

MARZIO. 

Yon are inclined then to this business ! 



OLIMPIO. 



Ay, 



If one should bribe me with a thousand crocus 
To kill a serpent which had stung my child, 
I oould not be more willing. 



Enter Bxatiucb and LrcnrnA below. 

Noble ladies ! 

BEATRICE. 

Are ye resolved ! 

OLIMPIO. 

Is he asleep t 



MARZIO. 



Quiet t 



Is all 



LUCRETIA. 

I mixed an opiate with his drink : 
He sleeps so soundly — 

BEATRICE. 

That his death will be 
But as a change of sin-chastising dreams, 
A dark continuance of the Hell within him, 
Which God extinguish ! But ye are resolved ! 
Ye know it is a high and holy deed ! 



We are resolved. 



OLIMPIO. 



MARZIO. 

As to the how this act 
Be warranted, it rests with you. 



BEATRICE. 



WeU, foUow ! 



OLIMPIO. 

Hush! Hark! What noise is that ! 

MARZIO. 

• Ha ! some one comes ! 

BEATRICE. 

Ye conscience-stricken cravens, rock to rest 
Your baby hearts. It is the iron gate. 
Which ye left open, swinging to the wind. 
That enters whistling as in scorn. Come, follow ! 
And be your steps like mine, light, quick, and bold. 

iExeunt. 



SCENE III. 

An Apartment in the Cattle. 

Enter Bbatrics and LucumA. 
LUCRETIA. 

They are about it now. 

BEATRICE. 

Nay, it is done. 

LUCRETIA. 

I have not heard him groan. 

BEATRICE. 



LUCRETIA. 

What sound is that t 



He will not groan. 



About his bed. 



BEATRICE. 

List! 'tis the tread of feet 



LUCRETIA. 

My God ! 
If he be now a cold stiff corpse — 

L a 
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BEATRICE. 

O, fear not 
What may be done, but what is left undone : 
The act seals all. 

Enter Olimpio and Marzio. 
Is it accomplished ! 



Did you not call ! 



MARZIO. 
OLIMPIO. 
BEATRICE. 

When! 

OLIMPIO. 
BEATRICE. 



What! 



Now. 



I ask if all is over ! 

OLIMPIO. 

We dare not kill an old and sleeping man ; 
His thin grey hair, his stem and reverent brow. 
His veined hands crossed on his heaving breast^ 
And the calm innocent sleep in which he lay, 
Quelled me. Indeed, indeed, I cannot do it. 

MARZIO. 

But I was bolder ; for I chid Olimpio, 
And bade him bear his wrongs to his own grave. 
And leave me the reward. And now my kmfe 
Touched the loose wrinkled throat, when the old man 
Stirred in his sleep, and said, " God ! hear, hear, 
A father's curse ! What, art thou not our father ! " 
And then he laughed. I knew it was the ghost 
Of my dead father speaking through his lips, 
And could not kill him. 

BEATRICE. 

Miserable slaves ! 
Where, if ye dare not kill a sleeping man. 
Found ye the boldness to return to me 
With such a deed undone ! Base paltcrers ! 
Cowards and traitors ! Why, the very conscience 
Which ye would sell for gold and for revenge 
Is an equivocation : it sleeps over 
A thousand daily acts disgracbig men ; 
And when a deed, where mercy insults Heaven — 
Why do I talk ! 

[Snatching a dagger from one of them, and raising iL 

Hadst thou a tongue to say. 
She murdered her own father, I must do it I 
But never dream ye shall outlive liim long ! 



Stop, for God's sake 



OUMPIO. 

I 



MARZIO. 

I will go back and kill him. 



OLIMPIO. 

Give me the weapon, we must do thy will. 

DPJITRICE. 

Take it ! Depart ! Return ! 

lExevnt Olimpio and Marzio 

How pale thou art ! 
We do but that which 'twere a deadly crime 
To leave undone. 

LITRETIA. 

Would it were done ! 



BBITRICB. 

ETennliikt 
That doubt is passing through your mind, the 

world 
Is conscious of a change. Darkness and hell 
Have swallowed up the vapour they sent forth 
To blacken the sweet light of life. My breath 
Comes, methinks, lighter, and the jellied blood 
Runs freely through my veins. Hark I 

Enter Olimpio and Hariib. 

Hei 



Dead! 



OLIMPIO. 



MARZIO. 

We strangled him, that there might be no blood ; I 
And then we threw his heavy corpse i' the gardsB 
Under the balcony ; 'twill seem it felL 

BEATRICE (giving them a hag qfeoin). 
Here take this gold, and hasten to vour homes. 
And, Marzio, because thou wast only awed 
By tiiat whic^ made me tremble, wear thoo this ! 

[CMket him in m riA mtmttt 
It was the mantle which my grand&ther 
Wore in his high proq>erity, and men 
Envied his state : so mav Uiey envy thine. 
Thou wert a weapon in the hand of God 
To a just use. Live long and thrive I And, 1011%, 
If thou hast crimes, repent : this deed is none. 

lA k0rm U 99und§d, 

LUCRETTA. 

Hark, 'tis the castle horn : my GU>d I it aonndB ^ 
Like the last trump. 

BEATRICE. 

Some tedious guest is eoming. 

LUCRETIA. 

The drawbridge is let down ; there is a tramp 
Of horses in the court ! fly, hide yourselves ! 

[Exeunt Ouurto OJuf ICabiio. 

BEATRICE. 

Let us retire to counterfeit deep rest ; 

I scarcely need to counterfeit it now ; 

The spirit which doth reign within these limbs 

Seems strangely undisturbed. I could even sleep 

Fearless and calm : all ill is surely past. 

lExeunt, 



SCENE IV. 

Another Apartment in the CaslU. 

Enter on one side the Legate Savblla, introdmeed hp a £Srr> 
rant, and on the other Lvcnm a and Baiuf aroow 

SAVELLA. 

Lady, my duty to his Holiness 

Be my excuse that thus unseasonably 

I break upon your rest. I must spcaJc with 

Count Cenci ; doth he sleep ! 

LUCRETIA (in a hurried and confused manner). 

I think he sleeps ; 
Yet, wake him not, I pray, spare me awhile. 
He is a wicked and wrathful nuin ; 
Should he be roused out of his slc^*p to-night. 
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Which isy I know, a hell of angry dreams. 
It were not well ; indeed it were not well. 
Wait tiU day-break,— 

(Aside.) O, I am deadly sick ! 

SATELLA. 

I grieTe thus to distress you, but the Count 
Most answer charges of the gravest import, 
And suddenly ; such my commission is. 

LucssHA (wiihinereated agitatum), 
I dare not rouse him, I know none who dare ; 
Twere perilous ; — ^you might as salely waken 
A serpent ; or a (^rpse in which some fiend 
Were laid to sleep. 

SATBLLA. 

Lady, my moments here 
Are coimted. I must rouse him from his sleep. 
Since none else dare. 

LUCREHA (aside). 

O, terror ! 0, despair ! 
(7*0 BnufARDO.) Bernardo, conduct you the Lord 

Legale to 
Your father's chamber. 

{Exeunt Savclla and Bbbmaroo. 

EnUr Bhatricx. 

Tis a messenger 
Come to arrest the culprit who now stands 
Before the throne of unappealable God. 
Both Barth and Heaven, consenting arbiters, 
Acquit our deed. 

LUCRETIA. 

Oh, agony of fear ! 
Would that he yet might live ! Even now I 

heard 
The legate's followers whisper as they passed 
They £ul a warrant for his instant death. 
All was prepared by unforbidden means. 
Which we must pay so dearly, having done. 
Sven now they search the tower, and find the 

body; 
Now tiiey suspect the truth ; now they consult, 
Before they come to tax us with the &ct ; 

horrible, 'tis all discovered ! 

BEATRICE. 

Mother, 
What is done wisely, is done well. Be bold 
As thou art just. 'Tis like a truant child. 
To fear that others know what thou hast done. 
Even from thine own strong consciousness, and thus 
Write on unsteady eyes and altered cheeks 
All thou wouldst hide. Be faithful to thyself. 
And fear no other witness but thy fear. 
For if, as cannot be, some circumstance 
Should rise in accusation, we can blind 
Suspicion with such cheap astonishment^ 
Or overbear it with such guiltless pride, 
As murderers cannot feign. The deed is done. 
And what may follow now regards not me. 

1 am as universal as the light ; 

Free as the earth-surrounding air ; as firm 
As the world's centre. Consequence, to me. 
Is as the wind which strikes the solid rock. 
But shakes it not. 

lA cry within and tumult. 

VOICES. 

Murder! Murder! Murder! 



Enter Bbrnaroo and Savkixa. 

SAVELLA (to his foUowers). 
Go, search the castle round ; sound the alarm ; 
Look to the gates, that none escape ! 



BEATRICE. 



What now! 



BERNARDO. 

I know not what to say — my father's dead. 

BEATRICE. 

How, dead ! he only sleeps ; you mistake, brother. 
His sleep is very calm, ver}' like death ; 
'Tis wonderful how well a tyrant sleeps. 
He is not dead $ 

BERNARDO. 

Dead ; murdered ! 

LDCRETU (with extreme agitatum). 

Oh, no, no. 
He is not murdered, though he may be dead ; 
I have alone the keys of mose apartments. 



Ha ! Is it so ! 



SAVELLA. 



BEATRICE. 

My lord, I pray excuse us ; 
We will retire ; my mother is not well ; 
She seems quite overcome with tlus strange horror. 

lExeunt Lucbktia and Bbatricb. 

SAVELLA. 

Can you suspect who may have murdered him ! 

BERNARDO. 

I know not what to think. 

SAVELLA. 

Can you name any 
Who had an interest in his death 1 



BERNARDO. 



Alas! 



I can name none who had not, and those most 
Who most lament that such a deed is done ; 
My mother, and my sister, and myself. 

SAVELLA. 

'Tis strange ! There were clear marks of violence. 
I found the old man's body in the moonlight. 
Hanging beneath the window of his chamber 
Among the branches of a pine : he could not 
Have fallen there, for all his Umbs lay heaped 
And eflFortless ; 'tis true there was no blood. — 
Favour me, sir — it much imports your house 
That all should be made clear— to tell the ladies 
That 1 request their presence. 

lExit BSRlf ARDO. 

Enter Guards, bringing in Mabzio. 

GUARD. 

We have one. 

OFFICER. 

My lord, we found this rufiian and another 
Lurking among the rocks ; there is no doubt 
But that they are the murderers of Count Cenci : 
Each had a bag of com ; this fellow wore 
A gold-in woven robe, which, shining bright 
Under Uie dark rocks to the glimmering moon. 
Betrayed them to our notice : the other fell 
Desperately fighting. 




SATELLA. 

What does he confess ! 

OFFICER. 

He keeps firm sUence; but these lines found on him 
May speak. 

SAYELLA. 

Their language is at least sincere. 

[£ead». 

" To THE Ladt Beatrice. __ 

** That the atonement of what my nature sickens 
to conjecture may soon arrive, I send thee, at thy 
brother's desire, those who will speak and do 
more than i dare write. 

" Thy devoted servant, 

<* Orsino." 

EiUer LucRcnA, Bbatricb, and Bcbnaboo. 
Knowest thou this writing, lady ! 



BEATRICE. 



savella. 



No. 



Nor thou ! 



LUCRETIA (her conduct throughout the tcene it 
marked by extreme agitation). 

Where was it found ! What is it t It should be 
Orsino's hand ! It speaks of that strange horror 
Which never yet found utterance, but which 

made 
Between that hapless child and her dead lather 
A gulf of obscure hatred. 

SAYELLA. 

Is it SO ! 

Is it true, lady, that thy father did 
Such outrages as to awaken in thee 
Unfilial hate ? 

BEATRICE. 

Not hate, 'twas more than hate ; 
This is most true, yet wherefore question me 1 

SAVELLA. 

There is a deed demanding question done ; 
Thou hast a secret which will answer not. 

BEATRICE. 

What sayest ? My lord, your words are bold and 
rash. 

SAVELLA. 

I do arrest all present in the name 

Of the Pope's Holiness. You must to Rome.' 

LUCRETTA. 

0, not to Rome ! Indeed we are not guilty. 

BEATRICI-:. 

Guilty ! Who dares talk of guilt ! My lord, 

I am more innocent of parricide 

Than is a child bom fatherless. Dear mother, 

Your gentleness and patience are no shield 

For this keen-judging world, this two-e<lged lie. 

Which seems, but is not. Wliat ! will human laws, 

Rather will ye who are their ministers. 

Bar all access to retribution first. 

And then, when Heaven doth interpose to do 

What ye neglect, arming familiar things 

To the redress of an unwonted crime. 

Make ye the victims who demanded it 

CXilprits ! 'Tis ye are culprits! That poor wretch 



Who stands so pale, and trembling, and aiimisdi 
If it be true he murdered Cenci, was 
A sword in the right hand of iustest God. 
Wherefore should I have wielded it ! anleas 
The crimes which mortal tongue dare never i 
God therefore scruples to avenge. 



SATBLLA. 



That yon desired his death \ 



Yoaown 






■1 



BEATRICE. 

It would hare been 
A crime no less than his, if for one moment 
That fierce desire had faded in my heart 
'Tis true I did believe, and hope, and pray. 
Ay, I even knew — for Grod is wise and justy 
That some strange sudden death hung over him. 
'Tis true that this did happen, and most true 
There was no other rest for me on earth. 
No other hope in Heaven }— now what of this f 

SAVELLA. 

Strange thoughts beget strange deeds; and here are 
I judge thee not. [both : 

BEATRICE. 

And yet, if jwi axrest me. 
You are the judge and executioner 
Of that which LB the hfe of life : thebreaih 
Of accusation kills an innocent name. 
And leaves for lame acquittal the poor fife. 
Which is a mask without it. ^Tis most fiilae 
That I am guUty of foul parricide ; 
Although I must^joice, for Justeet causey 
That other hands have sent my.father'a boo! 
To ask the mercy he denied to me. 
Now leave us free : stain not a noble house 
With vague surmises of rejected crime ; 
Add to our sufferings and your own neglect 
No heavier sum ; let them have been enough : 
Leave us the wreck we have. 

SAVELLA. 

I dare not, lady. 
I pray that you prepare yourselves for Rome : 
There the Pope's further pleasure will be known. < 

LUCRETIA. 

0, not to Rome 1 O, take us not to Rome 1 

BEATRICE. 

Why not to Rome, dear motiier! There, as here. 
Our innocence is as an armed heel 
To trample accusation. God is there, 
As here, and with his shadow ever clothes 
Tlie innocent, the injured,'and the weak ; 
And such are we. Cheer up, dear lady ! lean 
On me ; collect your wandering thoughts. My lord. 
As soon as you liave taken some refreshment. 
And had all such examinations made 
Upon the spot, as may be necessary 
To the full understanding of this matter. 
We shall be ready. Mother, will you come ! 

LUCRETIA. 

Ha ! they will bind us to the rack, and wrest 
Self-accusation from our agon^ ! 
Will Giacomo be there ! Orsmol Mardol 
All present? all confronted; all demanding 
Each from the other's countenance the thing 
Which is in every heart ! O, misery ! 

\,ShefaitUit and it borne cmt. 
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BATKLLA. 

She fiunts ; an iU appearance this. 

BBATBICE. 

My lord. 
She knows not yet the uses of the world. 
She fears that power is as a beast which grasps 
And loosens not : a snake whose look transmutes 
All things to guilt, which is its nutriment. 






She cannot know how well the supine slaves 
Of blind authority read the truth of things 
When written on a brow of guilelessness : 
She sees not yet triumphant Innocence 
Stand at the judgment-seat of mortal num, 
A judge and an accuser of the wrong 
Which drags it there. Prepare yourself, my 

lord; 
Our suite will join yours in the court below. 

iExeufU, 



^^^V^MM^^^^^^^*^^^ ^^^^^^^^^^^A^^^^M» 



ACT V. 



SCENE I. 

An Apart9UHt in Obono'A Palace, 

Enter Ouiivo and Oiacomo. 

OUCOMO. 

Do evfl deeds thus quickly come to end ! 
O that the rain remorse which must chastise 
Crimes done, had but as loud a voice to warn, 
As its keen sting is mortal to avenge 1 

that the hour when present had cast off 
The mantle of its mystery, and shown 

The {^lastly form with which it now returns 
When its scared game is roused, cheering the 

hounds . 
Of conscience to their prey 1 Alas, alas I 
It was a wicked thought, a piteous deed, 
To kill an old and hoary-headed father. 

OBSINO. 

It has tamed out unluckily, in truth. 

^ OIACOMO. 

To violate the sacred doors of sleep ; 
To cheat kind nature of the placid death 
Which she prepares for overwearied age ; 
To drag from Heaven an unrepentant soul. 
Which might have quenched in reconciling prayers 
A life of burning crimes — 

OBSINO. 

You cannot say 

1 uged yon to the deed. 

OIACOMO. 

O, had I never 
Foond in thy smooth and ready countenance 
The mirror of my darkest thoughts ; hadst thou 
Never with hints and questions made me look 
Upon the monster of my thought, until 
It grew familiar to desire— 

OBSINO. 

'Tisthus 
Men east the blame of their unprosperous acts 
Upon the abettors of their own resolve ; 
Or any thing but their weak, guilty selves. 
And yet, confess the truth, it is the peril 
In which you stand that gives you this pale 

sickness 
Of penitence ; confess, 'tis fear disgiused 
From ils own shame that takes the mantle now 
Of thin remorse. What if we yet were safe ! 



OIACOMO. 

How can that be f Already Beatrice, 
Lucretia, and the murderer, are in prison. 
I doubt not officers are, whOst we speak, 
Sent to arrest us. 

OBSINO. 

I have all prepared 
For instant flight. We can escape even now, 
So we take fleet occasion by the hair. 

OIACOMO. 

Rather expire in tortures, as I may. 
What ! will you cast by self-accusing flight 
Assured conviction upon Beatrice ! 
She who alone, in this unnatural work. 
Stands like God's angel ministered upon 
By fiends ; avengine such a nameless wrong 
As turns black parricide to piety ; 
Whilst we for basest ends — I fear, Orsino, 
While I consider all your words and looks. 
Comparing them with your proposal now. 
That you must be a villain. For what end 
Could you engage in such a perilous crime. 
Training me on with hints^ and signs, and smiles, 
Even to this gulf ? Thou art no liar I No, 
Thou art a lie ! Traitor and murderer ! 
Coward and slave ! But no-t-defend th^'self ; 

IDraufing. 
Let the sword speak what the indignant tongue 
Disdains to brand thee with. 

OBSINO. 

Put up your weapon* 
Is it the desperation of your fear 
Makes you thus rash and sudden with your 

friend. 
Now ruined for your sake ! If honest anger 
Have moved you, know, that what I just proposed 
Was but to try you. As for me, I think 
Thankless affection led me to this point, 
From which, if my firm temper could repent, 
I cannot now recede. Even whilst we speak. 
The ministers of justice wait below : 
They grant me these brief moments. Now, if yon 
Have any word of melancholy comfort 
To speak to your pale wife, 'twere best to paas 
Out at the postern, and avoid them so. 

OIACOMO. 

Oh, generous firiend! How canst thou pardon met 
Would that my life could purchase thme 1 
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ORSINO. 

That wish 
Now comes a day too late. Haste; fare thee well! 
Hcar'st thou not steps along tho corridor ! 

lExit GiACOMO. 
I*m sorry for it ; but the guards are waiting 
At his own gate, and such was my contrivance 
That I might rid me both of him and them. 
1 thought to act a solemn comedy 
Upon the painted scene of this new world, 
And to attain my own peculiar ends 
By some such plot of mingled good and ill 
As others weave ; but there arose a Power 
Which grasped and snapped the threads of my 

device, 
And turned it to a net of ruin — Ha ! 

[A shout is heard. 

Is that my name I hear proclaimed abroad I 
But I will pass, wrapt in a vile disguise ; 
Rags on my back, and a false innocence 
Upon my face, through the misdeeming crowd. 
Which judges by what seems. Tis easy then. 
For a new name, and for a country new, 
And a new Ufe, fashioned on old desires. 
To change the honours of abandoned Rome. 
And these must be the masks of that within, 
Which must remain unaltered. — Oh, I fear 
That what is past will never let me rest ! 
Why, when none else is conscious, but m^'self. 
Of my mirideeds, should my own heart's contempt 
Trouble me ! Have I not the power to fly 
My own reproaches ? Shall 1 be the slave 
Of— what ? A word ! which those of this false world 
Employ against each other, not themselves ; 
As men wear daggers not for self-offence. 
But if I am mistaken, where shall I 
Find the disguise to hide me from myself, 
As now I skulk from every other eye I 

lExiU 



SCENE II. 

AJIall of Justice' 

Camillo, Jvvokh, etc., are discovered seated ,- 
J^Iarzio i> led in. 

FIRST JUDGE. 

Accused, do you persist in your denial I 

I ask you, are you innocent, or guilty I 

I demand who were the participators 

In your offence I Speak truth, and the whole truth. 

MARZIO. 

My God ! I did not kill him ; I know nothing ; 
Olimpio sold the robe to me from which 
You would infer my guilt. 

SECOND JUDGE. 

Away with him ! 

FIRST JUDGE. 

Dare you, with lips yet white from the rack's kiss, 
S]>cak false? Is it so soft a questioner. 
That you would bandy lovers' talk with it. 
Till it wind out your life and soul I Away ! 

MARZIO. 

Spare me ! O, spare ! I will confess. 



FIRST JUDGE. 



Then speak. 



MARZIO. 

I strangled him in his sleep. 

FIB8T JUDOB. 

Who urged joa to it ! 

MARZIO. 

His own son Giacorao, and the young prelate 
Orsino sent me to Petrella ; there 
The ladies Beatrice and Lucretia 
Tempted me with a thousand crowns, and I 
And my compmion forthwith murdered him. 
Now let me die. 

FIRST JUDGE. 

This sounds as bad as truth. Guards, there, 
Lead forth the prisoners. 

Eniar LucaniA, Bbatbicb, and Oiacomo, pusu^UL 

Look upon this man ; 
When did you see him last 1 

BEATRICE. 

We nerer atw him- 

MARZIO. 

You know me too well. Lady Beatriea 

BEATRICE. 

I know thee ! How ! where ! when I 

MARZIO. 

Yon know 'twas I 
Whom you did urge with menaces and bribes 
To kill your father. When the thing was ^on^ 
You clothed me in a robe of woven gold. 
And bade me thrive: how I have thriven, yon see. 
You, my Lord Giacomo, Lady Luoretia, 
You know that what I speak is true. 

[Dkatrics advances towards him / he covers his 
/ace, and shrinks back. 

Oh, dart 
The terrible resentment of those eyes 
On the dread earth ! Turn them away from me ! 
They wound : 'twas torture forced the truth. My 

Lords, 
Having said this, let me be led to death. 

BEATRICF.. 

Poor wTctch, I pity thee : yet stay awhile. 

CAMILLO. 

Guards, lead him not away. 

BEATRICE. 

Cardinal Camillo^ 
You have a good repute for gentleness 
And wisdom : can it be that you sit here 
To countenance a wicked farce like this ! 
When some obscure and trembling slave is dragged 
From sufferings which might shake the sternest 

heart. 
And bade to answer, not as he believes. 
But as those may suspect or do desire, 
Whose questions thence suggest their own reply : 
And that in peril of such hideous torments 
A H merciful Go<l 8])are8 even the damned. Speak now 
The tiling you surely know, which is, that you, 
If your fine frame were stretched upon that wheel, 
And you were told, ** Confess that you did i>oi8on 
Your little nephew : that fair blue-eyed child 
Who was the load-star of your life ;" and though 
All see, since his most swift and piteous death, 
Tliat day and night, and hefr\'en and carth,andtime. 
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And aU the things hoped for or done therein. 
Are changed to you, tnrongh your exceeding grief, 
Yet you would say, ** I confess anything" — 
And beg from your tormentors, like that slave, 
The refuge of dishonourable death. 
I pray thee, Cardinal, that thou assert 
My innocence. 

CAMILLO (much moved). 

What shall we think, my lords ! 
Shameonthesetearsl I thought the heart was frozen 
Which is their fountain. I would pledge my soul 
That she is guiltless. 

JUDOB. 

Yet she must be tortured. 



g 



CAMILLO. 

I would as soon hare tortured mine own nephew 
If be now lived, he would be just her age ; 
is hair, too, was her colour, and his eyes 
Like hers in shape, but blue, and not so deep :) 
As that most perfect image of God's love 
That ever came sorrowing upon the earth. 
She is as pure as speechless infancy 1 

JUDGE. 

Wen, be her purity on your head, my lord. 
If you forbid the rack. His Holiness 
Enjoined us to pursue this monstrous crime 
By the severeet forms of law ; nay, even 
To stretch a point against the criminals. 
The prisoners stand accused of parricide. 
Upon such evidence as justifies 
Torture. 

BEATRICE. 

What evidence I This man's ! 



JUDGE. 



Even so. 



BEATRICE {to MaRZTO). 

Come near. And who art thou, thus chosen forth 
Out of the multitude of living men. 
To kill the innocent f 



Thy fiUher's vassal 



MARZIO. 

I am Marzio, 



BEATRICE. 

Fix thine eyes on mine ; 
Answer to what I ask. 

ITuming to the Judges. 

I prithee mark 
His countenance : unlike bold calumny, 
Which sometimes dares not speak the thing it looks, 
He dazes not look the thing he speaks, but bends 
His gaze on the blind earth. 

(To Marzio.) What ! wilt thou say 
That I did murder my own father I 



marzio. 



Oh! 



Spare me I My brain swims round — I cannot speak- 
It was that horrid torture forced the truth. 
Take me away ! Let her not look on me 1 
I am a guilty miserable wretch I 
I have said all I know ; now, let me die ! 

BEATRICE. 

My lords, if by my nature I had been 

So stem, as to have planned the crime alleged. 

Which your suspicions dictate to this slave, 



And the rack makes him utter, do you think 

I should have left this two-edged instrument 

Of my misdeed ; this man ; Uiis bloody knife, 

With my own name engraven on the heft, 

L}'ing unsheathed amid a world of foes, 

For my own death ? That with such horrible need 

For deepest silence, I should have neglected 

So trivial a precaution, as the making 

His tomb the keeper of a secret written 

On a thier^ memory ! What is his poor life ! 

What are a thousand lives ! A parricide 

Had trampled them like dust ; and see, he lives! 

{Turning to Maiuio. 
And thou — 

MARZIO. 

Oh, spare me ! Speak to me no more ! 
That stem yet piteous look, those solemn tones, 
Wound worse tnan torture. 

( To the Judges,) I have told it all ; 
For pity's sake lead me away to death. 

CAMILLO. 

Guards, lead him nearer the lady Beatrice, 
He shrinks from her regard like autumn's leaf 
From the keen breath of the serenest north. 

BEATRICE. 

Oh, thou who tremblest on the giddy verge 
Of life and death, pause ere thou answer^ me ; 
So mayst thou answer God with less dismay : 
What evil have we done thee ! I, alas ! 
Have lived but on this earth a few sad years, 
And so my lot was ordered, that a father 
First turned the moments of awakening life 
To drops, each poisoning youth's sweet hope ; and 

then • 

Stabbed with one blow my everlasting soul. 
And my untainted fame ; and even that peace 
Which sleeps within the core of the heart's heart. 
But the wound was not mortal ; so my hate 
Became the only worship I could lift 
To our great Father, who in pity and love. 
Armed thee, as thou dost say, to cut him off ; 
And thus his wrong becomes my accusation : 
And art thou the accuser ! If thou hopest 
Mercy in heaven, show justice upon earth : 
Worse than a bloody huid is a hard heart. 
If thou hast done murders, made thy life's path 
Over the trampled laws of God and man. 
Rush not before thy Judge, and say : ** My Maker, 
I have done this and more ; for there was one 
Wlio was most pure and innocent on earth ; 
And because she endured what never any. 
Guilty or innocent, endured before ; 
Because her wrongs could not be told, nor thought; 
Because thy hand at length did rescue her ; 
I with my words killed her and all her kin." 
Think, 1 adjure you, what it is to slay 
The reverence living in the minds of men 
Towards our ancient house, and stainless fame ! 
Think what it is to strangle infant pity. 
Cradled in the belief of guileless looks, 
Till it become a crime to suffer. Think 
What 'tis to blot with infamy and blood 
All that which shows like innocence, and is,— 
Hoar me, great God ! I swear, most innocent,— 
So that the world lose all discrimination 
Between the sly, fierce, wild regard of guilt. 
And that which now compels thee to reply 
To what I ask : Am I, or am I not 
A parricide 1 



VARZIO. 

Thou art not I 

JUDGE. 



What is this! 



MARZIO. 

I here declare those whom I did accuse 
Are innocent. Tis I alone am guilty. 

JUIKJE. 

Drag him away to torments ; let them be 
Subtle and long drawn out, to tear the folds 



Of the heart's mmost celL 
Till he confess. 



Unbind him not 



MARZIO. 

Torture me as ye will : 
A keener pain has wrung a higher truth 
From my last breath. She is most innocent 1 
Bloodhounds,notmen,glut yourselves well with me! 
I will not give you that fine piece of nature 
To rend and ruin. lExit Marzio, guarded. 

CAVILLO. 

What say ye now^ my lords ! 

JUDGE. 

Let tortures strain the truth till it be white 
As snow thrice-sifted by the frozen wind. 

CAWLLO. 

Yet stained with blood. 

JUDGE (to Beatrice). 

Know you this paper, lady ! 

BEATRICE. 

Entrap me not with questions. Who stands here 
As my accuser t Ha ! wilt thou be he, 
Who art my judge ! Accuser, witness, judge. 
What, all in one ? Here is Orsino's name ; 
Where is Orsino ! Let his eye meet mine. 
What means this scrawl 1 Alas ! ye know not what. 
And therefore on the chance that it may be 
Some evil, will ye kill us ? 

Enter an Officer. 
OFFICER. 

Marzio's dead. 

JUDGE. 

What did he say! 

OFFICER. 

Nothing. As soon as we 
Had bound him on the wheel, he snuled on us, 
As one who baffles a deep adversary ; 
And holding his breath, died. 

JUDGE. 

There remains nothing 
But to apply the question to those prisoners. 
Who yet remain stubborn. 

CAM I LLC. 

I overrule 
Further proceedings, and in the behalf 
Of these most innocent and noble persons 
Will use my interest with the Holy Father. 

JUDGE. 

Let the Pope's pleasun; then be done. Meanwhile 
Conduct these culpnts each to separate cells ; 
And be the engines ready : for this night. 
If the Pope's resolution be as grave, 
Pious, and just as once, I'll wring the truth 
Out of those nerves and sinews, groan by groan. 

lEx(unt. 



SCENE III. 

The Cell qfa PrUam, 

Bbatkicb is discovered asleep on a eouelL 

Enter Bjoutardo. 

BERNARDO. 

How gently slumber rests upon her fitoe. 
Like me hist thoughts of some day sweetly spenty 
Closing in night and dreams, and so prokioged. 
After such torments as she bore last nighty 
How hght and soft her breathing oomea. Ah^me ! 
Methinks that I shall never sleep again. 
But I must shake the heavenly dew of rest 
From tliis sweet foldedflower,1hu8 — ^¥rake ; 
What, sister, canst thou sleep ! 

BEATRICE (awaking). 

I was just dwining 
That we were all in Paradise. Tlioa knowest 
This cell seems like a kind of Paradise 
After our lather's presence. 

BERNARDO. 

Dear, dear sister, 
Would that thy dream were not a dream ! O, God I 
HowshaUIteU! 

BEATRICE. 

What would'st thou tell, sweet brother ! 

BERNARDO. 

Look not so calm and happy, or, even whilst 
I stand considering what I have to say. 
My heart will break. 

BEATRICE. 

See now, thou mak'st me weep : 
How very friendless thou wouldst be, dear chiloy 
If I were dead. Say what thou hast to say. 

BERNARDO. 

They have confessed ; they could endure no more 
The tortures^ 

BEATRICE. 

Ha ! What nvas there to confess ! 
They must have told some weak and wicked lie 
To flatter their tormentors. Have they said 
That they were guilty I white innocence, 
That thou shouldst wear the mask of guilt to hide 
Thine awful and serenest countenance 
From those who know thee not ! 

Enter Judok, with Lucrbtla and OiAcxnio, guarded. 

Ignoble hearts ! 
For some brief spasms of pain, which are at least 
As mortal as the limbs through which they pass, 
Are centuries of high splendour laid in dust I 
And that eternal honour which sliould live 
Sun like, above the reek of mortal fame. 
Changed to a mockery and a by- word ? What ! 
Will you give up these bodies to be dragged 
At horses' heels, so that our hair should sweep 
The footsteps of the vain and senseless crowd. 
Who, that they may make our calamity 
Their worship and their spectacle, will leave 
The churches and the theatres as void 
As their o^n hearts ? Shall the light multitude 
Fling at their choice, curses or faded pity. 
Sad funeral flowers to deck a Hving corpse. 
Upon us as we pass, to pass away. 
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And leave — ^what memory of our having been t 

Infamy, blood, terror, despair ! thou, 

Who wert a mother to the parentless. 

Kill not thy child ! Let not her wrongs kill thee ! 

Bittther, He down with me upon the rack. 

And let ub each be silent as a corpse ; 

It soon wfll be as soft as any grave. 

Tis but the falsehood it can wring from fear 

Makes the xaek cmeL 

euooMO. 

They will tear the tmth 
Even from thee at last, those cruel pains : 
For pit^s sake say ^ou art guilty now. 

LUCRETIA. 

O, apeak the troth I Let us all quickly die ; 
And after death, God is our judge, not they ; 
He vrill have mercy on us. 

BEBIIARDO. 

If indeed 
It can be tree, say so, dear sister mine ; 
And then the Pope will surely pardon you, 
AndaUbe welL 

jimos. 
Confess, or I will warp 
Yomr limbs with such keen tortures — 

BEATRICE. 

Tortures ! Turn 
The nek henceforth into a spinning-wheel ! 
Torture your dog, that he may tell whon last 
He lapped the bbod his master shed — not me ! 
My pangs are of the mind, and of the heart, 
And of the soul ; ay, of the inmost soul. 
Which weeps within tears as of burning gall 
To see, in this ill world where none are true. 
My kindred false to their deserted selves. 
And with conmdering all the wretched life 
Which I have lived, and its now wretched end ; 
And the small justice shown by Heaven and Earth 
To me or mine ; and what a t^Tant thou art. 
And what slaves these; and what a world we make. 
The oppressor and the oppressed — such pangs 

compel 
My answer. What is it thou wouldst with met 

JUDGE. 

Art thou not guilty of thy father^s death ! 

BEATRICE. 

Or wilt thou rather tax high-judging God 

That he permitted such an act as that 

Which I have suffered, and which he beheld ; 

Made it unutterable, and took from it 

All refuge, all revenge, all consequence. 

But that which thou hast called my father's death t 

Which is or is not what men call a crime. 

Which either I have done, or have not done ; 

Say what ye will. I shall deny no more. 

If ye desire it thus, thus let it be, 

And BO an end of all. Now do your will ; 

No other pains shall force another word. 

JUDGE. 

She is convicted, but has not confessed. 

Be it enough. Until their final sentence 

Let none luive converse with them. You, young 

Linger not here 1 [lord, 

BEATRICE. 

O, tear him not away ! 



JUDGE. 

Guards ! do your duty. 

BERNARDO (embracing Beatrice). 

Oh ! would ye divide 
Body from soul ! 

OFFICER. 

That is the headsman's business. 
iBxeunt aU Intt hvctaenA, Bbatricb, and OiAOOMa 

GIACOMO. 

Have I confessed ! Is it all over now ! 
No hope ! No refuge I weak, wicked tongue. 
Which hast destroyed me, would that thou hadstbcNsn 
Cut out and thrown to dogs first*! To have killed 
My fither first, and then betrayed my sister ; 
Ay, thee 1 the one thing innocent and pure 
In this bhMsk, guilty world, to that which I 
So well deserve ! My wife ! my little ones ! 
Destitute, helpless ; and I— Father ! God ! 
Canst thou forgive even the unforgiving. 
When their fuU hearts break thus, thus t — 

iCov€rs his /ace and weept, 

LUCRETIA. 

O, my child ! 
To what a dreadfhl end are we all come ! 
Why did I yield ! Why did I not sustain 
Those torments ! Oh ! that I were aU dissolved 
Into these &st and unavailing tears. 
Which flow and feel not ! 

BEATRICE. 

What 'twas weak to do^ 
Tis weaker to lament, once being done ; 
Take cheer ! The God who knew my wrong, and- 
Our speedy act the angel of his wrath,' [made 
Seems, and but seems, to have abandoned us. 
Let us not think that we shall die for this. 
Brother, sit near me ; give me your firm hand. 
You had a manly heart Bear up ! bear up ! 
Oh ! dearest lady, put your gentle head 
Upon my lap, and try to sleep awhile : 
Your eyes look pale, hollow, and overworn. 
With heaviness of watching and slow grief. 
Come, I will sing you some low, sleepy tune, 
Not cheerful, nor yet sad ; some dull old thing, 
Some outworn and unused monotony. 
Such as our country gossips sing and spin. 
Till they ahnoet forget they live : lie down ! 
So ; that will do. Have I forgot the words ! 
Ffuth ! they are sadder than I thought they were. 

80!ro. 
False frtend, wilt thou smile or weep 
^^Iten my life is laid asleep ? 
Little cares for a smile or a tear. 
The clay-cold corpse upon the bier; 

Farewell I Heigh ho! 

What is this whispers low ? 
There is a snake ia thy smile, my dear ; 
And bitter poison within thy tear. 

Sweet sleep ! were death like to thee. 
Or if thou couldst mortal be, 
I would close these eyes of pain ; 
When to wake ? Never agaUi. 

O World I farewell ! 

Listen to the passing bell ! 
It says, thou and I must part. 
With a light and a heavy heart. 

[The scene eloeet. 
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SCENE IV. 

AHallQfthePrUon, 

Enter Cahuxo and Bbrnardo. 

CAMILLO. 

The Pope is stem ; not to be moved or bent. 

He looked as calm and keen as is the engine 

Which tortures and which kills, exempt itself 

From aught that it inflicts ; a marble form, 

A rite, a law, a custom ; not a man. 

He frowned, as if to frown had been the trick 

Of his machinery^ on tlie advocates 

Presenting the defences, which he tore 

And threw behind, muttering with hoarse, harsh 

voice : 
" Which among yo defended their old father 
Killed in his sleep V* Then to another : « Thou 
Dost this in virtue of thy place ; 'tis well." 
He turned to me then, looking deprecation, 
And said these three words, coldly : << They must 

die." 

BERNARDO. 

And yet you left him not i 

CAMILLO. 

I urged him still ;* 
Pleading, as I could guess, the devilish wrong 
Which prompted your unnatural parent's death. 
And he replied, " Paolo Santa Croce 
Murdered his mother yeater evening. 
And he is fled. Parricide grows so rife, 
That soon, for some just cause no doubt, the young 
Will strangle us all, dozing in our chairs. 
Authority, and power, and hoary hair 
Are grown crimes capital. You are my nephew, 
You come to ask their pardon : stay a moment ! 
Here is their sentence ; never see me more 
Till, to the letter, it be all fulfilled.' 



» 



BERNARDO. 

0, God, not 80 ! I did believe indeed 

That all you said was but sad preparation 

For happy news. O, there are words and looks 

To bend the sternest purpose ! Once I knew them, 

Now I forget them at my dearest need. 

What think you if 1 seek him out, and bathe 

His feet and robe with hot and bitter tears I 

Importune him with prayers, vexing his brain 

With my perpetual cries, until in rage 

He strike me with his pastoral cross, and trample 

Upon my prostrate head, so that my blood 

May stain the sen-sele-ss <lust on which ho treads, 

And remorse waken mercy ? I will do it ! 

O, wait till 1 return ! [Ruthes out. 

CAMILLO. 

Alas ! poor boy ! 
A wreck-devoted seaman thus might pray 
To the deaf sea. 

Enter LucKETLA, Bkatrice, and Giacomo, guarded. 

BEATRICE. 

I hardly dare to fear 
That thou bring'st other news tliaii a just pardon. 

CAMILLO. 

May God in heaven be h^ss inexorable 

To the l*ope*8 prayers, than he has been to mine. 

Here is the sentence and the warrant. 



BEATRICE (wildijf). 



Oh, 



My God ! Can it be possible I have 

To die so suddenly! So young to go 

Under the obscure, cold, rottmg, wormy ground I 

To be nailed down into a narrow place ; 

To see no more sweet sunshine ; hear no mote 

Blithe voice of living thing ; muse not again 

Upon familiar thoughts, sad, yet thus lost ! 

How fearful ! to be nothing I Or to be — 

What ? 0, where am I ! Let me not go mad ! 

Sweet Heaven, forgive weak thoughts ! If then 

should be 
No God, no Heaven, no Earth in the void world ; 
The wide, grey, hunpless, deep, unpeopled world I 
If all things then should be— my father^s spirit, 
His eye, his voice, his touch surrounding me ; 
The atmosphere and breath of my dead life I 
If sometimes, as a shape more like himself. 
Even the form which tortured me on earth, 
Masked in grey hairs and wrinkles^he should come. 
And wind me in his hellish arms, and fix 
His eyes on mine, and drag me down, down, down ! 
For was he not alone omnipotent 
On Elarth, and ever present ! even'thongh dead. 
Does not his spirit live in all that breathe. 
And work for me and mine still the same nun. 
Scorn, pain, despair ! Who ever yet returned 
To teach the laws of death's untrodden realm 1 
Unjust perhaps as those which drive os now, 
O, whither, whither ! 

LUCRETIA. 

Trust in God's sweet love. 
The tender promises of Christ : ere night 
Think we shall be in Paradise. 

BEATRICE. 

'Tispast! 
Whatever comes, my heart shall sink no raoro. 
And yet, I know not why, your words strike chill : 
How tedious, false, and cold seem all things ! I 
Have met with much injustice in this world ; 
No diflFerence has been made by God or man. 
Or any power moulding my wretched lot, 
'Twixt gootl or evil, as regarded me. 
I am cut off from the only world I know. 
From light, and life, and love, ui youth'ssweet prime. 
You do well telling me to trust in God ; 
I hope 1 do trust in him. In whom else 
Can any trust I And yet my heart is cold. 

IDuring the latter spechcs Giacomo has retired eon- 

veriinij with Camiuu), who note goes out ,- Giacomo 

advances. 

GIACOMO. 

Know you not, mother— sister, know you not ! 
Bernardo even now is gone to implore 
The Pope to grant our pardon. 

LUCRETIA. 

Child, perhaps 
It will be granted. We may all then live 
To make these woes a tale for distant years : 
0, what a thought ! It gushes to my heart 
Like the warm blood. 

BEATRICE. 

Yet both will soon be cold : 
O, trample out that thought ! Worse than despaur. 
Worse than the bitterness of death, is hope : 
It is the only ill which can find phico 
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Upon the giddy, sharp, and narrow hour 
Tottering beneath ub. Plead with the swift frost 
That it would spare the eldest flower of spring : 
Plead with awakening earthquake, o'er whose couch 
Even now a city stands, strong, fair, and free ; 
Now stench ana blackness yawns, like death. O, 
With fiunine, or wind«walking pestilence, [plead 
Blind lightning, or the deaf sea, not with man ! 
Cmel, cold, formal man ; righteous in words, 
In deeds a Cain. No, Mother, we must die : 
Since sach is the reward of innocent lives ; 
Such the alleviation of worst wrongs. 
And whilst our murderers live, and hard, cold men. 
Smiling and slow, walk through a world of tears 
To deiUh, as to life's sleep ; 'twere just the grave 
Weresomestrangejoyforus. Come, obscure Death, 
And wind me in tmne all-embracing arms ! 
lake a fond mother hide me in thy bosom. 
And rock me to the sleep from which none wake. 
Live ye, who live, subject to one another 
As we were once, who now — 

Bemhahdo rtishet in. 

BERNARDO. 

0, horrible ! 
That tean, that looks, that hope poured forth in 
Even tin the heart is vacant and despairs, [prayer, 
Should all be vain ! The ministers of death 
Are waiting round the doors. I thought I saw 
Blood on the face of one — what if 'twere fancy ! 
Soon the heart's blood of all I love on earth 
Will sprinkle him, and he will wipe it off 
As if 'twere only rain. O, life I 0, world ! 
Cover me I let me be no more ! To see 
That perfect mirror of pure innocence 
Wherein I gazed, and grew happy and good. 
Shivered to dust ! To see thee, Beatrice, 
Who made all lovely thou didst look upon — 
Thee, lig^t of life— dead, dark ! while I say, sister, 
To hear I have no sister ; and thoy, Mother, 
Whoae love was a bond to all our loves- 
Dead I The sweet bond broken I 



EnUr Camiixo and Guards. 

They come ! Let me 
Kiss those warm lips before their crimson leaves 
Are blighted — white— cold. Say farewell, before 
Death chokes that gentle voice ! let me hear 
You speak 1 

BEATRICE. 

Farewell, my tender brother. Think 
Of our sad fate with gentleness, as now : 
And let mild, pitying thoughts lighten for thee 
Thy sorrow's load. Err not in harsh despair. 
But tears and patience. One thing more, my child : 
For thine own sake be constant to the love 
Thou bearest us ; and to the faith that I, 
Thouzh wrapt in a strange cloud of crime and 

shame, 
Lived ever holy and unstained. And though 
111 tongues shall wound me, and our common 

name 
Be as a mark stamped on thine innocent brow 
For men to point at as they pass, do thou 
Forbear, and never tliink a ttiought unkind 
Of those who perhaps love thee in their sraves. 
So maycst thou die as I do ; fear and pam 
Being subdued. Farewell ! Farewell ! Farewell I 

BERNARDO. 

I cannot say farewell ! 

CAMILLO. 

O, Lady Beatrice I 

BEATRICE. 

Give yourself no unnecessary pain. 
My dear Lord Cardinal. Here, Mother, tie 
My girdle for me, and bind up this hair 
In any simple knot : ay, that does well. 
And yours I see is coming down. How often 
Have we done this for one another ! now 
We shall not do it any more. My Lord, 
We are quite ready. Well, 'tis very welL 
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The sort of mistake that Shelley made, as to 
the extent of his own genius and powers, which 
led him deviously at first, but lastly into the direct 
track that enabled him fully to develop them, is a 
curious instance of liis modesty of feeling, and of 
the methods which the human mind uses at once 
to deceive itself, and yet, in its very delusion, to 
make its way out of error into the path which 
nature has marked out as its right one. He often 
incited me to attempt the writing a tragedy — he 
conceived that I possessed some dramatic talent, 
and he was always most earnest and energetic in 
his exhortations that I should cultivate any talent 
I possessed, to the utmost. I entertained a truer 
estimate of my powers ; and, above all, though at 
that time not exactly aware of the fact, I was far 
too young to have any chance of succeeding, even 
moderately, in a species of composition, that 
requires a greater scope of experience in, and 
sympathy with, human passion than could then 
have fallen to my lot, or than any perhaps, except 
Shelley, ever possessed, even at the age of twenty- 
six, at which he wrote the Cenci. 

On the other hand, Shelley most erroneously 
conceived himself to be destitute of this talent. 
He believed that one of the first requisites was 
the capacity of forming and following up a story or 
plot. Ho fancied himself to be defective in this por- 
tion of imagination — it was that which gave him least 
pleasure in the writings of others — though he laid 
great store by it, as the proper framework to sup- 
port the sublimest efforts of poetry. He asserted 
that he was too metaphysical and abstract — ^too 
fond of the theoretical and the ideal, to succeed as 
a tragedian. It perhaps is not strange that I 
shared this opinion with himself, for he had hitherto 
shown no inclination for, nor given any specimen 
of his powers in framing and supporting the in- 
terest of a story, either in prose or verse. Once 
or twice, when he attempted such, he had speedily 
tlirown it aside, as being even disagreeable to him 
as an occupation. 

The subject he had suggested for a tragedy was 
Charles I., and he had wTitten to me, " Remem- 
ber, remember Charles I. I liave been already 
imagining how you would conduct some scenes. 



The second volume of St. Leon begins with this 
proud and true sentiment, * There is nothing which 
the human mind can conceive which it may not 
execute.' Shakspearo was only a human being." 
These words were written in 1818, while we were 
in Lombardy, when he little thought how soon a 
work of his own would prove a proud oonunent on 
the passage he quoted. When in Rome, in ISIS, 
a friend put into our hands the old manuscript 
account of the story of the CencL We visited 
the Colonna and Doria palaces, where the portraits 
of Beatrice were to be found ; and her beauty cast 
the reflection of its own grace over her appalling 
story. Shelley's imagination became strongly ex- 
cited, and he urged the subject to me as one fitted 
for a tragedy. More than ever I felt my incom- 
petence ; but I entreated hun to write it instead ; 
and he began and proceeded swiftly, urged on by 
intense sympathy with the sufferings of the human 
beings whose passions, so long cold in the tomb, 
he revived, and gifted with poetic language. This 
tragedy is the only one of his works that he com- 
municated to me during its progress. We talked 
over the arrangement of the scenes together. I 
speedily saw the great mistake we had made, and 
triumphed in the discovery of the new talent 
brought to light from that mine of wealth, neyer, 
alas! through his untimely death, worked to its 
depths — his richly-gifted mind. 

We suffered a severe affliction in Rome by the 
loss of our eldest child, who was of such beauty 
and promise as to cause him deservedly to be the 
idol of our hearts. We left the capital of the 
world, anxious for a time to escape a spot associ- 
ated too intimately with his presence and loss •. 
Some friends of ours were residing in the neigh- 
bourhood of Leghorn, and we took a small house. 
Villa Valsovano, about half-way between the town 
and Monte Nero, where we remained during the 

* Such fccIingH haunted him when, in the Ccnci, he 
makes Beatrice Bi>eak to Cardinal Camillo of 

that fair hlue-eyed child. 
Who was the load-etxur of your life. 
And say- 
All see, since his most piteous death. 
That day and night, and heaven and earth, and time. 
And all the things hoped for, or done therein, 
Are changed to you, through your exceeding grief. 
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Bommer. Our villa was situated in the midst of a 
podere ; the peasants sang as they worked beneath 
onr windows, during the heats of a very hot sea- 
son, and in the evening the water-wheel creaked as 
the process of irrigation went on, and the fire-flies 
flashed from among the myrtle hedges : — nature 
was bright, sunshiny, and cheerful, or diversified 
by storms of a majestic terror, such as we had 
never before witnessed. 

At the top of the house, there was a sort of 
terrace. There is often such in Italy, generally 
roofed. This one was very small, yet not only 
roofed but glazed ; this Shelley made his study ; 
it looked out on a wide prospect of fertile country, 
and commanded a view of the near sea. The 
storms that sometimes varied our day showed 
themselves most picturesquely as they were driven 
aerossthe ocean ; sometimes the dark lurid clouds 
dipped towards the waves, and became water- 
spouts, that churned up the waters beneath, as 
; they were chased onward, and scattered by the 
tempest. At other times the dazzling sunlight 
and heat made it almost intolerable to every 
other ; but Shelley basked in both, and his 
health and spirits revived under their, influence. 
In thkaiiy cell he wrote the principal part of The 
CeoeL He was making a study of Calderon at the 
time, leading his best tragedies with an accom- 
plished lady living near us, to whom his letter 
from Leghorn was addressed during the following 
year. He admired Calderon, both for his poetry 
and his dramatic genius ; but it shows his judg- 
ment and originality, that, though greatly struck 
by his first acquaintance with the Spanish poet, 
none of his peculiarities crept into the composition 
of The Cenci ; and there is no trace of his new 
studies, except in that passage to which he himself 
alludes, as suggested by one in El Purgatorio de 
San Patricio. 

SheUey wished The Cenci to be acted. He was 
not a play-goer, being of such fastidious taste that 
he was easily disgusted by the bad filling up of the 
inferior parts. While preparing for our departure 
from. England, however, he saw Miss 0*Neil 
several times ; she was then in the zenith of her 
glory, and Shelley was deeply moved by her im- 
personation of several parts, and by the graceful 
sweetness, the intense pathos, and sublime vehe- 
mence of passion she displayed. She was often in 
histbonghtsas he wrote, and when he had finished, 
he became anxious that his tragedy' should be 
acted, and receive the advantage of having this 
accomplished actress to fill the part of the heroine. 
With this view he wrote the following letter to a 
friend in London : — 



^ The object of the present letter istoask afavour 
of you. I have written a tragedy on a story well 
known in Italy and, in my conception, eminently 
dramatic. I have taken some pains to make my 
play fit for representation, and those who have 
already seen it judge favourably. It is written 
without any of the peculiar feelings and opinions 
which characterise my other compositions ; I 
having attended simply to the impartial develop- 
ment of such characters as it is probable the per- 
sons represented really were, together with the 
greatest degree of popular effect to be produced 
by such a development. I send you a translation 
of the Italian MS. on which my play is founded ; 
the chief circumstance of which I have touched 
very delicately ; for my principal doubt as to 
whether it would succeed, as an acting play, hangs 
entirely on the question as to whether any such a 
thing as incest in this shape, however treated, 
would be admitted on the stage. I think, however, 
it will form no objection, considering, first, that 
the facts are matter of history, and, secondly, the 
peculiar delicacy with which I have treated it*. 

** I am exceedingly interested in the question 
of whether this attempt of mine will succeed or not. 
I am strongly inclined to the affirmative at present; 
founding my hopes on this, that as a composition 
it is certainly not inferior to any of the modem 
plays that have been acted, with the exception of 
' Remorse f that the interest of the plot is incre- 
dibly greater and more real, and that there is no- 
thing beyond what the multitude are contented to 
believe that they can understand, either in imagery, 
opinion, or sentiment. I wish to preserve a com- 
plete incognito, and can trust to you that, what- 
ever else you do, you will at least favour me on 
this point. Indeed this is essential, deeply essential 
to its success. After it had been acted and suc- 
cessfully, (cou]d I hope for such a thing) I would 
own it if I pleased, and use the celebrity it might 
acquire to my own purposes. 

^ What I want you to do, is to prociire for me 
its presentation at Covcnt Grarden. The principal 
character, Beatrice, is precisely fitted for Miss 
O'Neil, and it might even seem to have been' writ- 
ten for her, (God forbid that I should see her play 
it — it would tear my nerves to pieces) and in all 
respects it is fitted only for Covent Garden. The 
chief male character I confess I should be very 

* In speaking of his mtNie of treating this main inci- 
dent, Shelley said that it might be remarked that, in the 
course of the play, he had never mentioned expressly 
Cenci's worst crime. Every one knew what it must be, 
bat it was never imaged in words— the nearest alluaion 
to it being that portion of Cenci's curse, beginning, 
<* That if she have a child*** dee. 



160 



RELATION OF THE DEATH OF THE CENCI FAMILY. 



unwilling that any one but Kean should play — 
that is impossible, and I must be contented with 
an inferior actor." 

The play was accordingly sent to Mr. Harris. 
He pronounced the subject to be so objectionable, 
that he could not even submit the part to Miss 
O'NeU for perusal, but expressed his desire that 
the author would write a tragedy on some other 
subject, which he would gladly accept. Shelley 
printed a small edition at Leghorn, to insure its 
correctness ; as he was much annoyed by the 
many mistakes that crept into his text, when 
distance prevented him from correcting the press. 

Universal approbation soon stamped The Cenci 
as the best tragedy of modem times. Writing 
concerning it, Shelley said : ^ I have been cautious 
to avoid the introducing faults of youthful com- 
position; diffuseness, a profusion of inapplicable 
imagery, vagueness, generality, and, as Hamlet 
says, toordsj words" There is nothing that is not 
purely dramatic throughout ; and the character of 
Beatrice, proceeding from vehement struggle to 
horror, to deadly resolution, and lastly, to the 
elevated dignity of calm suffering joined to pas- 
sionate tenderness and pathos, is touched with 
hues so vivid and so beautiful, that the poet seems 
to have read intimately the secrets of the noble 
heart imaged in the lovely countenance of the un- 
fortunate girl. The Fifth Act is a masterpiece. 
It is the finest thing ho ever wrote, and may claim 



proud comparison not only with any oontemponiyi 
but preceding poet The varying feelings of 
Beatrice are expressed with paasionate, heart- 
reaching eloquence. Every character has a voice 
that echoes truth in its tones. It is cmioaSy to 
one acquainted with the written stoiy, to marie 
the success with which the poet has inwoven the 
real incidents of the tragedy into his scenes, and 
yet, through the power of poetry, has oblitexated 
all that would otherwise have shown too banh er 
too hideous in the picture. His success was a 
double triumph ; and often after he was earnestly 
entreated to write again in a style that commanded 
popuUr favour, whUe it was not less instinct with 
truth and genius. But the bent of his mind went 
the other way ; and even when employed on sub- 
jects whose interest depended on character and 
incident, he would start off in another direction, 
and leave the delineations of hunuui passion, which 
he could depict in so able a manner, for fiuitastie 
creations of his fancy, or the expression of those 
opinions and sentiments with regard to human 
nature and its destiny ; a desire to di£FUse which, 
was the master passion of his soul. 

Finding among my papers the acconnt of the 
case of the Cenci family, translated from the old 
Roman MS., written at the period when the dis- 
astrous events it commemorates occurred, I ap- 
pend it here, as the perusal must interest eveiy 
reader. 
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The most wicked life which the Roman nobleman, 
Francesco Cenci, led while he lived in this world, not 
, only occasioned liis own ruin and death, but also that 
of many others, and brought down the entire destruc- 
tion of his house. This nobleman was the son of 
Monsignore Cenci, who, having been treasurer during the 
pontificate of Pius V., left immense wealth to Francesco, 
his only son. From this inheritance alone he enjoyed 
an income of 160,000 crowns, and he increased his 
fortune by marrying an exceedingly rich lady, who 
died after she ha<i given birth to seven unfortunate 
children. lie then contracted a second niariiage with 
Lucretia Petroni, a lady of a noble Roman family ; 
but he had no children bv her. Sodomy was the least, 
and atheism the gi-catest, of the vices of h'ranccsco ; as 
is proved by the tenor of his life ; for he was three 
times accused of sodomy, and paid the hura of 100,000 



crowns to government, in commutation of the puoisb- 
nient rightfully awarded to this crime : and concerning 
his religion, it is sufficient to state, that he never fre- 
quented any church ; and although he caused a small 
chapel, dedicated to the apoetle St. Thomas, to be 
built in the court of his ftalace, his intention in so doing 
was to bury there all his children, whom he cruelly 
hated. Ho had driven the eldest of these, Giacomo, 
Cristofero, and Rocco, from the paternal mansion, 
while they were yet too young to have given him any 
real cause of displeasure. He sent them to the uni- 
versity of Salamanca, but, refusing to remit to them 
there the money necessary for their maintenance, they 
deb{)eraiely returned home. They found that this 
change only increased their misery, for the hatred and 
contempt of their father towards tiiem was so aggra- 
vated, that he refusinl to dress or maintain them, so that 
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tliey ivera obliged to baTo recoune to the Pope, who 
ctnaed Cend to make them a fit allowance, with which 
tkej withdrew from his hoase. 

The third imprisoDment of Francesco for his accus* 
tomed crime of sodomy, occurred at this time, and his 
tooa took occasion to supplicate the Pope to punish 
thdr &ther, and to remove so great a monster from 
Us fiunily. The Pope, though before inclined to con- 
demn Francesco to the deserved punishment of death, 
woald not do it at the request of his sons, but permitted 
him ^ain to compound with the law, by paying the 
aeenstomed penalty of 100,000 crowns. The hatred 
of Francesco towards his sons was augmented by this 
proceeding on their parts ; he cursed them ; and often 
also itruck and ill-treated his daughters. The eldest 
of these, being unable any longer to support the cruelty 
of her father, exposed her miserable condition to the 
Pope, and supplicated him either to marry her, aooord- 
ing to his choice, or to shut her up in a monastery, that 
by any means she might be liberated from the cruel op- 
pnesson €^ her parent. Her prayer was heard, and the 
Pope, in phy to her unhapfMness, bektowed her in mar- 
lii^ toSignore Carlo Gabriclli, one of the first gentle- 
men of the city of Gabbio,and obliged Francesco to give 
her a fitting dowry of some thousand crowns. 

Francesco fearii^ that his youngest daughter would, 
when she grew np, follow the example of her sister, 
bethought himself how to hinder this design, and for 
that pnrpoae shut her up alone in an apartment of the 
palace, where he himielf brought her food, so that no 
one might approach her ; and imprisoned her in this 
manner for several months, often inflicting on her blows 
with a stick. 

In the meantime ensued the death of two of his sons, 
Rocco and Cristofcro — one being assassinated by a 
snigeon, and the other by Paolo Corso, while he was 
attending mass. The inhuman father showed every 
sign of joy on hearing this news, saying that nothing 
would exceed his pleasure if all his children died, and 
that when the grave should receive the last he would, 
as a demonstration of joy, make a bonfire of all that he 
posseiicd. And on the present occasion, as a further 
•ign of his hatred, he refused to pay the smallest sum 
towards the funeral expenses of his murdered sons. 

Francesco carried his wicked debauchery to such an 
excess, that he cansed girls (of whom he constantly 
keptannmberin his house), and also common courtezans, 
to sleep in the bed of his wife, and often endeavoured, 
by force and threats, to debauch his daughter Beatrice, 
who was now grown np, and exceedingly beautiful — f 
***** 
***** 

Beatrice, finding it impossible to continue to live in 
ID miserable a manner, fullowed the example of her 
■ater; she sent a well -written supplication to the Pope, 
imploring him to exercise his authority in withdrawing 
her from the violence and cruelty of her father. — But 
this petition, which might, if listened to, have saved 
this nnfortunate girl from an early death, produced 
not the least effect It was afterwards found among 
the collection of memorials, and it is pretended that it 
never came before the Pope. 

Francesco, having discovered this attempt on the 
part of his daughter, became more enraged, and re- 
doubled his tyranny ; confining with rigour not only 
Beatrice, but also his wife. At length, these unhappy 
women, finding themselves without hope of relief, 
driven by desperation, resolved to plan his death. 

t The dfltaila here are horrible, and unfit for publication. 



The Palace Cenci was sometimes visited oy a Mon- 
signore Guerra — a young man of handsome person and 
attractive manners, and of that fiicile character which 
might easily be induced to become a partner in any 
action, good or evil, as it might happen. His coun- 
tenance was pleasiug, and his person tall and well pro- 
portioned ; he was somewhat in love with Beatrice, 
and well acquainted with the turpitude of Francesco*s 
character, and was hated by him on account of the 
&miliar intercourse which subsisted between him and 
the children of this unnatural father : for this reason 
he timed his visits with caution, and never came to 
the house but when he knew that Francesco was 
absent. He was moved to a lively compassion of the 
state of Lucretia and Beatrice, who often related their 
increasing misery to him, and his pity was for ever fed 
and augmented by some new tale of tyranny and cruelty. 
In one of these conversations Beatrice let fall some 
words which plainly indicated that she and her mother, 
in-law contemplated Uie murder of their tvrant, and 
Monsignore Guerra not only showed approbation of their 
design, but also promised to co-operate with them in 
their undertaking. Thus stimulated, Beatrice com- 
municated the design to her eldest brother, Giacomo, 
without whose concurrence it was impossible that they 
should succeed. This latter was easily drawn into 
consent, since he was utterly disgusted with his father, 
who ill.treated him, and refused to allow him a suflS- 
cient support for his wife and children. 

The apartments of Monsignore Guerra was the place 
in which the circumstances of the crime about to be 
committed were concerted and determined on. Here 
Giacomo, with the understanding of his sister and 
mother-in-law, held various consultations, and finally 
resolved to commit the murder of Francesco to two of 
his vassals, who had become his inveterate enemies ; 
one called Marzio, and the other 01 ympio : the latter, 
by means of Francesco, had been deprived of his post 
OS castellan of tlie Rock of Petrella. 

It was already well known that Francesco, with the 
permission of Signer Marzio di Colonna, baron of that 
feud, had rosolved to retire to Petrella, and to pass the 
summer there with his family. Some banditti of the 
kingdom of Naples were hired, and were instructed to 
lie in wait in the woods about Petrella, and, upon advice 
being given to them of the approach of Francesco, to 
seize upon him. This scheme was so arranged that, 
although the robbers were only to seize and take off 
Francesco, yet that his wife and children should not be 
suspected of being accomplices in the act. But the 
affair did not succeed ; for, as the banditti were not 
informed of his approach in time enough, Francesco 
arrived safe and sound at Petrella. They were obliged 
therefore to form some new scheme to obtain the end 
which every day made them more impatient to effect ; 
for Francesco still persisted in his wicked conduct. 
He being an old man, above seventy years of age, never 
quitted the castle ; therefore no use could be made of 
the banditti, who were still secreted in the environs. 
It was determined, therefore, to accomplish the murder 
in Francesco's own house. 

Marzio'and Olympio were called to the castle; and 
Beatrice, accompanied by her mother-in-law, conversed 
with them from a window during the night-time, when 
her father slept. She ordered them to repair to Mon. 
signore Guerra with a note, in which they were desired 
to murder Francesco, in consideration of a reward of a 
thousand crowns : a third to be given them before the 
act, by Monsignore Guerra, and the other two thirds, 
by the ladies themselves, after the deed should be ac- 
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-..-.« V. M:>« >)ij( A«n«tnite«l to this agrreement, they 

w . •> .wiii . i'A*U xnio the castle the 8th of Septem- 

•s . .o S..I ^KV4UM> this day was theannivcreary of 
■ . ' >. : . .1 . li '. jw IU(>MC<1 Virgin, the SignoraLucrctit, held 
s. .X V '*^* ^vn<>nitionfor so holy a time, desired, with 
,u vitM ut of hrr daughter-in-law, that the execution 
-: -.I,. iiiui\U*r»hould bo put off until the following day. 
I iu-> Jv\u*i\iusly mixed opium with the drink of Fran* 
i«MO, vkho, u}Hm going to bed, was soon oppressed by 
^ sksy* sleep. About midnight his daughter herself 
I^U (he two assassins into the apartment of her father, 
4uU loft them there that they might execute the deed 
x\wy had undertaken, and retired to a chamber close 
bv , where LucreUa remained also, expecting the return 
of the murderers, and the relation of their success. 
Hikon after the assassins entered, and told the ladies 
that pity had held them back, and that they could not 
oTfrcomo their repugnance to kill in cold blood a poor 
sleeping old man. These words filled Beatrice with 
anger, and after having bitterly reviled them as cowards 
and traitors, she exclaimed, ** Since you have not 
courage enough to murder a sleeping man, I will kill 
my father myself; but your lives shall not bo long 
secure." The assassins, hearing this short but terrible 
threat, feared that if they did not commit the deed, 
the tempest would burst over their own heads, took 
courage, and re-entered the chamber whero Francesco 
slept, and with a hammer drove a nail into his head, 
making it pass by his eye, and another they drove 
into his neck. After a few struggles the unhappy 
Francesco breathed his last. The murderers departed, 
afler having received the remainder of the promised 
reward ; besides which, Beatrice gave Marzio a mantle 
trimmed with gold. After this the two ladies, after 
drawing out the two nails, enveloped the body in a fine 
ihcet, and carried it to an open gallery that overhung 
a garden, and had underneath an eldor^tree : from 
thence they threw it down, so that it might bo believed 
that Francesco, attending a call of nature, was travers- 
ing this gallery, when, being only supported by feeble 
beams, it had given way, and thus had lost his life. 

And so indeed was it believed the next day, when 
the feigned lamentations of Lucrctia and Beatrice, who 
appeared inconsolable, spread the news of Francesco's 
death. He received an honourable burial ; and his 
faniilv, after a short stav at the castle, returned to Rome 
to enjoy the fruits of their crime. They passed some 
time there in tranquillity ; but Dinne Justice, which 
would nut allow so atrocious a wickedness to remain 
hid and unpunished, so ordered it, that the Court of 
Naples, to which the account of the death of Cenci 
was forwarded, began to entertain doubts concerning 
the mode bv which he came bv it, and sent a com- 
missary to examine the body and to take infonnations. 
Among other thing9, this man discovered a circumstance 
to the prejudice of the family of the deceased : it ap- 
peared that the day after the event of her father's 
death, Beatrice had given to wash a sheet covered with 

blood, saying : • • • • 

• • • • • 

These informations were instantly forwarded to the 
Court of Rome; but, nevertheless, several months 
passed without any step being taken in disfavour 
of the Cenci family ; and, in the mean time, the 
youngest son of Francesco died, and two only remained 
of the five that lie had had ; namely, Gi.icomo and Ber- 
nardo. Monsignore Guerra, having heard of the notifi- 
cation made by the Court of Naples to that of Rome, 
fearing that Marzio and Olympio might fall into the 
hands of justice, and be induced to confess their crime 



tnddenlv hired men to murder them, bnt nicoeeded 
only in assassinating Olympio at the dty of TenL 
Marzio, who had escaped this misfortune, toon ioearred 
that of being imprisoned at Naples, where he coofeiMd 
the whole ; and instantly, while the arrival of Marrio 
at Rome from Naples was expected, Giacomo and 
Bernardo were arrested, and imprisoned in the Coile 
Savella, and Lucretia and Beatrice were csonfined in 
their own house nndcr a good guard ; but afterwardi 
they were also conducted to the prison where wen 
the brothers. They were here examined, and all coa- 
stantly denied the crime, and partkrularly Beatrice, who 
also denied having given to Marrio the mantle trimmed 
with gold, of which mention was before made ; and 
Marzio, overcome and moved by the presence of mind 
and courage of Beatrice, retracted all that he had de- 
posed at Naples, and, rather than again confen, ob- 
stinately died under his torments. 

There not being sufficient proof to juttify pnttinf 
the Cenci family to the torture, they were all ttana- 
ferred to Castcllo, where they remained several moothi 
in tranquillity. But, for their misfortune, one of the 
murderers of Olympio at Temi fell into the hands of 
justice ; he confessetl that he had been hired to this 
deed by Monsignore Guerra, who had also commissioned 
him to assassinate Marzio. Fortunately for tbis pre- 
late, he received prompt information of the teatimony 
given against him, and was able to hide himself for a 
time, and to plan his escape, which was very difficult ; 
for his stature, the fairness and beauty of bis counte- 
nance, and his light hair, made him contpicnous imr 
(Uscovery. He changed his dress for that of a charcoal- 
man, blackening his fiice, and shaving hit head ; and 
thus disguised, driving two asses before him, with tooie 
bread and onions in his hands, he patted freely through 
Rome, under the eyes of the ministers of justice, who 
sought him everywhere ; and, without being recognised 
by any one, passed out of one of the gates of the dty, 
where, after a short time, he was met by the sbirri, 
who were searching the country, and passed unknown 
by them, not \(ithout suffering great fear at his risk 
of being discovered and arrested : by means of this 
ingenious disguise he effected his escape to a safe 
countrv. 

The flight of Monsignore Guerra, joined to the con- 
fession of the murderer of Olympio, aggravated the 
other ])roof8 so much, that the Cenci were re-transferred 
from Castello to Corte Savclln, and were condemned 
to be put to the torture. The two sons sank vilely 
under their torments, and became conrictcd; Lucretia, 
being of advanced age, having completed her fiftieth 
year, and being of a fat make, was not able to resist 
the torture of the conl — [ The original is wanting.^ 
— But he Signora Beatrice, being young, lively, and 
strong, neither with good nor ill treatment, with 
menaces, nurtear of torture, would allow a single word 
to pass luT lips which might ineul])ate her ; and even, 
by her lively eh)quence, confused the judges who 
examined her. The Pope, IxMug informed of all that 
passed by Signor IJlysse Moraci, the judge employed 
in this atTair, became suspicious that the beauty of 
Bcatiice had softened the mind of this judge, and 
conmiittcd the cause to another, who found out another 
mode of torment, called the torture of the hair ; and 
when she was alreadv tied under this torture, he 
brought befort* her her moiher-in-law and brothers. 
They began altogether to exhort her to confess; saying, 
that since the crime had been commit ti'd, they 
must suffer the punishment. Beatrice, after some 
resistance, said, ** So you all wish to die, and to dis- 
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gnoe and rain our hooie? ^Tliii is not right ; bnt 

■ace it to pleuet you, so let it be :*' — and turning to 
the jailors, she told them to unbind her, and that all 
the examinations might bo brought to her, sajing, 
**• That whid^ I ought to confess, that ^11 1 confess ; 
tint to which I ought to assent, to that will I assent ; 
and that which I ought to deny, that will I deny :" 
in this manner she was convicted without having 
They were then all unbound ; and, since 
it was now five months since all had met, they wished 
to eat togethor that day : but, three days af^envards, 
they were again divided — the ladies being left in the 
Certe SaveUa, and the brothers being transferred to 
the dungeons of the Tordinona. 

The Pope, after having seen all the examinations, 
and the entire confessions, ordered that the delinquents 
should be drawn through the streets at the tails of 
horses, and afterwards decapitated. Many cardinals 
and princes interested themselves, and entreated that 
at least they might be allowed to draw up their de- 
fence. The Pope at first refused to comply, replying 
with severity, and asking these intercessors what de- 
fence had hitn allowed to Francesco, when he had been 
■D bariMTously murdered in his sleep ; but afterwards 
he yielded to allow them twenty. five days* time. The 
moat edebrated Roman advocates undertook to defend 
the criminals ; and, at the end of the appointed time, 
bfw^ht their writings to the Pope. The first that 
spoke was the advocate Nicolas di Angelis ; but the 
Pope interrupted him ai^rily in the middle of his dis- 
eoorse, wying, that he greatly wondered that there 
•xiBted in Bome children unnatural enough to kill 
their fether ; and that there should be found advocates 
depraved en<High to defend so horrible a crime. These 
wwrda silenced all except the advocate Farinocd ; who 
aakl, ** Holy Father, we have not fallen at your feet to 
defend the atrocity of the crime, but to lave the life 
of the innocent, when your holiness will deign to bear 
na.** The Pope listened patiently to liim for four 
homri, and then, taking the writings, dismissed them. 
The advocate Alderi, who was the last to depart, turned 
\mtk, and, throwing hhnself at the feet of the Pope, 
laid, that his office as advocate to the poor would not 
allow him to refuse to appear in this affair ; and the 
Pope replied that he was not surprised at the part that 
he, hot at that which the others had taken. Instead 
of retiring to rest, he spent the whole night in study. 
ing the canae with the Cardinal di San Marcello — 
noting with great care the most exculpating passages 
of the writing of the advocate Farinacci ; with which 
he became so satisfied, that he gave hope of granting 
a pardon to the criminals : for the crimes of the father 
anid children were contrasted and balanced in this 
writing ; and to save the sons, the greater guilt was 
attributed to Beatrice ; and thus, by saving the mother- 
in-law, the daughter might the more easily escape, who 
was dragged, aa it were, to the committing so enormous 
a erime by the cruelty of her fether. The Pope, therfr- 
fere, that the criminals might enjoy the benefit of time, 
otdered them again to be confined in secret. But 
since, by the h^h dispensation of Providence, it wss 
icaolved that they should incur the just penalty of 
parridde, it so happened, that at this time Paolo Santa 
Croee killed his mother in the town of Subiaco, because 
she refused to give up her inheritance to him. And 
the Pope, open the occurrence of this second crime of 
this nature, resolved to punish those guilty of the first; 
and the more so, because the matricide Santa Croce 
had escaped from the vengeance of the law by flight. 
The Pdpe returned to Monte Cavallo the 6th of May, 



that he might consecrate the next morning, in the 
neighbouring church of S. Maria dcgli Angeli, the 
Cardinal Diveristiana, appointed by him to be bishop 
of Olumbre, on the 3d of May of the same year, 1599 : 
on the 10th of May ho called into his presence Mon- 
signore Ferrante Tavema, governor of Rome, and said 
to him, " I give up into your hands the Ccnci cause, 
that you may as soon as you can execute the justice 
allotted to them." As soon as the governor arrived 
at his palace, he communicated the sentence to, and 
held a council with, the criminal judge, concerning 
the manner of death to be inflicted on the criminals. 
Many nobles instantly hastened to the palaces of the 
Quirinal and the Vatican, to implore Uie grace of at 
least a private death for the ladies, and the psrdon of the 
innocent Bernardo ; and, fortunately, they were in time 
to save the life of this youth, because many hours were 
necessarily employed in preparing the scaffold over the 
bridge of S. Angelo, and then in waiting for the Con- 
firatemity of Mercy, who were to accompany the con- 
demned to the place of suffering. 

The sentence was executed the morning of Satur- 
day, the 11th of M^y* 1'he messengers chaiged 
with the communication of tbo sentence, and the 
Brothers of the Conforteria, were rent to the several 
prisons at five the preceding night; and at six the 
sentence of death was communicated to the un- 
happy brothers while they were placidly sleeping. 
Beatrice on hearing it broke into a piercing lament, 
ation, and into passionate gesture, exclaiming, ** How 
is it posftible, O my God ! that I must so suddenly 
die?" Lucretia, as prepared, and already resigned to 
her fete, listened without terror to the rnding of this 
terrible sentence ; and with gentle exhortations induced 
her daughter-in-law to enter the chapel with her ; and 
the latter, whatever excess she might have indulged 
in on the first intimation of a speedy death, so much 
the more now courageously supported herself, and gave 
every one certain proofs of a humble resignation. 
Having requested that a notary might be allowed to 
come to her, and her request being granted, she made 
her will, in which she left 15,000 crowns to the 
Fraternity of the Sacre Stimmate ; and willed that all 
her dowry should be employed in portioning for 
marriage fifty maidens: and Lucretia, imitating the 
example of her daughter-in-law, ordered that she should 
be buried in the church of S. Grcgorio at Monte Celio^ 
with 32,000 crowns for charitable uses, and made 
other legacies ; after which they passed some time in 
the Conforteria, reciting psalms and litanies and other 
prayers, with so much fervour, that it well appeared 
that they were assisted by the peculiar grace of God. At 
eight o'clock they confessed, heard mass, and received 
the holy conununion. Beatrice, considering that it 
was not decorous to appear before the judges and on 
the scaffold with their splendid dresses, ordered two 
dresses, one for herself, and the other for her mother- 
in law, made in the manner of the nuns — gathered up, 
and with long sleeves of black cotton for Lucretia, and 
of common silk for herself; with a large cord girdle, 
'^'lien these dresses came, Beatrice rose, and, turning 
to Lucretia — *' Mother," said she, *'the hour of our 
departure is drawing near, let us dress therefore in 
these clothes, and let us mutually aid one another in 
this last office." Lucretia readily complied with this 
invitation, and they dressed, each helping the other, 
showing the same indifference and pleasure aa if they 
were dressing for a feast. 

The Company of Mercy arrived soon after at the 
prisons of the Tordinona ; and while they were waiting 
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below in the street with the crucifix, antil the con- 
demned should descend, an accident happened, which 
gave rise to such a tumult among the immense crowd 
there collected, that there was danger of much disorder. 
It thus happened ; some foreign gentlemen, who 
were posted at a high window, inadvertently threw 
down a flower-pot which was outside the window, 
which falling on one of the brothers of the Order of 
Mercy, mortally wounded him. This caused a dis- 
turbance in the crowd ; and those who were too far 
off to know the cause, took flight, and falling one over 
the other, several wore wounded. When the tumult 
was calmed, the brothers Giacomo and Bernardo de- 
scended to the door of the prison, near which oppor- 
tunely happened to be some fiscal ofBcers, who, going 
up to Bernardo, told him that through the clemency 
of the sovereign pontiff, his life was spared to him, with 
this condition, that he should be present at the death 
of his relations. A scarlet mantle trimmed with gold, 
in which he had at first been conducted to prison, was 
given him, to envelop him. Giacomo was already on 
the car, when the placet of the Pope arrived, freeing 
him firom the severer portion of the punishment added to 
the sentence, and ordering that it should be executed 
only by the hammer and quartering. 

The funereal procession passed through the Via dell* 
Orso, by the Apolliuara, thence through the Piazza 
Navona; from the church of S. Pantalio to the Piazza 
Pollarola. through the Campo di Fieri, S. Carlo a 
Castinari, to the Arco de* Conte Cenci ; proceeding, 
it stopped under the Palace Cenci, and then finally 
rested at the Corte Savella, to take the two ladies. 
When these arrived, Lucretia remained last, dressed 
in blark, as has been described, with a veil of the same 
colour, which covered her as far as her girdle : Bea- 
trice was beside her, also covered by a veil : they wore 
velvet slippers, with &ilk roses and gold fastenings ; and, 
instead of manacles, their wrists were bound by a silk 
cord, wliich was fastened to their girdles in such a 
manner as so give them almost the free use of their 
hands. Each bad in her left hand the holy sign of 
benediction, and in the right a handkerchief, with which 
Lucretia wi|)ed her tears, and Beatrice the perspiration 
from her forehead. Being arrived at the place of 
punishment, Bernardo was left on the scaffold, and the 
others were conducted to the chapel. During this 
dreadful separation, this unfortunate youth, reflecting 
that he was soon going to behold the decapitation of 
his nearest relatives, fell down in a deadly swoon, from 
which, however, he was at last recovered, and seated 
opposite the block. The first that came forth to die 
was Lucretia, who, being fat, found difficulty in placing 
herself to receive the blow. The executioner taking 
off her handkerchief, her neck was discovered, which 
was still handsome, although she wa^ fifty years of age. 
Blushing deeply, she cast her eyes down, and then, 
casting them up to heaven, full of tears, she exclaimed, 
" Behold, dearest Jesus, this guilty soul about to 
appear before thee — to give an account of its acts, 
mingled with many crimes. When it shall appear 
before thy Godhead, 1 pray thee to look on it with an 
eye of mercy, and not of justice." She then began to 
recite the psalm Miserere mri Deus^ and placing her 
neck under the axe, the head was struck from her 
body while she was repeating the second verse of 
this psalm, at the words et secundum midlitudinem. 
When the executioner raised the head, the populace 
saw with wonder that the countenance long retained 
its vivacity, until it was wrapt up in a black handker- 
chief, and placed in a comer of the scaffold. While 



the scaffold was being arranged for Beatrice, and wbahA 
the Brotherhood returned to the chapel fbr her, the 
balcony of a shop filled with apectaton fell, and fi^e of 
those underneath were wounded, to that two died a lew 
days after. Beatrice, hearing the noiae, asked the execu- 
tioner if her mother had died well, and being replied that | 
she had, she knelt before the crndfix, and apoke that : 
— " Be tliou everlastingly thanked, O my most graciom ■ 
Saviour, since, by the good death of my mother, thoa '■ 
hast given mo assurance of thy merry towarda me." 
Then, rising, she courageously and devoutly walked 
towards the scaffold, repeating by the way aerenJ ' 
prayera, with so much fervour of spirit, that all who 
heard her shed tears of compassion. Ascending the I 
scaffold, while she arranged herself, she also turned her ' 
eyes to heaven, and thus prayed :— *' Moat beloved | 
Jesus, who, relinquishing thy divinity, becamcflt a man; : 
and didst through love purge my sinful soul also of its 
original sin with thy precious blood ; de^, I beaeeeh i 
thee, to accept that which I am about to thed at thy 
most merciful tribunal, as a penalty which may cancel 
my many crimes, and spare me a part of that pnnbh- 
ment justly duo to me." Then she placed her head 
under the axe, which at one blow was divided from 
her body, as she was repeating the tecond verae of 
the psalm De proJundis^W the wordsySant oiirea huts 
the blow gave a violent motion to her body, and dis- 
composed her dress. The executioner raited Uie head 
to the view of the people, and in placing it in the coffin 
placed underneath, the cord by which it was tutpended 
slipped from his hold, and the head fell to the ground, 
shedding a great deal of blood, which waa wiped op 
with water and sponges. 

On the death of his sitter, Bernardo again fainted : 
the most efficacious remedies were for tome time nte- ; 
lessly employed upon him ; and it was believed by all I 
that his second swoon, having found him already over- 
come and without strength, had deprived him of life. 
At length, afler the lapse of a quarter of an hour, he 
came to himself, and by slow degrees recovered the use 
of his senses. Giacomo was then conducted to the 
scaffold, and the executioner took from him the mourn- i 
ing cloke wliicb enveloped him. He fixed his eyes 
on Bernardo, and then, turning, addressed the people 
with a loud voice : *^ Now that I am about to present 
myself before the Tribunal of in^lible Truth, 1 swear 
that if my Saviour, pardoning me my faults, shall 
place in the road to salvation, I will incessantly pray 
fbr the preservation of his Ilolinef'S, who has spared me 
the sggravation of punishment but too much duo to 
my enormous crime, and has granted life to my brother 
Bernardo, who is most innocent of the guilt of parri- 
cide, as I have constantly declared in all my examin- 
ations. It only afflicts me in these my last moments, 
that he should have been obliged to be present at so 
fatal a scene : but since, O my God, it has so pleased 
thee, fiat voluntat tua.*' After speaking thus, he 
knelt dovin : the executioner blinded his eyes, and tied 
his legs to the scaffold, gave him a blow on the temple 
with a leaded hammer, cut off his head, and cut his 
body into four pieces, which were fixed on the hooks 
of the scaffolding. 

When the last penalty of justice was over, Ber- 
nardo was reconducted to the prison of the Tordinona, 
where he was soon attacked by a burning fever ; he 
was bled and received other remedies, so that in the 
end he recovered his health, though not without great 
suffering. The bodies of Lucretia and Beatrice wvre 
left at the end of the bridge until the evening, illumin- 
ated by two torches, and surrounded by so great a con- 
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eonne of people, that it wu impoinble to crnn tbe 
bridge. An hour after dark, the body of Beatrice was 
pieced in a coffin, covered by a black velvet pall, 
richly adorned with gold : garlands of flowers were 
placed, one at her head, and another at her feet ; and 
the body was strewed with flowers. It was accompa. 
nkd to the church of S. Peter in Montorio by tbe 
Brotherhood of the Order of Mercy, and followed by 
many Frandiean monks, with great pomp and innume- 
rable torches ; she was there buried befcNne the high 
altar, after the customary ceremony had been performed. 
By reaeonof the distance of the church from the bridge, 
it was four hours after dark before the ceremony was 
finished. Afterwards the body of Lucretia, accompa- 
nied in the same manner, was carried to the church 
of S. Gregorio upon the Celian Hill ; where, after 
the ceremony, it was honourably buried. 

Beatrice was rather tall, of a fiur complexion ; and 
she bad a dimple on each cheek, which, especially 
when die smiled, added a grace to her lovely counte> 
nance that transported every one who beheld her. Her 
hair appeared like threads of gold ; and, because they 
were extremely long, she used to tie it up, and, when 
afterwards she loosened it, the splendid ringlets dazzled 
tbe eyes oi the spectator. Her eyes were of a deep 
blue, pleanng, and full of fire. To all these beauties 
she added, both in words and actions, a spirit and a 
majestic vivacity that captivated every one. She was 
twenty years of age when she died. 

Lucretia was as tall as Beatrice, but her full make 
made her appear less : she was also fair, and so fresh 
eomplexioned, that at fifty, which was her age when 
she died, she did not appear above thirty. Her hair 



was black, and her teeth r^^lar and white to an ex- 
traordinary degree. 

Giacomo was of a middle size ; fair but ruddy ; and 
with black eyebrows : affable in his nature, of good 
address, and well skilled in every science, and in all 
knightly exercises. He was not more than twenty- 
eight years of age when be died. 

Lastly, Bernardo so closely resembled Beatrice in 
complexion, features, and everything else, that if they 
had changed clothes the one might easily have been 
taken for the other. His mind also seemed formed 
in the same model as that of his sister ; and at the 
time of her death he was six-and-twenty years old. 

He remained in the prison of Tordinona until the 
month of September of the same year, after which 
time, at tbe intercession of the Most Venerable Grand 
Brotherhood of the Most Holy Crucifix of St. Mar- 
cellus, he. obtained the fiivour of his liberty upon paying 
the sum of 25,000 crowns to the Hospital of the Most 
Holy Trinity of Pilgrims. Thus bo, as the sole rem- 
nant of the Cenci family, became heir to all their 
possessions. He is now married, and has a son named 
Cristofero. 

The most faithful portrait of Beatrice exists in the 
Palace of the Villa Pamfili, without the gate of San 
Pancrazio : if any other is to be found in the Palazza 
Cenci, it is not shown to any one , — so as not to renew 
tbe memory of so horrible an event. 

This was the end of this family : uid until the 
time when this account is put together it has not been 
possible to find the Marquess Paolo Santa Crocc ; but 
there is a rumour that he dwells in Brescia, a dty of 
the Venetian states. 
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PREFACE. 



The Poem of ** Hellas/' written at the snggestion of 
the events of the moment, is a mere improvise, and 
derives its interest (should it be found to possess any) 
solely from the intense sympathy which the Author 
feels with the cause he would celebrate. 

The subject, in its present state, is insusceptible of 
being treated otherwise than lyrically, and if I have 
called this poem a drama, from the circumstance of its 
being composed in dialogue, the licence is not greater 
than that which has been assumed by other poets, who 
have called their productions epics, only because they 
have been divided into twelve or twenty-four books. 

The Persa; of ./^schylus afforded me the first model 
of my conception, although the decision of the glorious 
contest now waging in Greece being yet suspended, 
forbids a catastrophe parallel to the return of Xerxes 
and the desolation of the Persians. I have, therefore, 
contented myself with exhibiting a scries of lyric 
pictures, and with having wrought upon the curtain of 
futurity, which falls upon the unfinished scene, such 
figures of indistinct and visionary delineation as suggest 
the final triumph of the Greek cause as a portion of 
the cause of civilisation and social improvement. 

The drama (if drama it must be called) is, however, 
so inartificial that I doubt whether, if recited on the 
Thespian waggon to an Athenian \illage at the Diony- 
siaca, it would have obtained the prize of the goat. 
I shall bear with equanimity any punishment greater 
than the loss of such a reward which the Aristarchi of 
the hour may think fit to inflict. 

The only goat-song which 1 have yet attempted has, 
I confess, in spite of the unfavourable nature of the 
subject, received a greater and a more valuable portion 
of applause than T expected, or than it deserved. 

Common fame is the only authority which I can 
allege for the details which form the basil of the poem, 



and I must trespass upon the forgiveness of my readers 
for the display of newspaper erudition to which I hmre 
been reduced. Undoulrtedly, until the conclasion of 
the war, it will be impossible to obtain an account of it 
sufficiently authentic for historical materials ; but 
poets have their privilege, and it is unquestionable that 
actions of the must exalted courage have been per- 
formed by the Greeks — that they have gained more 
than one naval victory, and that their defeat in Wol- 
lachia was signalised by circumstances of heroism more 
glorious even than victory. 

The apathy of the rulers of the drilised world, to 
the astonishing circumstance of the descendants of that 
nation to which they owe their civilisation — rising as 
it were from the ashes of their ruin, is something 
perfectly inexplicable to a mere spectator of the shows 
of this mortal scene. We are all Greeks. Our laws, 
our literature, our religion, our arts, have their root 
in Greece. But for Greece — Rome the instructor, the 
conqueror, or the metropolis of our anchors, would 
have spread no illumination with her arms, and we 
might still have been savages and idolaters ; or, what is 
worse, might have arrived at such a stagnant and 
miserable state of social institutions as China and 
Japan possess. 

The human form and the human mind attained to a 
perfection in Greece which has impressed its image on 
those faultless productions, whose very fragments are 
the de8})air of modem art, and has propagated impulses 
which cannot cease, through a thousand channels of 
manifest or imperceptible operation, to ennoble and 
delight mankind until the extinction of the race. 

The modem Greek is the descendant of those 
glorious beings whom the imagination almost refuses 
to figure to itself as belonging to oui kind ; and he 
inherits much of their sensibility, their rapidity of 
conception, their enthusiasm, and their courage. If 
in many instances he is degraded by moral and political 
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■laveiy to the pnu:tic« of the basett vices it engeodere 
and thmt below the level of ordinary degradation ; let 
at reflect that the cormption of the best produces the 
worst, and that habits which subsist only in relation to 
a peculiar state of social institution may be expected 
to cease, aa soon as that relation is disscWed. In fact, 
the Greeks, rince the admirable novel of ** Anaslatiua" 
could have been a ikithful picture of their manners, 
have undergone most important changes ; the flower of 
their youth, returning to their country from the 
universities of Italy, Germany, and France, have com- 
municated to their fellow-citizens the latest results of 
that social perfection of which their ancestors were the 
original source. The university of Chios contained 
before the breaking^out of the revolution, eight hundred 
students, and among them several Germans and 
jimericans. The munificence and energy of many of 
the Greek princes and merchants, directed to the reno. 
vation of their country, with a spirit and a wisdom 
which has few examples, is above sil praise. 

The English permit their own oppressors to act 
according to their natural sympathy with the Turkish 
tyrant, and to brand upon their name the indelible blot 
of an alliance with the enemies of domestic hairiness, 
<tf Christianity, and civilisation. 



Russia desires to possess, not to liberate Greece ; 
and is contented to see the Turks, its natural enemies, 
and the Greeks, its intended slaves, enfeeble each other, 
until one or both fall into its net. The wise and 
generous policy of England would have consisted in 
establishing the independence of Greece, and in main- 
taining it both against Russia and the Turks ; — but 
when was the oppressor generous or just ? 

The Spanish Peninsula is already free. France is 
tranquil in the enjoyment of a partial exemption from 
the abuses which its unnatural and feeble government 
are vainly attempting to revive. The seed of blood 
and misery has been sown in Italy, and a more vigorous 
race is arising to go forth to the harvest. The world 
waits only the news of a revolution of Germany, to 
see the tyrants who have pinnacled themselves on its 
supineness, precipitated into the ruin from which they 
shall never arise. Well do these destroyers of man- 
kind know their enemy, when they impute the 
insurrection in Greece to the same spirit before which 
they tremble throughout the rest of Europe ; and that 
enemy well knows the power and cunning of its oppo. 
nents, and watches the moment of their approaching 
weakness and inevitable division, to wrest the bloody 
sceptres from their grasp. 



^^^^^^0^^^^^^0^^^^^^*0 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



Mabmuo, I Daooo, 

IIassan, I AHAausRUB, a Jew, 

Chorus of Oredc Captive Women» 
Menengere, Slaves, and AttendanU, 



Bcmm^-ContlantinopU. 
7iuK— Sunset. 



BcEKM, a Terraee, on the Seraglio. 

MAMmm {keeping), an Indian slave sitting beside his 

Couch, 

CHORUS OP GREEK CAPTIVE WOMEN. 

We strew these opiate flowers 

On thy restless pillow, — 
They were stript from Orient bowers. 
By the Indian billow. 
Be thy sleep 
Calm and deep, 
Like theirs who fell — not ours who weep ! 

INDIAN. 

Away, unlovely dreams ! 

Away, false shapes of sleep ! 
Be his, as Heaven seems. 
Clear, and bright, and deep ! 
Soft as love, and calm as death. 
Sweet as a summer night without a breath. 

CHORUS. 

SSeep, sleep ! our song is laden 

with the soul of slumber ; 
It was sung by a Samian maiden. 
Whose lover was of the number 
Who now keep 
That calm sleep 
Wfaenoe dodo may wake where none shall weep. 



INDIAN. 

I touch thy temples pale ! 

I breathe my soul on thee ! 
And could my prayers avail. 
All my joy should be 
Dead, and I would live to weep. 
So thou might*8t win one hour of quiet sleep. 

CHORUS. 

Breathe low, low. 
The spell of the mighty mistress now ! 
When Conscience lulls her sated snake. 
And Tyrants sleep, let Freedom wake. 
Breathe low, low. 
The words, which, like secret fire, shall flow 
Through the veins of the frozen earth — low, low I 

SEMICHORUS I. 

Life may change, but it may fly not ; 
Hope may vanish, but can die not ; 
Truth be veiled, but still it bumeth ; 
Love repulsed, — ^but it retumeth I 

SEMICHORUS II. 

Yet were life a chamel, where 
Hope lay coffined with Despair ; 
Yet were truth a sacred lie. 
Love were lust — 
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SEMICHORUS I. 

If Liberty 
Lent not life its soul of light, 
Hope its iris of delight, 
Truth its prophet's robe to wear. 
Love its power to give and bear. 

CHORUS. 

In the great morning of the world, 
The spirit of God with might unfurled 
The flag of Freedom over Chaos, 

And all its handed anarchs fled. 
Like vultures frighted from Imaus, 

Before an earuiquake's tread. — 
So from Time's tempestuous dawn 
Freedom's splendour burst and shone : — 
Thermopylae and Marathon 
Caught, like mountains beacon-lighted, 

The springing Fire. — The winged glory 
On Philippi half-alighted. 

Like an eagle on a promontory. 
Its unwearied wings could fan 
The quenchless ashes of Milan. 
From age to age, from man to man 

It lived ; and lit from land to land 

Florence, Albion, Switzerland. 
Then night fell ; and, as from night, 
Re-assumine fiery flight. 
From the West swift Freedom came. 

Against the course of heaven and doom, 
A second sun arrayed in flame. 

To bum, to kindle, to illume. 
From far Atlantis its young beams 
Chased the shadows and the dreams. 
France, with all her sanguine steams, 

Hid, but quenched it not ; again 

Through clouds its shafts of glory rain 

From utmost Germany to Spain. 
As an eagle fed with morning 
Scorns the embattled tempest's warning, 
When she seeks her aerie hanging 

In the mountain-cedar's hair. 
And her brood expect the clanging 

Of her wings through the wild air. 
Sick with famine ; — Freedom, so 
To what of Greece remaineth now 
Returns ; her hoary ruins glow 
Like orient mountains lost in day ; 

Beneath the safety of her wings 
Her renovated nurselings play. 

And in the naked lightnings 
Of truth they purge their dazzled eyes. 
Let Freedom leave, where'er she flies, 
A Desert, or a Paradise ; 

Let the beautiful and the brave 

Share her glory, or a grave. 

SEMICHORUS I. 

With the gifts of gladness 
Greece did thy cradle strew ; 

SEMICHORUS II. 

With the tears of sadness 

Greece did thy shroud bedew ; 

SEMICHORUS I. 

With an orphan's affection 

She followed thy bier through time ! 



SEMICHORUS II. 

And at thy resurrection 
Re-appeareth, like thou, sublime I 

SEMICHORUS I. 

If Heaven should resume thee. 
To Heaven shall her spirit ascend ; 

SEMICHORUS II. 

If Hell should entomb thee. 

To Hell shall her high hearts bend. 

SEMICHORUS I. 

If Annihilation — 

SEMICHORUS II. 

Dust let her glories be ; 
And a name and a nation 
Be forgotten. Freedom, with thee 1 

INDIAN. 

His brow grows darker — breathe not — ^move not I 
He starts — he shudders ; — ye that love not. 
With your panting loud and fitst 
Have awakened hun at last. 

MAHMUD {ttarting from hia tleep). 
Man the Seraglio-guard ! make fast the sate. 
What ! from a cannonade of three short hoars ! 
'Tis false ! that breach towards the BoephomB 
Cannot be practicable yet — ^Who sturs ! 
Stand to the match ; that when the foe preyaOfliy 
One spark may mix in reconciling ruin 
The conqueror and the conquered 1 Heave the tower 
Into the gap — ^wrench off the roof. 

Enter Hawait. 

Ha ! what ! 
The truth of day lightens upon my dream. 
And I am Mahmud still. 



Is strangely moved. 



HASSAN. 

Your Sublime Highni 



MAHMUD. 

The times do cast strange shadows 
On those who watch and who must rule their course. 
Lest they, being first in peril as in glory. 
Be whelmed in the fierce ebb :— and these are of 
Thrice has a gloomy vision hunted me [them. 
As thus from sleep into the troubled day ; 
It shakes me as the tempest shakes the sea. 
Leaving no figure upon memory's glass. 
Would that — no matter. Thou didst say thou 
A Jew, whose spirit is a chronicle [knewest 

Of strange and secret and forgotten things. 
I bade thee summon him : — 'tis said his tribe 
Dream, and are wise interpreters of dreams. 

HASSAN. 

The Jew of whom I spake is old, — so old 

He seems to have outlived a world's decay ; 

The hoary mountains and the wrinkled ocean '^ 

Seem younger still than he ; his hair and beard 

Are whiter than the tempest-sifted snow ; 

His cold pale limbs and pulseless arteries 

Are like the fibres of a cloud instinct 

With light, and to the soul that quickens them 

Are as the atoms of the mountain -drift 

To the winter wind : — but from his eye looks forth 
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A life of unconsumed thought, which pierces 
The present and the past, and the to-come. 
Some say that this is he whom the great prophet 
Jesus, the son of Joseph, for his mockery. 
Mocked with the curse of immortality. • 
Some feign that he is Enoch ; others dream 
He was pre-adamite, and has survived 
Cycles of generation and of ruin. 
The sage, in truth, by dreadful abstinence. 
And conquering penance of the mutinous flesh, 
Deep contemplation, and unwearied study. 
In years outstretched beyond the date of man. 
May have attained to sovereignty and science 
Over those strong and secret things and thoughts 
Which others fear and know not. 



MAHMUD. 



I would talk 



With this old Jew. 



HASSAN. 

Thy will is even now 
Made known to him, where he dwells in a sea-cavern 
'Mid the Demonesi, less accessible 
Than thou or God ! He who would question him 
Must sail alone at sun-set, where the stream 
Of ocean sleeps around those foamless isles 
When the young moon is westering as now. 
And evenine airs wander upon the wave ; 
And when we pines of that bee-pasturing isle, 
Green tSrebinthus, quench the fiery shadow 
Of his gilt prow within the sapphire water. 
Then must tiie lonely helmsman cry aloud, 
Ahasnerus ! and the caverns round 
Will answer, Ahasuerus ! If his prayer 
Be granted, a faint meteor will arise. 
Lighting him over Marmora, and a wind 
Will rush out of the sighing pine-forest, 
And with the ^nnd a storm of harmony 
Unutterably sweet, and pilot him 
Through the soft twilight to the Bosphorus : 
Thence, at Uie hour and place and circumstance 
Fit for the matter of their conference. 
The Jew appears. Few dare, and few who dare. 
Win the desired conmiunion — ^but that shout 

Bodes—— 

[A ihout tdtkin. 

MAHMUD. 

Evil, doubtless ; like all human sounds. 
Let me converse with spirits. 



HASSAN. 



That shout again. 



MAHMUD. 

This Jew whom thou hast summoned — 



HASSAN. 



Will be here— 



MAHMUD. 

When the omnipotent hour, to which are yoked 
He, I, and aU things, shall compel — enough. 
Silence those mutineers — that drunken crew 
That crowd about the pilot in the storm. 
Ay ! stxike the foremost shorter by a head ! 
They wearv me, and I have need of rest. 
Kings are Uke stars — they rise and set, they have 
The worship of the world, but no repose. 

lExeunt teveraHif, 



CHORUS. 

Worlds on worlds are rolling ever 

From creation to decay. 
Like tlie bubbles on a river, 
Sparkling, bursting, borne away. 
But they are still immortal 
Who, through birth's orient portal. 
And death's dark chasm hurrying to and fro. 
Clothe their unceasing flight 
In the brief dust and light 
Gathered around their chariots as they go ; 
New shapes they still may weave. 
New Gods, new laws receive. 
Bright or dim are they, as the robes they last 
On Death's bare ribs had cast 

A power from the unknown God ; 

A Promethean conqueror came ; 
Like a triumphal path he trod 
The thorns of death and shame. 
A mortal shape to him 
Was like the vapour dim 
Which the orient planet animates with light ; 
Hell, Sin, and Slavery came. 
Like blood-hounds mild and tame. 
Nor preyed until their lord had taken flight 
The moon of Mahomet 
Arose, and it shall set : 
While blazoned as on heaven's immortal noon 
The cross leads generations on. 

Swift as the radiant shapes of sleep 

From one whose dreams are paradise. 
Fly, when the fond wretch wakes to weep. 
And day peers forth with her blank eyes ; 

So fleet, so faint, so fair. 
The Powers of earth and air 
Fled from the folding star of Bethlehem : 
Apollo, Pan, and Love, 
And even Oljinpian Jove 
Grew weak, for killing Truth had glared on them. 
Our hiUs, and seas, and streams, 
Dispeopled of their dreams. 
Their waters turned to blood, their dew to tears, 
Wailed for the golden years. 

Enter Mahaiud, HAsaAN, D^ooo, and others, 

MAHMUD. 

More gold 1 our ancestors bought gold with victory, 
And shall I sell it for defeat i 



DAOOD. 



The Janizars 



Clamour for pay. 

MAHMUD. 

Go ! bid them pay themselves 
With Christian blood! Are there no Grecian 

virgins 
Whose shrieks and spasms and tears they may 

enjoy ! 
No infidel children to impale on spears ! 
No hoary priests after that Patriarch 
Who bent the curse against his country's heart, 
Which clove his own at last ! Go I bid them kill : 
Blood is the seed of gold. 

DAOOD. 

It has been sown. 
And yet the harvest to the sickle-men 
Is as a grain to each. 



I 
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>hAunrD. 

nwn take this signety 
ottMuber, in whieh lie 
k ^MUMriutt* S>Iviiiao. 
iwM» toBwi for a Ji^ of niiiL 
^uv» : « it not come ! 
oaatiiw wolvtw are gorged and sleep ; 
k ^fNnMti cbeir feast on the red earth, 
ia» ^iutih AUa iH>t.~8ee them fed ; 
A :w ihe rivem of fireiih death. 

[Exit Daooo. 
' viav^m afWr a night 
:iwu ih« day which it nmirped ! 
L ' K.K power on earth 1 0, word 
pv|4K>(»whoiie overshadowing wings 
iiu-otKit and idols of the west, 
For thv sake cursed be the hour, 
L-r by iUk evil child, 
M luoou of Itilani rolled in triumph 
« to whiti' Ceraunia I 
ul ;uiarchy below ; 
, Mid ui'achery within ; • 

iU'i4A'uctk»u full, and all 
uik ; and who among us dares 
u hia U|Nft I and where is Hope I 

IIAMSAN. 

ir dominion still rides high ; 
J. -Mahomet is his Prophet, 
thouitaud Moslems, from the limits 
^ inx^istibly 

i\\ oloudit at the Scirocco's cry, 
ft'ia to weep tlieir strength in tears; 
UM\iug lightning, and tneir step 
mkie, to iHkUHume and overwhelm, 
uiii. IMirvgiaii Olympus, 
^uuiM, and Mycale, roughen 
4ruw, and lofty ships, even now, 
uicUoihmI to a mountain's edge, 
\ Hiv and whirlwind, wait at Scahi 
tho ovor- veering wind, 
k with bio<Kl ; — the Greek has paid 
k ith Mwift loss and long despair. 
iHvian M*rfM fled fast and far 
kv nhout of Allah-illa-Allah I 
y^»i»"-cry of the northern wind, 
V HhiggiHh clouds, and leaves a flock 
uti-uggling with the nakc<l storm, 
nt (iit^eks on the Danube's day ! 
U», yot the returning sun, 
kieoM of the morning birds ; 
Idiug less oxultingly 
joioiiig in the golden day, 
4 i>f Africa unleash 
-wingt'd cities of the sea, 
mndcr to the rebel world. 
>UH clouds half-shattered by the storm. 
Ml iMiUi /Kgoan , while the Queen 
u«l upon her island throne, 
wt, sits mourning that her sons, 
i Kr*.^*dom, spare a smile for thee : 
iviTH, as an eagle might 
il, near which a kite and crane 
in inextricable fight, 
thi^ victor ; for she fears 
h^HMidom, even as she hates thine : 
Austria loves thee as the Grave 
ice, and her slow dogs of war, 
the chase, come up from Italy, 



And howl upon their limits ; for thev 
The pantlier Freedom fled to her old cover. 
Amid seas and mountains, and a mightier brood 
Crouch around. What Anarch wears a crown or 

mitre, 
Or bears the sword, or grasps the kev of gold. 
Whose friends are not thy friends, whoee foes thj 

foes t 
Our arsenals and our armories are full ; 
Our forts defy assaults ; ten thousand cannon 
Lie ranged upon the beach, and hour by hour 
Their earth-convulsing wheels affright the city ; 
The galloping of fiery steeds makes pale 
The Christian merchant, and the yeUow Jew 
Hides his hoard deeper in the faiUdeas earth. 
Like clouds, and like the shadows of the doudsy 
Over the hills of Anatolia, 
Swift in wide troops the Tartar chivalry 
Sweep ;— the far-flashine of their starry lanoea 
lieverberates the dying Tight of day. 
We have one God, one King, one Hope, one Law; 
But many-headed Insurrection stands 
Divided in itself, and soon must falL 

MAHMUD. 

Proud words, when deeds come short, are season- 
able; 
Look, Hassan, on yon crescent moon, emblazoned 
Upon that shattered flag of fiery cloud 
Which leads the rear of the departing day. 
Wan emblem of an empire fitding now ! 
See how it trembles in the blood-red air. 
And like a mighty lamp whose oil is spent, 
Shrinks on the horizon's edge, while, nom above, 
One star with insolent and victorious light 
Hovers above its fall, and with keen beams. 
Like arrows through a fainting antelope. 
Strikes its weak form to death. 



HASSAN. 



Even as that moon 



Renews itself - 



MAUMUD. 

Shall we be not renewed ! 
Far other bark than ours were needed now 
To stem the torrent of descending time : 
The spirit that lifts the slave before its lord 
Stalks through the capitals of armed kings, 
And spreads his ensign in the wilderness ; 
Exults in chains ; and when the rebel fitUis, 
Cries like the blood of Abel from the dust ; 
And the inheritors of earth, like b<iasts 
When earthquake in unleashed, with idiot fear 
Cower in their kingly dens — as I do now. 
What were Defeat, when Victory must appal ! 
Or Danger, when Security looks pale ? 
How said the messenger — who from the fort 
iHlanded in the Danube, saw the battle 
Of Bucharest !— that— 

HASSAN. 

Ibrahim's cimeter 
Drew with its gleam swift victory from heaven. 
To bum before him in the night of battle — 
A light and a destruction. 

MAUMUD. 

Ay ! the day 
Was ours ; but how 1— 
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HASSAN. 

The light WallachiaoSy 
The Amaut, Servian, and Albanian aUies, 
Fled from the glance of our artillery 
Almoet before the thunder-stone alit ; 
One half the, Grecian army made a bridge 
Of safe and slow retreat, with Moslem dead ; 
The other— 

MAHMUD. 

Speak — tremble not — 

HASSAN. 

Islanded 
By victor myriads, formed in hollow square 
With rough and steadfast front, and thrice flmig 
The deluge of our foaming caviJry ; [back 

Thrice theur keen wedge of battle pierced our lines. 
Our baffled army trembled like one man 
Before a host, and gave them space ; but soon. 
From the surroundmg hills, the batteries blazed. 
Kneading them down with fire and iron rain. 
Yet none approached ; till like a field of com 
Under the hook of the swart sickle-man, 
The bands, intrenched in mounds of Turkish dead. 
Crew weak and few. Then said the Pacha, ^ Slaves, 
Render yourselves — they have abandoned you — 
What hope of refuge, or retreat, or aid ! 
We grant vour lives." — ^ Grant that which is thine 

own,' 
Cried one, and fell upon his sword and died ! 
Another — ** Grod, and man, and hope abandon me; 
But I to them and to myself remain 
Constant; " he bowed his head, and his heart burst. 
A third exclaimed, << There is a refuge, tyrant. 
Where thou darest not pursue, and canst not 

harm, 
Shouldst thou pursue ; there we shall meet again." 
Then held his breath, and, after a brief spasm. 
The indignant spirit cast its mortal garment 
Among me slain — dead earth upon the earth ! 
So these survivors, each by different ways. 
Some strange, all sudden, none dishonourable. 
Met in triumphant death ; and when our army 
Closed in, while yet wonder, and awe, and shame 
Held back the base hyenas of the battle 
That feed upon the dead and fiy the living. 
One rose out of the chaos of the slain ; 
And if it were a corpse which some dread spirit 
Of the old saviours of the land we rule 
Had lifted in its anger, wandering by ; 
Or if there burned within the dying man 
Unquenchable disdain of death, and faith 
Creating what it feigned ; — I cannot tell : 
But he cried, *< Phantoms of the free, we come ! 
Armies of the Eternal, ye who strike 
To dust the citadels of sanguine kings. 
And shake the souls throned on their stony hearts, 
And thaw their frost-work diadems like dew ; — 
O ye who float around this clime, and weave 
The garment of the glory which it wears ; 
Whose fame, though earth betray the dust it clasped, 
Lies sepulchred in monumental thought ; — 
Prqgemtors of all that yet is great. 
Ascribe to your bright senate, O accept 
In your high ministrations, us, your sons— 
Us first, and the more glorious yet to come ! 
And ye weak conquerors ! giants who look pale 
When the crushed worm rebels beneath your 

tread— 



The vultures, and the dogs, your pensioners tame, 
Are overgoreed ; but, like oppressors, still 
They crave the relic of Destruction's feast. 
The exhalations and the thirsty winds 
Are sick with blood ; the dew is foul with death — 
Heaven's light is quenched in slaughter : Thus 

where'er 
Upon your camps, cities, or towers, or fleets, 
The obscene binls the reeking remnants cast 
Of these dead limbs, upon your streams and moun- 
tains. 
Upon your fields, your gardens, and your honae- 

tops. 
Where'er the winds shall creep, or the clouds fly. 
Or the dews fall, or the anery sun look down 
With poisoned light — Famme, and Pestilence, 
And Panic, shall wage war upon our side ! 
Nature from all her boundaries is moved 
Against ye : Time has found ye light as foam. 
The earth rebels ; and Good and Evil stake 
Their empire o'er the unborn world of men 
On this one cast — but ere the die be thrown, 
The renovated genius of our race. 
Proud umpire of the impious game, descends 
A seraph-winged Victory, bestriding 
The tempest of the Omnipotence of God, 
Which sweeps all things to their appointed doom, 
And you to oblivion ! " — More he would have said. 
But— 

MAHMUD. 

Died — as thou shouldst ere thy lips had painted 
Their ruin in the hues of our success. 
A rebel's crime, gilt with a rebel's tongue ! 
Your heart is Greek, Hassan. 

HASSAN. 

It may be so : 
A spirit not my own wrenched me within. 
And I have spoken words I fear and hate ; 
Yet would I die for — 

MAHMUD. 

Live ! live ! outlive 
Me and this sinking empire : — but the fleet — 



HASSAN. 



Alas! 



MAHMUD. 

The fleet which, like a flock of clouds 
Chased by the wind, flies the insurgent banner. 
Our winged castles from their merchant ships ! 
Our myriads before their weak pirate bands ! 
Our arms before their chains ! Our years of empire 
Before their centuries of servile fear I 
Death is awake ! Repulsed on the waters. 
They own no more the thunder-bearing banner 
Of Malimud ; but like hounds of a base breed. 
Gorge from a stranger's hand, and rend their 
master. 

HASSAN. 

Latmos, and Ampelos, and Phanae, saw 
The wreck — 

MAHMUD. 

The caves of the Icarian isles 
Hold each to the o^er in loud mockery. 
And with the tongue as of a thousand echoes 
First of the sea-convulsing fight — and then — 
Thou darest to speak — senseless are the mountains. 
Interpret thou their voice ! 
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HASSAN. 

My presence bore 
A part in that day's shamo. The Grecian fleet 
Bore down at day-break from the North, and hung 
As multitudinous on the ocean line 
As cranes upon the cloudless Thracian wind. 
Our squadron convoying ten thousand men, 
Was stretching towards Nauplia when the battle 
Was kindled. — 

First through the hail of our artillery 
The agile Hydriote barks with press of sail 
Dashed : — ship to ship, cannon to cannon, man 
To man, were grappled in the embrace of war, 
Inextricable but by death or victory. 
The tempest of the razing fight convulsed 
To its crystalline depths that stainless sea, 
And shook heaven's roof of golden morning clouds 
Poised on an hundred azure mountain-isles. 
In the brief trances of the artillery. 
One cry from the destroyed and the destroyer 
Rose, and a cloud of desolation wrapt 
The unforeseen event, till the north wind 
Sprung from the sea, lifting the heavy veil 
Of battle-smoke — ^then victory — victory ! 
For, as we thought, three frigates from Algiers 
Bore down from Naxos to our aid, but soon 
The abhorred cross glinunered behind, before, 
Among, around us; and that fatal sign 
Dried with its beams the strength of Moslem hearts. 
As the sun drinks the dew. — What more! We fled! 
Our noonday path over the sanguine foam 
Was beaconed, and the glare struck the sun pale. 
By our consuming transports: the fierce lieht 
Made all the shadows of our sails blood-red, 
And every countenance blank. Some ships lay 

feeding 
The ravening fire even to the water's level : 
Some were blown up ; some, settling heavily, 
Sunk ; and the shrieks of our companions died 
Upon the wind, that bore us fast and far, 
Even after they were dead. Nine thousand perished! 
We met the vultures legioned in the air. 
Stemming the torrent of the tainted wind : 
They, screaming from their cloudy mountain peaks. 
Stooped through the sulphureous battle-smoke, 

and perched 
Each on the weltering carcase that we loved. 
Like its ill angel or its damned soul. 
Hiding upon the bosom of the sea. 
We saw the dog-fish hastening to their feast 
Joy waked the voiceless people of the sea, 
And ravening famine left his ocean-cave 
To dwell with war, with us, and with despair. 
We met night three hours to the west of Patmoe, 
As with night, tempest — 

MAUMUP. 

Cease ! 

Enter a Messenger. 
MESSENGER. 

Your Sublime Highness, 
That Christian hound, the Muscovite ambassador. 
Has left the city. If the rebel fleet 
Had anchored in the port, had victory 
Crowned the Greek legions in the Hippodrome, 
Panic were tamer. — Obedience and Mutiny, 
Like giants in contention planet-struck. 
Stand gazins on each other. — There b peace 
In Stambom. — 



MAHMUD. 

Is the grave not calmer still I 
Its ruins shall be mine. 

HASSAN. 

Fear not the 
The tiger leagues not with the stag at bay 
Against the hunter. — Cunning, base, and cruel. 
Ho crouches, watching till the spoil be won. 
And must be paid for his re«9erve in blood. 
After the war is fought, yield the sleek Roseian 
That which thou canst not keep, his deserved portion 
Of blood, which shall not flow through streets and 

fields. 
Rivers and seas, like that which we mar win. 
But stagnate in the veins of Christian slaves I 

EnUr Second MeMsenjfer, 
SECOND MESSENGER. 

Nauplia, Tripolizza, Mothon, Athens, 

Navarin, Artas, Monembasia, 

Corinth and Thebes, are carried by assault ; 

And every Islamite who made his dogs 

Fat with the flesh of Galilean slaves, 

Passed at the edge of the sword: the lust of blood. 

Which made our warriors drunk, is quenched in 

death ; 
But like a fiery plague breaks out anew 
In deeds which nuike the Christian cause look pale 
In its own light. The garrison of Patras 
Has store but for t«n days, nor is there hope 
But from the Briton ; at once slave and tyrant, 
His wishes still are weaker than his fears ; 
Or he would sell what faith may yet remain 
From the oaths broke in Genoa and in Norway ; 
And if you buy him not, your treasury 
Is empty even of promises — his own coin. 
The freeman of a western poet chief 
Holds Attica with seven thousand rebels. 
And has beat back the Pacha of Negropont ; 
The aged AH sits in Yanina, 
A crownless metaphor of empire ; 
His name, that shadow of his withered might, 
Holds our besieging army like a spell 
In prey to famine, pest, and mutiny : 
He, bastioned in his citadel, looks forth 
Joyless upon the sapphire lake that mirrors 
The ruins of the city where he reigned 
Childless and seeptreless. The Greek has rei^wd 
The costly harvest his own blood matured. 
Not the sower, Ali — who has bought a truce 
From Ypsilanti, with ten camel-loads 
Of Indian gold. 

Enter a Third Messenger, 

MAHMUD. 

What more ! 

THIRD MESSENGER. 

The Christian tribes 
Of Lebanon and the Syrian wilderness 
Are in revolt ; — Damascus, Hems, Aleppo, 
Tremble ; — the Arab menaces Medina ; 
The Ethiop has intrenched himself in Sennaar, 
And keeps the Egyptian rebel well employed, 
Who denies homage, claims investiture 
As price of tardy aid. Persia demands 
The cities on the Tigris, and the Georgians 
Refuse their living tribute. Crete and C^'pros, 
Like mountain-twms that from each other's veins 
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Catch the volcano-fire and earthquake spasm, 
Shake in the general fever. Through the city, 
Like hirds before a storrn, the Santons shriek. 
And prophesyings horrible and new 
Are heard among the crowd ; that sea of men 
Sleeps on the wrecks it made, breathless and stilL 
A Dervise, learned in the Koran, preaches 
That it is written how the sins of Islam 
Must raise up a destroyer even now. 
The Greeks expect a Saviour from the west ; 
Who shall not come, men say, in clouds and glory, 
But in the omnipresence of that spirit 
In which all hve and are. Ominous signs 
Are blazoned broadly on the noon-day sky ; 
One saw a red cross stamped upon the sun ; 
It has rained blood ; and monstrous births declare 
The secret wrath of Nature and her Lord. 
The army encamped upon the Cydaris 
Was roused last night by the alarm of battle, 
And saw two hosts conflicting in the air, — 
The shadows doubtless of the unborn time. 
Cast on the mirror of the night. While yet 
The fight hung balanced, there arose a storm 
Which swept the phantoms from among the stars. 
At the third watch the spirit of the plague 
Was heard abroad flappmg among the tents : 
Those who relieved watch found the sentinels 

dead. 
The last news from the camp is, that a thousand 
Hare sickenedj and— . 

Enter a Fourth Messenger. 

MAHMUD. 

And thou, pale ghost, dim shadow 
Of gome untimely rumour, speak ! 

FOURTH MESSENGER. 

One comes 
Fainting with toil, covered with foam and blood ; 
He stood, he says, upon Clelonit's 
Promontory, which overlooks the ides that groan 
Under the Briton's frown, and all their waters 
Then trembling in the splendour of the moon ; 
When, as the wandering clouds unveiled or hid 
Her boundless light, he saw two adverse fleets 
Stalk through the night in the horizon's glimmer. 
Mingling fierce thunders and sulphureous gleams, 
And smoke which strangled every infant wind 
Thai soothed the silver clouds through the deep air. 
At length the battle slept, but the Scirocco 
Awoke, and drove his flock of thunder-clouds 
Over the sea-horizon, blotting out 
An objects — save that in the faint moon-glimpse 
He saw, or dreamed he saw the Turkish admiral 
And two, the loftiest, of our ships of war. 
With the bright image of that Queen of Heaven, 
Who hid, peniaps, her face for grief, reversed ; 
And the abhorred cross — 

Enter an Attendant, 



The Jew^ who- 



ATTENDANT. 

Your Sublime Highness, 



MAHMUD. 

Could not come more seasonably ; 
Bid him attend. Ill hear no more ! too long 
We gaze on danger through the mist of fear, 
And multiply upon our shattered hopes 
Tlwimages of ruin. Come what will 1 



To-morrow and to-morrow are as lamps 

Set in our path to light us ta the edge. 

Through rough and smooth; nor can we suffer 

aught 
Which he inflicts not in whose hand we are. 

{Exeunt* 

SEMICHORUS I. 

Would I were the winged cloud 
Of a tempest swift and loud ! 

I would scorn 

The smile of mom, 
And the wave where the moon-rise is bom ! 

I would leave 

The spirits of eve 
A shroud for the corpse of the day to weave 
From other threads than mine 1 
Bask in the blue noon divine 

Who would, not I. 



SEMICHORUS 

Whither to fly ! 



II. 



SEMICHORUS I. 

Where the rocks that gird th' ^gean 
Echo to the battle peean 
Of the free— 
I would flee 
A tempestuous herald of victory ! 
My golden rain 
For the Grecian slain 
Should mingle in tears with the bloody main; 
And my solemn thunder-knell 
Should ring to the world the passing-bell 
Of tyranny ! 

SEMICHORUS II. 

Ah king ! wilt thou chain 
The rack and the rain 1 
Wilt thou fetter the lightning and hurricane! 
The storms are free, 
But we 

CHORUS. 

O Slavery ! thou frost of the world's prime. 

Killing its flowers and leaving its thorns bare I 
Thy touch has stamped these Hmbs with crime, 
These brows thy branding garland bear ; 
But the free heart, the impassive soul. 
Scorn thy control ! 

SEMICHORUS I. 

Let there be light ! said Liberty ; 
And like sunrise from the sea, 
Athens arose ! — Around her bom. 
Shone like mountains in the mom. 
Glorious states ; — and are they now 
Ashes, wrecks, oblivion ! 



SEMICHORUS II. 



Go 



Where Thermae and Asopus swallowed 
Persia, as the sand does foam. 

Deluge upon deluge followed. 
Discord, Macedon, and Rome : 

And, lastly, thou ! 

SEMICHORUS I. 

Temples and towers, 
Citadels and marts, and they 

Who live and die there, have been ours, 
And may be thine, and must decay ; 
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Bat Greece and her foundations are 

Built below the tide of war. 

Based on the crystalUne sea 

Of thought and its eternity ; 
Her citizens, imperial spirits, 

Rule the present from the past, 
On all this world of men inherits 

Their seal is set 

SEMICHORUS II. 

Hear ye the blast. 
Whose Orphic thunder thrilling calls 
From ruin her Titanian walls 1 
Whose spirit shakes the sapless bones 

Of Slavery ! Argos, Corinth, Crete, 
Hear, and from their mountain thrones 

The dsemons and the nymphs repeat 
The harmony. 

SEMICHORUS I. 

I hear ! I hear 1 

SEMICHORUS II. 

The world's eyeless charioteer, 

Destiny, is hurrying by I 
What faith is crushed, what empire bleeds 
Beneath her earthquake-footed steeds ! 
What eagle-winged victory sits 
At her right hand ! what shadow flits 
Before ! what splendour rolls behind ! 

Ruin and Renovation cry. 
Who but we I 

SEMICHORUS I. 

I hear ! I hear ! 
The hiss as of a rushing wind. 
The roar as of an ocean foaming. 
The thunder as of earthquake coming, 

I hear ! I hear ! 
The crash as of an empire falling. 
The shrieks as of a people calling 
Mercy ! Mercy ! — How they thrill ! 
Then a shout of « Kill ! kill ! kill ! " 
And then a small still voice, thus — 



SEMICHORUS II. 



For 



Revenge and wrong bring forth their kind, 
The foul cubs like their parents are. 

Their den is in their guilty mind, 

And Conscience fe^ls them with despair. 

SEMICHORUS 1. 

In Racred AthenH, near the fane 

Of Wisdom, Pity's altar stood ; 
Serve not the unknown God in vain. 
But pay that broken shrine again 
Love for hate, and tears for blood. 

Enter Mahmud and Ahasvkrds. 
MA II MUD. 

Thou art a man, thou sayent, even as we — 



AHASUERUS. 



No more ! 



MAHMUD. 

But nuAed above thy fellow-men 
By thought, as I by power. 

AHASUERUS. 

Thou sayest so. 



MAHMUD. 

Thou art an adept in the di£5cult lore 

Of Greek and Frank philosophy ; thou numberat 

The flowers, and thou measurest the stars ; 

Thou severest element from element ; 

Thy spirit is present in the past, and sees 

The burth of this old world through all its cycles 

Of desolation and of loveliness ; 

And when man was not, and how man became 

The monarch and the slave of this low spbersi 

And all its narrow circles — it is much. 

I honour thee, and would be what thou art 

Were I not what I am ; but the unborn hour. 

Cradled in fear and hope, conflicting storms. 

Who shall unveil 1 Nor thou, nor I, nor any 

Mighty or wise. I apprehend not 

What thou hast taught me, but I now perceive 

That thou art no interpreter of dreams ; 

Thou dost not own that art, device, or Grod, 

Can make the future present — let it come ! 

Moreover thou disdainest us and ours ! 

Thou art as God, whom thou oontemplatest. 

AHASUERUS. 

Disdun thee % — not the worm beneath my feet I 
The Fathomless has care for meaner things 
Than thou canst dream, and has made pride for 

those 
Who would be what they may not, or would seem 
That which they are not. Sultan I talk no more 
Of thee and me, the future and the past ; 
But look on that which cannot change — the One 
The unborn, and the undying. Earth and ocean, 
Space, and the isles of life or light that gem 
The sapphire floods of interstelhr air, 
This firmament pavilioned upon chaos, 
With all its cressets of immortal fire, 
Whose outwall, bastioncd impregnably 
Against the escape of boldest thoughts, repels them 
As Calpe tlie Atlantic clouds — this whole 
Of suns, and worlds, and men, and beasts, and 

flowera, 
With all the Hilent or tempestuous workings 
By which they have been, are, or cease to be. 
Is but a vision ; — all that it inherits 
Are motes of a sick eye, bubbles, and dreams ; 
Thought is its cradle and its grave, nor less 
The future and the past are idle shadows 
Of thought's eternal flight — they have no being ; 
Nought IB but that it feels itself to be. 

MAHMUD. 

What meanest thoul thy words stream like a tempest 
Of dazzling mist within my brain — they shake 
The earth on which I stand, and hang like night 
On Heaven above me. What can they avail I 
They cast on all things, surest, brightest, best. 
Doubt, insecurity, astonishment. 

AHASUERUS. 

Mistake me not ! All is contained in each. 

Dodona's forest to an acorn's cup 

Is that which has been or will be, to that 

Which is — the absent to the present Thought 

Alone, and its quick elements, Will, Passion, 

Reason, Imagination, cannot die ; 

They are what that which they regard appears. 

The stuff whence mutability can weave 

All that it hath dominion o'er, — worlds, worms, 

Empires, and superstitions. What has thought 
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To do with time, or place, or circumstance ! 
Wouldst thou behold the future 1 — ask and have ! 
Knock and it shall be opened — look, and lo 1 
The coming age is shadowed on the past. 
As on a gliiss. 

MAHMUD. 

Wild, wilder though eonynlse 
My spirit — Did not Mahomet tlM Second 
Wm Stamboul ! 

AHASUERUS. 

Thou wouldst ask that giant spirit 
The w ritten fortunes of thy house and faith. 
Thou wouldst cite one out of the grave to tell 
How wluit was bom in blood must die. 



MAHMUD. 

Hare power on me ! I see — 



Thy words 



A £ur whisper — 
Terrible siknce. 



AHASUERUS. . 

What hearest thou ? 

« 

MAHMUD. 



AHASUERUS. 

What succeeds ! 



MAHMUD. 

The sound 
As of the assault of an imperial city, 
The hiss of inextinguishable fire, 
The roar of giant cannon ; — the earthquaking 
Fall of vast bastions and precipitous towers, 
The shock of crags shot from strange engin'ry. 
The clash of wheels, and clang of armed hoofs. 
And cnsh of brazen mail, as of the wreck 
Of adamantine mountains — the mad blast 
Of trumpets, and the neigh of ra^in^ steeds. 
And shrieks of women whose thnll jars the blood, 
And one sweet laugh, most horrible to hear. 
As of a joyous infant waked, and playing 
With its dead mother's breast ; and now more loud 
The mingled battle-cry— ha ! hear I not 
'Ej' ro{r^ rdmy. Allah-illah- Allah ! 

AHASUERUS. 

The sulphureous mist is raised — thou seest — 

MAHMUD. 

A chasm. 
As of two mountains, in the wall of Stamboul ; 
And in that ghastly breach the Islamites, 
Like giants on the ruins of a world. 
Stand in the light of sunrise. In the dust 
Glimmers a kingless diadem, and one 
Of regal port has cast himself beneath 
The stream of war. Another, proudly clad 
In golden arms, spurs a Tartarian barb 
Into the gap, and with his iron mace 
Directs the torrent of that tide of men, 
And seems — he is — Mahomet I 

AHASUERUS. 

What thou see'st 
Is but the ghost of thy forgotten dream ; 
A dream itself, yet less, perhaps, than that 
Thoa call'st reality. Thou mayst behold 
How cities, on which empire sleeps enthroned. 
Bow their towered crests to mutability. 
Poised by the flood, e'en on the height thou boldest. 



Thou mayst now leam how the full tide of power 
Ebbs to its depths. — Inheritor of glory. 
Conceived in darkness, bom in blood, and nourished 
With tears and toil, thou seest the mortal throes 
Of that whose birth was but the same. The Past 
Now stands before thee like an Incarnation 
Of the To -come ; yet wouldst thou commune with 
That portion of thvself which was ere thou 
Didst start for this brief race whose crown is 

death; 
Dissolve with that strong faith and fervent passion 
Which called it from the uncreated deep, 
Yon cloud of war with its tempestuous phantoms 
Of raging death ; and draw with mighty will 
The imperial shade hither. 

lExit Ahasuxrus. 

MAHMUD. 

Approach ! 

PHANTOM. 

I come 
Thence whither thou must go ! The grave is fitter 
To take the living, than give up the dead ; 
Yet has thy faith prevailed, and I am here. 
The heavy fragments of the power which fell 
When I arose, like shapeless crags and clouds, 
Hang round my throne on the abyss, and voices 
Of strange lament soothe my supreme repose, 
Wailing for glory never to return. — 
A later Empire nods in its decay ; 
The autumn of a greener faith is come, 
And wolfish change, like winter, howls to strip 
The foliage in which Fame, the eagle, built 
Her a^rie, while Dominion whelped below. 
The storm is in its branches, and the frost 
Is on its leaves, and the blank deep expects 
Oblivion on oblivion, spoil on spoil. 
Ruin on ruin : thou art slow, my son ; 
The Anarchs of the world of darkness keep 
A throne for thee, round which thine empire lies 
Boundless and mute ; and for thy subjects thou. 
Like us, shall rule the ghosts of murdered Kfe, 
The phantoms of the powers who rule thee now — 
Mutinous passions and conflicting fears. 
And hopes that sate themselves on dust and die ! 
Stript of their mortal strength, as thou of thine. 
Islam must fall, but we will reign together 
Over its ruins in the world of death : — 
And if the trunk be dry, yet shall the seed 
Unfold itself even in the shape of that 
Which gathers birth in its decay. Woe 1 woe ! 
To the weak people tangled in the grasp 
Of its last spasms. 

MAHMUD. 

Spirit, woe to all ! 
Woe to the wronged and the avenger I Woe 
To the destroyer, woe to the destroyed ! 
Woe to the dupe, and woe to the deceiver ! 
Woe to the oppressed, and woe to the oppressor ! 
Woe both to those that suffer and inflict ; 
Those who are bom, and those who die ! But say 
Imperial shadow of the thing I am. 
When, how, by whom. Destruction must accomplish 
Her consummation ! 

PHANTOM. 

Ask the cold pale Hour, 
Rich in reversion of impending death. 
When he shall fall upon whose ripe grey hairs 
Sit care, and sorrow, and infirmity — 
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The weight which Crime, whose wings are plumed 

with years, 
Leaves in his flight from ravaged heart to heart 
Over the heads of men, under which burtlien 
They bow themselves unto the grave: fond HTetchI 
He leans upon his crutch, and talks of years 
To come, and how in hours of youth renewed 
He will renew lost joys, and 

VOICE WITHOUT. 

Victory ! victory ! 
IThe Phantom vanishei. 

MAHMUD. 

What sound of the importunate earth has broken 
My mighty trance 1 

VOICE WITHOUT. 

Victory I victory ! 

MAHMUD. 

Weak lightning before darkness ! poor faint smile 
Of dying Islam ! Voice which art the response 
Of hollow weakness I Do I wake and live ! 
Were there such things! or may the unquiet brain, 
Vexed by the wise mad talk of the old Jew, 
Have shaped itself these shadows of its fear 1 
It matters not ! — for nought we see or dream. 
Possess, or lose, or grasp at, can be worth 
More than it gives or teaches. Come what may. 
The future must become the past, and I 
As they were, to whom once this present hour, 
This gloomy crag of time to which I cling. 
Seemed an Elysian isle of peace and joy 
Never to be attained. — I must rebuke 
This drunkenness of triumph ere it die. 
And dying, bring despair. — Victory! — poor slaves! 

lExit Mahmud. 

VOICE WITHOUT. 

Shout in the jubilee of death I The Greeks 

Are as a brood of lions in the net, 

Round which the kingly hunters of the earth 

Stand smiling. Anarchs, ye whose daily food 

Are curses, groans, and gold, the fruit of death. 

From Thule to the girdle of the world, 

Come, feast ! the board groans with the flesh of men — 

The cup is foaming with a nation's blood, 

Famine and Thirst await : eat, drink, and die ! 

SEMICIIORUS I. 

Victorious Wrong, with vulture scream. 
Salutes the risen sun, pursues the flying day ! 

I saw her ghastly as a tjTant'a dream. 
Perch on the trembling pyramid of night. 
Beneath which earth and all her realms pavilioned 
In visions of the dawning undelight. [lay 

Who shall impede her flight ? 
Who rob her of her prey ? 

VOICE WITHOUT. 

Victory ! victory ! Russia's famished eagles 
Dare not to prey beneath the crescent's light. 
Impale the remnant of the Greeks I despoil ! 
Violate ! inake their flesh cheaper than dust ! 

SEMICIIORUS II. 

Thou voice which art 
The herald of the ill in splendour hid ! 

Thou echo of the hollow heart 
Of monarchy, bear me to thine abode 



When desolation flashes o'er a world destroyed. 
Oh bear me to those isles of jagged cloud 

Which float like mountains on the earthquakes, 
*mid 
The momentary oceans of the lightning ; 

Or to some toppling promontory proud 

Of solid tempest, whose black pyramid, 
Riven, overhangs the founts intensely brightening 

Of those dawn-tinted deluges of fire 

Before their waves expire. 
When heaven and earth are light, and only light 
In the thunder-night ! 

VOICE WITHOUT. 

Victory ! victory ! Austria, Russia, England, 
And that tame serpent, that poor shadow, Fnnoe, 
Cry peace, and that means death when monarclis 

SI 



speak. 
Ho, there ! bring torches, sharpen those zed 

stakes ! 
These chains are light,fitter for slaves and poisoners 
Than Greeks. Kill I plunder ! bum I let none 

remain. 

SEMICHORUS I. 

Alas for Liberty ! 
If numbers, wealth, or unfulfilling years, 
Or iate, can quell the free ; 
Alas for Virtue ! when 
Torments, or contumely, or the sneers 
Of erring judging men 
Can break the heart where it abides. 
Alas! if Love, whose smile makes this obscure 
world splendid. 

Can change, with its folse times and tides, 
Like hope and terror — 
Alas for Love ! 
And Truth, who wanderest lone and unbefriended. 
If thou canst veil thy lie-consuming mirror 
Before the dazzled eyes of Error. 
Alas for thee ! Image of the Above. 

SEMICHORUS II. 

Repulse, with plumes from conquest torn. 

Led the ten thousand from the limits of the mom 

Through many an hostile Anarchy ! 
At length they wept aloud and cried, " The sea I 
the sea ! " 
Through exile, persecution, and despair, 
Rome was, and young Atlantis sludl become 
The wonder, or the terror, or the tomb 
Of all whose step wakes power lulled in her savage 
lair : 
But Greece was as a hermit child. 
Whose fairest thoughts and limbs were built 
To woman's growth, by dreams so mild 
She knew not pain or guilt ; 
And now, O Victory, blush ! and Empire, tremble, 
When ye desert the free ! 
If Greece must be 
A wreck, yet shall its fragments reassemble. 
And build themselves again impi*egnably 

In a diviner clime, 
To Amphionic music, on some Cape sublime. 
Which frowns above the idle foam of Time. 

SEMICIIORUS I. 

Let the tjTants rule the desert they have made ; 

Let the free possess the paradise they claim ; 
Be the fortune of our fierce oppressors weighed 

Witli our ruin, our resistance, and our name ! 
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SJEMICHORUS II. 

Our dead shall be ihe seed of their decay, 
Our Btiryivors be the shadows of their pride, 

Our adversity a dream to pass away — 
Their dishonour a remembrance to abide ! 

TOICE WITHOUT. 

Victory I Victory ! The bought Briton sends 

The keys of ocean to the Islamite. 

Now shall the blazon of the cross be veiled, 

And British skill directing Othman might, 

Thnnder-strike rebel victory. O keep holy 

This jubilee of unrevenged blood ! 

Kill ! crush ! despoil ! Let not a Greek escape ! 

SEMICHORUS I. 

Darkness has dawned in the East 

On the noon of time : 
The death-birds descend to their feast. 

From the hungiy clime. 
Let Fx^^om and reace flee far 

To a sunnier strand, 
And follow Love's folding star ! 

To the Evening land ! 

SEMICHORUS II. 

The younff moon has fed 
Her exhausted horn 
With the sunset's fire : 
The weak day is dead, 
But the night is not bom ; 
And, like loveliness panting with wild desire, 
While it trembles with fear and delight, 
Hesperus flies from awakening night, 
And pants in its beautv and speed with light 
Fast-flashing, soft, and bright. 
Thou beacon of love ! thou lamp of the free ! 

Guide us far, far away, 
To climeB where now, veiled by the ardour of day. 
Thou art hidden 
From waves on which weary noon 
Faints in her summer swoon. 
Between kingless continents, sinless as Eden, 
Around mountains and islands inviolably 
Prankt on the sapphire sea. 

SEMICHORUS I. 

Through the sunset of hope. 
Like the shapes of a dream. 
What Paradise islands of glory gleam 

Beneath Heaven's cope. 
Their shadows more dear float by — 
The sound of their oceans, the light of their sky. 



The music and fragrance their solitudes breathe. 
Burst like morning on dreams, or like Heaven on 
death, 

Through the walls of our prison ; 

And Greece, which was dead, is arisen ! 

CHORUS. 

The world's great age begins anew, 

The golden years return. 
The earth doth like a snake renew 
Her winter weeds outworn : 
Heaven smiles, and faiths and empires gleam 
Like wrecks of a dissolving dream. 

A brighter Hellas rears its mountains 

From waves sercner far ; 
A new Peneus rolls its fountains 

Against the morning-star. 
Where fairer Tempos bloom, there sleep 
Young Cyclads on a sunnier deep. 
A loftier Argo cleaves the main. 

Fraught with a later prize ; 
Another Orpheus sings again. 

And loves, and weeps, and dies. 
A new Ulysses leaves once more 
Calypso for his native shore. 

O write no more the tale of Troy, 
If earth Death's scroll must be ! 

Nor mix with Laian rase the joy 
Which dawns upon me free : 

Although a subtler sphinx renew 

Riddles of death Thebes never knew. 

Another Athens shall arise. 

And to remoter time 
Bequeath, like sunset to the skies, 

The splendour of its prime ; 
And leave, if nought so bright may live, 
All earth can take or heaven can give. 

Saturn and Love their long repose 
Shall burst, more bright and good 

Than all who fell, than One who rose, 
Than many unsubdued : 

Not gold, not blood, their altar dowers, 

But votive tears, and symbol flowers. 

O cease I must hate and death return ? 
Cease I must men kill and die ! 
Cease ! drain not to its dregs the urn 

Of bitter prophecy. 
The world is weary of the past, 
O might it die or rest at last ! 
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P.168, oul. 1, L2a 
The quenchlas atktt of Mikm. 

Milam was the centre of the leustance of the Lom- 
bard league against the Austrian tyrant. Frederick 
Barbarossa burnt the citj ^ the ground, but liberty 
lived in its ashes, and it rose like an exhalation from 
its ruin. — See Sismondi's ** Histoires des R^pub- 
liques Italiennei," a book which has done much 
towards awakening the Italians to an imitation of thdr 
great ancestor*. 

P. 189, ooL 2, L 1. 

CHORUS. 

The popular notions of Christianity are represented 
in this chorus as true in their relation to the worship 
they superseded, and that which in all probability they 
will supersede, without considering their merits in a rela- 
tion more universaL The first stanza contrasts the 
immortality of the living and thinking beings which 
inhabit the planets, and, to use a common and inade- 
quate phrase, clothe themselves in matter, with the 
transience of the noblest manifestations of the external 
world. 

The concluding verses indicate a progressive state of 
more or less exalted existence, according to the degree 
of perfection which every distinct intelligence may 
have attained. Let it not be supposed that I mean to 
dogmatize upon a subject concerning which all men 
are equally ignorant, or that I think the Gordian knot 
of the origin of evil can be disentangled by that or 
any similar assertions. The received hypothesis of a 
Being resembling men in the moral attributes of his 
nature, having called us out of non-existence, and 
after inflicting on us the misery of the commission of 
error, should superadd that of the punishment and 
the privations consequent upon it, still would remain 
inexplicable and incredible. That there is a true 
solution of the riddle, and that in our present state 
the solution is unattainable by us, are propositions 
which may be regarded as equally certain ; meanwhile, 
as it is the province of the poet to attach himself to 
those ideas which exalt and ennoble humanity, let him 
be permitted to have conjectured the condition of that 
futurity towards which we are all impelled by an in- 
extinguishable thirst for immortality. Until better 
aiguments can be produced than sophisms which dis- 
grace the cause, this desire itself must remain the 
strongest and the only presumption that eternity is the 
inheritance of every thinking being. 

P. l&, coL 2. 1. 51. 
No hoary priests afitr that Patriarch. 

The Greek Patriarch, after having been compelled to 
fulminate an anathema against the insurgents, was put 
to death by the Turks. 



Fortunately the Greeks haTO been ttoght that they 
cannot buy security by degradation, and the Turks, 
though equally cruel, are less cunning than the imoodk- 
faced tynmts of Europe. 

As to the anathema, his Holinesi might as well ha^ 
thrown his mitre at Mount Athos for any effect that it 
produced. The chiefs of the Greeks are almost all 
men of comprehension and enlightened YiewB on re- 
ligion and politics. 



P. 172, eoL 2, 1.90. 
Thefitewkan qfa wfttem poet ck^f. 

A Greek who had been Lord Byren*s servant com- 
mands the insuigenU in Attica. This Greek, Lord 
Byron informs me, though a poet and an enthnsiaatic 
patriot, gave him rather the idea of a timid and unen- 
terprising person. It appears that circumstances make 
men what they are, and that we all contain the germ 
of a degree of degradation or greatness, whote con- 
nexion with our character is determined by erents. 



P. i73,*col. 1, 1. 10. 
The Greeks expect a Saviour from tJhe wetL 

It is reported that this Messiah had arrived at a 
port near Lacedemon in an American brig. The asso- 
ciation of names and ideas is irresistibly ludicrous, but 
the prevalence of such a rumour strongly marka the 
state of popular enthusiasm in Greece. 



P. 175. col 1, L 19. 

The sound 
As of the assault of «» imperial eit^. 

For the vision of Mahmud of the taking of Con- 
stantinople in 1445, see Gibbon's Decline and Fall 
of the Roman Empire^ vol. xii. p. 223. 

The manner of the invocation of the spirit of 
Mahomet the Second will be censured as overdrawn. 
I could easily have made the Jew a reguUur conjoror, 
and the Phantom an ordinary ghost. I have preferred 
to represent the Jew as disclaiming all pretension, 
or even belief, in supernatural agency, and as tempting 
Mahmud to that sUte of mind in which ideas may be 
supposed to assume the force of sensation, through the 
confusion of thought, with the objects of thooght, 
and excess of passion animating the creations of the 
imagination. 

It is a sort of natural magic, susceptible of being 
exorcised in a degree by any one who should hare 
made himself master of the secret aasodationa of 
another's thoughts. 
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P. 177. ooL 8, 1. A. 

CBOAITS. 

TIm final choral is indittiiict and obacnre as the 
event of the liTing drama whose arriyal it foretells. 

Prophecies of wars, and ramours of wars, &c. maj 
Mfely be made by poet or prophet in anj age ; bat to 
•ntidpatef however darlclji a period of regeneration 
and happiness, is a more hazardous exercise of the 
frcultj which bards possess or feign. It will remind 
the reader^ ** magno nee proximus intervallo ** of Isaiah 
and Viigil, whose ardent spirits, overleaping the actual 
reign of evil which we endure and bewail, already saw 
the possible and perhaps approaching state of society 
in which the ** lion shall lie down with the lamb/' and 
** omnia feret omnia tellus." Let these great names be 
my aathority and excuse. 

P. 177.001. , 1.35. 

Sdium ami Love their long repou. 

Satnrn and Love were among the deities of a real 
or imaginary state of innocence and happiness. All 
those whofeU^ or the Gods of Greece, A^ and E^t; 



the One, who rate, or Jesns Christ, at whose appear- 
ance the idols of the Psgan world were amerced of 
their worship ; and the many unsubdued or the mon- 
strous objects of the idolatry of China, India, and the 
Antarctic islands, and the native tribes of America, 
certainly have reigned over the understandings of men 
in conjunction or in succession, during periods in which 
all we know of evil has been in a state of portentous, 
and, until tho revival of learning and the arts, per- 
petually increasing, activity. The Grecian Gods seem 
indeed to have been personally more innocent, although 
it cannot be said that, as far as temperance and chastity 
are concerned, they gave so edifying an example as their 
successor. The sublime human character of Jesus 
Christ was deformed by an imputed identification 
with a power, who tempted, betrayed, and puniahed 
the innocent beings who were called into existence by 
his sole will ; and for the period of a thousand years, 
the spirit of this most just, wise, and benevolent of 
men, has been propitiated with myriads of hecatomb* 
of those who approached the nearest to his inno- 
cence and wisdom, sacrificed under every aggravation 
of atrocity and variety of torture. The horrors of 
the Mexican, the Peruvian, and the Indian superstitions 
are well known. 



NOTE ON HELLAS. BY THE EDITOR. 



Thi south of Europe was in a state of great 
political excitement at the heginning of the year 
1821. The Spanish Revolution had been a signal 
to Italj — secret societies were formed — and when 
Nifties rose to declare ihe Constitution, the call 

^ was responded to from Brundusium to the foot of 

' die Alps. To crush these attempts to obtain liberty, 
early in 1821, the Austrians poured their armies 
into the peninsula : at first their coming rather 

\ seemed to add energy and resolution to a people 
long enslaTed. The Piedmontese asserted their 
freedom ; Genoa threw off the yoke of the King 

I of Sardinia ; and, as if in playful imitation, the 
people of the little state of Biassa and Carrara 

I gaTe the eong^ to their sovereign and set up a 
republic 

Toacaoy alone was perfectly tranquil. It was 
■udy thai the Austrian minister presented a list 
of aizty Carbonari to the grand-duke, urging their 
imprisonment ; and the grand-duke replied, " I 
do not know whether these sixty men are Car. 
booariybat I know if I imprison them, I shall 
directly have sixty thousand start up." But 
Aong^ the Tuscans had no desire to disturb the 
paternal goremment, beneath whose shelter they 
fllmnbered, they regarded the progress of the 
variou s Italian revolutions with intense interest, 
and haired for the Austrian was warm in every 



bosom. But they had slender hopes ; they knew 
that the Neapolitans would offer no fit resistance 
to the regular German troops, and that the over- 
throw of the Constitution in Naples would act as 
a decisive blow against all struggles for liberty in 
Italy. 

We have seen the rise and progress of reform. 
But the Holy Alliance was alive and active 
in those days, and few could dream of the 
peaceful triumph of liberty. It seemed then that 
the armed assertion of freedom in the south of 
Europe was the only hope of the liberals, as, if it 
prevailed, the nations of the north would imitate 
the example. Happily the reverse has proved 
the fact. The countries accustomed to the exer- 
cise of the privileges of freemen, to a limited 
extent, have extended, and are extending these 
limits. Freedom and knowledge have now a 
chance of proceeding hand in hand ; and if it 
continue thus, we may hope for the durability of 
both. Then, as I have said, in 1821, Shelley, as 
well as every other lover of liberty, looked upon 
the struggles in Spain and Italy as decisive of 
the destinies of the world, probably for centuries 
to come. The interest he took in the progress 
of affairs was intense. When Genoa declared 
itself free, his hopes wore at their highest Day 
alter day, he read the bulletins of the Austrian 
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army, and sought eagerly to gather tokens of its 
defeat. He heard of the revolt of Genoa with 
emotions of transport His whole heart and soul 
were in the triumph of their cause. We were living 
at Pisa at that time ; and several well-informed 
Italians, at the head of whom we may place the 
celebrated Vacc4, were accustomed to seek for 
sympathy in their hopes from Shelley : they did not 
find such for the despair they too generally ex- 
perienced, founded on contempt for their southern 
countrymen. 

While the fate of the progress of the Austrian 
armies then invading Naples was yet in suspense, 
the news of another revolution filled him with 
exultation. We had formed the acquaintance at 
Pisa of several Constantinopolitan Greeks, of the 
family of Prince Caradja, formerly Hospodar of 
Wallachia, who, hearing that the bowstring, the 
accustomed finale of his viceroyalty, was on the 
road to him, escaped with his treasures, and took 
up his abode in Tuscany. Among these was the 
gentleman to whom the drama of Hellas is dedi- 
cated. Prince MaxTocordato was warmed by 
those aspirations for the independence of his 
country, which filled the hearts of many of his 
countrymen. He often intimated the possibility 
of an insurrection in Greece ; but we had no idea 
of its being so near at hand, when, on the 1st of 
April, 1821, he called on Shelley ; bringing the 
proclamation of his cousin Prince Ipsilanti, and, 
radiant with exultation and delight, declared that 
henceforth Greece would be free. 

Shelley had hjTiined the dawn of liberty in Spain 
and Naples, in two odes, dictated by the warmest 
enthusiasm ; — he felt himself naturally impelled 
to decorate with poetry the uprise of the draccnd- 
ants of that people, whose works he regarded with 
deep admiration ; and to adopt the vaticinatory 
character in prophesying their success. " Hellas " 
was written in a moment of enthusiasm. It is 
curious to remark how well he overcomes the 
diificulty of forming a drama out of such scant 
materials. His proi>hecie8, indeed, came true in 



their general, not theur particular purport. He 
did not foresee the death of Lord Londonderry, 
wliich was to be the epoch of a change in English 
politics, particularly as regarded foreign affairs ; 
nor that the navy of his country would fight for 
instead of against the Greeks ; and by the battle 
of Navarino secure their enfranchisement from 
the Turks. Almost against reason, as it appeared 
to him, he resolved to believe that Greece would 
prove triumphant ; and iu this spirit, auguring 
ultimate good, yet grieving over the vicissitudes to 
be endured in the interval, he composed his drama. 

The chronological order to be observed in the 
arrangement of the remaining poems, is inter- 
rupted here, that his dramas may follow each 
other consecutively. '< Hellas " was among the 
last of his compositions, and is among the mo6t 
beautiful. The chorusses are singularly ima- 
ginative, and melodious in their versification. 
There are some stanzas that beautifully exemplify 
Shelley's peculiar style ; as, for instance, the 
assertion of the intellectual empire which must be 
for ever the inheritance of the country of Homer, 
Sophocles, and Plato : 

But Greece and her foundations are 
Built below the tide of war ; 
Based on the crystalline sea 
Of thought and its eternity. 

And again, that philosophical truth, felicitously 
imaged forth — 

Revenge and wrong bring forth their kind. 
The foul cubs like their parents are ; 
Their den is in the guilty mind. 
And conscience feeds them with despair. 

The conclusion of tlie last chorus is among the 
most beautiful of his l^Tics ; the imagery is dis- 
tinct and mnjestic ; the prophecy, such as poets 
love to dwell upon, the regeneration of mankind — 
and that regeneration reflecting back splendour 
on the foregone time, from which it inherits so 
much of intellectual w^ealth, and memory of past 
virtuous deeds, as must render the possession of 
happiness and peace of tenfold value. 
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(EDIPUS TYRANNUS; 



OR, 



SWELLFOOT THE TYRANT 



9 ^tazttis, in Cbo 9c». 



TRANSLATED FROM THE ORIGINAL DORIC. 



ChooM Reform or Civil War, 



When through thy streets, instead of hare with dogs, 
A Coif soRT-QuKSN shall hunt a Kuio with hogs. 
Riding on the loif iax Minotaub. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



Ten Tragedy is one of a triad, or system of three 
Plays, (an arrangement according to which the Greeks 
were accustomed to connect their Dramatic representa- 
tions,) elucidating the wonderfiil and appalling fortunes 
of the SwRLLPOOT dynasty. It was evidently written 
by some teamed Theban^ and from its characteristic 
dolncM, apparently before the duties on the importa- 
tion of AtHe salt had been repealed by the Bceotarchs. 
The tenderness with which he beats the Pios proves 
him to have been a »u$ Bceotia ; possibly Epicuri 
de grege porctu ; for, as the poet observes, 

** A fellow feeling makes us wondYous kind." 



No liberty has been taken with the translation of 
this remarkable piece of antiquity, except the sup- 
pressing a seditious and blasphemous chorus of the Pigs 
and Dulls at the last act. The word Hoydipouse, (or 
more properly (Edipus,) has been rendered literally 
SwBLLrooT, without its having Iteen conceived neces- 
sary to determine whether a swelling of the hind or 
the fore feet of the Swinish Monarch is particularly 
indicated. 

Should the remaining portions of this Tragedy be 
found, entitled, " Swel^oot in Angaria^* and 
** Charitty^ the Translator might be tempted to give 
them to the reading Public. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



Tyrant 6wbixfoot, King of Tkdtts 
lojfA TAvaiNA, his QiMrn. 
Mammon, Arch-Priest of Famine. 

PimOANAZ, 



Dakry, 

laoctono0, 



} 



The Gadfly. 
The Lbbch. 
The Rat. 
The MiNivrAUR. 
MosKs, the Sow^ftlder. 
Solomon, the Porkman, 
Zkphaniah, Pig-Butcher, 

Chorus <if the Swinish Multitude. 
Guards, Attendants, Priests, Sfc. Sfc. 



Wizards, MinisUrs (if 

BWRLLPOOT. 



ScBNB.— 77k«frei> 
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OEDIPUS TYRANNU8; 



ACT I. 



SCENE I. 

A moffnificent Temple, built qf thigh-bone* and death**- 
heads, and tiled *oith scalps. Over tA« Altar the statue 
of Famine, veiled ,- a number qf boars, sows, an<t,sucking- 
pigs, crowned %eith thistle, shamrock, and oak, sitting on 
the steps, and clinging round the Altar (if the Temple. 

Enter Swkllfoot, in his royal robe*, without perceiving 

theVUs*. 

SWELLFOOT. ■ 

Thou supreme Groddess ! by whose power divine 
These graceful limbs are clothed in proud array 
[/fe contemplates himself with satisfaction. 

Of gold and purple, and this kingly paunch 
Swells like a sail before a favouring breeze, 
And these most sacred nether promontories 
Lie satisfied with layers of fat ; and these 
Boeotian cheeks, like Egypt's pyramid, 
(Nor with less toil were their foundations laid,*) 
Sustain the cone of my untroubled brain, 
That point, the emblem of a pointless nothing ! 
Thou to whom Kings and laurelled Emperors, 
Radical-butchers, Paper-money-millers, 
Bishops and deacons, and the entire army 
Of those fat martyrs to the persecution 
Of stifling turtle-soup, and brandy-devils. 
Offer their secret vows ! Thou plenteous Ceres 
Of their Eleusis, hail ! 

THE SWINE. 

Eigh ! eigh ! eigh ! eigh ! 

SWELLFOOT. 

Ha ! what are ye. 
Who, crowned with leaves devoted to the Furies, 
Cling round this sacred shrine ! 



Aigh ! aigh ! aigh ! 



SWINE. 



SWELLFOOT. 

What ! ye that are 
The very beasts that offered at her altar 
With blood and groans, salt-cake, and fat, and 

inwards, 
Ever propitiate her reluctant will 
When taxes are withheld ! 



Ugh ! ugh ! ugh ! 



SWINE. 



THE SWINR. 
8BMICHORU8 I. 



SWELLFOOT. 

What ! ye who grub 
With filthy snouts my red potatoes up 
In Allan's rushy bog \ Who eat the oats 
Up, from my cavalry in the Hebrides ! 
Who swill the hog-wash soup my cooks digest 
From bones, and rags, and scraps of shoe-leather, 
Which should be given to cleaner Pigs than you ! 

* See Univonal History for an account of the number 
of people who died, and the immense consumption of 
garlic by the wretched Egyptians, who made a sepulchi'e 
for the name as well as the bodies of their tyrants. 



The same, alas ! the same ; 

Though only now the name 

Of pig remains to me. 

BuacHORUs n. 

If 'twere your kingly will 
Us wretohed swine to kill. 

What should we yield to thee f 

SWELLFOOT. 

Why skin and bones, and some few hairs for mortar. 

CHORUS OF SWINE. 

I have heard your Laureate sing, 

That pity was a royal thing ; 

Under your mighty ancestors, we pigs 

Were bless'd as nightingales on myrtle sprigs, 

Or grasshoppers that live on noon-day dew, 

And sung, old annals tell, as sweetly too : 

But now our sties are fallen in, we cateh 

The murrain and the mange, the scab and itdi ; 
Sometimes your royal dogs tear down our thatch, 

And then we seek the shelter of a ditch ; 
Hog-wash or grains, or ruta-baga, none 
Has yet been ours since your reign began. 

FIRST sow. 
My pigs, 'tis in vain to tug ! 

SECOND sow. 
I could almost eat my litter ! 

FIRST PIO. 

I suck, but no milk will come from the dug. 

SECOND PIG. 

Our skin and our bones would be bitter. 

THE BOARS. 

We fight for this rag of greasy rug. 
Though a trough of wash would be fitter. 

SEMICHORUS. 

Happier swine were they than we, 
Drowned in the Gadarean sea — 
I wish that pity would drive out the devils 
Which in your royal bosom hold their revels, 
And sink us in the waves of your compassion ! 
Alas ! the Pigs are an unhappy nation ! 
Now if your Majesty would have our bristles 

To bind your mortar with, or fill our colons 
With rich blood, or make brawn out of our gristles. 

In policy — ^ask else your royal Solons — 
You ought to give us hog-wai^ and clean straw. 
And sties well thatehed ; besides, it is the law ! 

SWELLFOOT. 

This is sedition, and rank blasphemy ! 
Ho ! there, my guards ! 

Enter a Ouabd. 
GUARD. 

Your sacred Majesty ! 
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8WELLF00T. 

Gall in the Jews, Solomon the court porkman, 
Moses the sow-gelder^ and Zephamah the hog- 
butcher. 

OUABD. 

Thej are in waiting, sire. 

Enter Solomoh, Mobbb, and Zbpbakiah. 

SWELLFOOT. 

Outwith your knife, old Moses, and spay those sows, 

IThe PigB mil ab<mt in eonttematicn* 

That load the earth with pigs ; cut close and deep. 
Moral restraint I see has no effect. 
Nor prostitution, nor our own example, 
Starvation, typhus-fever, war, nor prison — 
This was the art which ihe arch-priest of Famine 
Hinted at in his charge to the Thehan clergy — 
Cut dose and deep, good Moses. 



HOSES. 



Keep the boars quiet, else — 



Let your Majesty 



SWELLFOOT. 

Zephaniah, cut 
That fiU hog's throat, the brute seems overfed ; 
Seditious hunks ! to whine for want of grains. 

ZEPHAlflAH. 

Your sacred Majesty, he has the dropsy ; — 
We shall find pints of hydatids in's liver. 
He has not half an inch of wholesome iat 
Upon his carious ribs — 

SWELLFOOT. 

'Tis all the same. 
Hell serve instead of riot-money, when 
Our murmuring troops bivouaque in Thebes* 

streets; 
And January winds, after a day 
Of butchering, will make them relish carrion. 
Now, Solomon, 1*11 sell you in a lump 
The whole kit of them. 



I could not give- 



SOLOMON. 

Why, your Majesty, 



SWELLFOOT. 

Kill them out of the way. 
That shall be price enough, and let mc hear 
Their everlasting grunts and whines no more ! 

lExeunt, driving in the Swine. 

Enter Mammoit, the Arch Priest .- and PcROAif az. Chief of 
the CouncU qf Wizards, 

PUBOANAX. 

The future looks as black as death, a cloud. 
Dark as the frown of Hell, hangs over it — 
The troops grow mutinous — ^the revenue fails — 
There's something rotten in us — ^for the level 
Of the State slopes, its very bases topple ; 
The boldest turn their backs upon themselves ! 

MAMMON. 

Why what's the matter, my dear fellow, now! 
Do me troops mutiny I— decimate some regiments ; 
Does money fail ! — <!ome to my mint — coin paper, 
Till gold be at a discount, and, ashamed 
To show his bilious lace, go purge himself. 
In emulation of her vestal whiteness. 



PUBOANAX. 

Oh, would that this were all I The oracle i 

MAMMON. 

Why it was I who spoke that oracle. 
And whether I was dead drunk or inspired, 
I cannot well remember ; nor, in truth. 
The oracle itself ! 

PUBOANAX. 

The words went thus : — 
^ BoBotia, choose reform or civil war I 
When through the streets, instead of hare with 

dogs, 
A Consort Queen shall hunt a King with hogs, 
Riding on the Ionian Minotaur." 

MAMMON. 

Now if the oracle had ne'er foretold 
This sad alternative, it must arrive. 
Or not, and so it must now that it has ; 
And whether I was urged by e;race divine. 
Or Lesbian liquor to declare these words. 
Which must, as all words must, be false or true ; 
It matters not : for the same power made all, 
Oracle, wine, and me and you — or none— 
'TIS the same thing. If you knew as much 
Of oracles as I do 

PUBOANAX. 

You arch-priests 
Believe in nothing ; if you were to dream 
Of a particular number in the lottery, 
You would not buy the ticket I 

MAMMON. 

Yet our tickets 
Are seldom blanks. But what steps have you taken ! 
For prophecies, when once they get abroad, 
Like liars who tell the truth to serve their ends. 
Or h}'pocrite8, who, from assuming virtue, 
Do the same actions that the virtuous do. 
Contrive their fulfilment This lona^ 
Well — you know what the chaste Pasiphae did. 
Wife to that most religious King of Crete, 
And still how popular the tale is here ; 
And these dull swine of Thebes boast their descent 
From the free Minotaur. You know they still 
Call themselves bulls, though thus degenerate ; 
And everything relating to a bull 
Is popular and respectable in Thebes : 
Their arms are seven bulls in a field gules. 
They think their strength consists in eating beef, — 
Now there were danger in the precedent 
If Queen lona 

PUBOANAX, 

I have taken good care 
That shall not be. I struck the crust o* the earth 
With this enchanted rod, and Hell lay bare ! 
And from a cavern full of ugly shapes, 
I chose a Leech, a Gadfly, and a Rat. 
The gadfly was the same which Juno sent 
To agitate lo,* and which Ezechielf mentions 
That the Lord whistled for out of the mountains 
Of utmost Ethiopia, to torment 
Mesopotamian Babylon. The beast 

* The Promethens Bound of JSachylus. 
t And the Lord whistied for the gadfly oat iEthiopia, 
and for the bee of Egypt, Aec.— Exschiuu 



Has a loud trumpet like the Scarabee ; 

His crooked tail is barbed with many stings, 

Each able to make a thousand wounds, and each 

Immedicable ; from his convex eyes 

He sees fair things in many hideous shapes. 

And trumpets all his falsehood to the world. 

Like other beetles he is fed on dung — 

He has eleven feet with which he crawls. 

Trailing a blistering slime ; and this foul beast 

Has tracked lona from the Thoban limits. 

From isle to isle, from city unto city, 

Urging her flight from the far Chersonese 

To fiEibulous Solyma, and the iEtnean Isle, 

Ortygia, Melite, and Calypso's Rock, 

And the swart tribes of Ganunant and Fez, 

JEoWa and Elysium, and thy shores, 

Parthenope, which now, alas ! are free ! 

And through the fortunate Satumian land. 

Into the darkness of the West. 

MAMMON. 

But if 
This Gadfly should drive lona hither ! 

PURGANAX. 

Gods ! what an if! but there is my grey Rat ; 
So thin with want, he can crawl in and out 
Of any narrow chink and filthy hole. 
And he shall creep into her dressing-room, 
And— 

MAMMON. 

My dear friend, where are your wits ! as if 
She docs not always toast a piece of cheese. 
And bait the trap ! and rats, when lean enough 
To crawl through such chinks 

PURGANAX. 

But my Leech — a leech 
Fit to suck blood, with lubricous round rings. 
Capaciously expatiativo, which make 
His little body like a red balloon, 
As full of blood as that of hydrogen, 
Sucked from men^s hearts ; insatiably he sucks 
And clings and pulls— « horse-leech, whose deep maw 
The plethoric King Swellfoot could not fill, 
And who, till full, will cling for ever. 



MAMMON. 



For Queen lona might suffice, and less ; 
But 'tis the swinish multitude I fear. 
And in that fear I have 



This 



PURGANAX. 



Done what ? 



MAMMON. 

Disinlierited 
My eldest son Chrj'saor, because he 
Attended public meetings, and would always 
Stand prating there of commerce, public faith, 
Ficonomy, and unadulterat(> coin, 
And other topics, ultra-radical ; 
And have entailed my estate, called the Fool's 

Paradise, 
And funds, in fairy-money, bonds, and bills, 
Upon my accomplished daughter Banknotuia, 
And married her to the Gallows.* 



• •* If one should marry a gallows, and beget young gibbets. 
I never nw one so prone."— Cymbklins. 



puhqamax. 

A good match! 

MAMMON. 

A high connexion, Purganax. The bridegroom 

Is of a very ancient family 

Of Hounslow Heath, Tyburn, and the New Drop, 

And has great influence in both Houses ; — Oh ! 

He makes the fondest husband ; nay too fond : — 

New-married people should not kiss in public ; — 

But the poor souls love one another so ! 

And then my little grandchildren, the Gibbets, 

Promising children as you ever saw, — 

The young playing at hanging, the elder leamiiig 

How to hold radicals. They are well taught too. 

For eyery Gibbet savs its catechism. 

And reads a select chapter in the Bible 

Before it goes to play. 

lA most tremendous huntming is kemrd. 

PURGANAX. 

Ha ! what do I hear ! 

Enter GADrLv. 
MAMMON. 

Your Gadfly, as it seems, is tired of gadding. 

GADFLY. 

Hum ! hum I hum ! 
From the hikes of the Alps, and the cold grey scalps 

Of the mountains, I come ! 

Hum! hum! hum! 
From Morocco and Fez, and the high palaces 

Of golden Byzantium ; 
From the temples divine of old Palestine, 

From Athens and Rome, 

With a ha ! and a hum ! 

I come ! I come ! 

All inn-doors and windows 

Were oj)en to me ! 
I saw all that sin does, 
Which lamps hardly see 
That bum in the night by the curtained bed, — 
The impudent lamps ! for they blushed not red. 
Dinging and singing, 
From slumber 1 rung her. 
Loud as the clank of an ironmonger ! 
Hum! hum! hum! 

Far, far, far. 
With the trump of my lips, and the sting at my hips, 
I drove her — afar! 
Far, far, far. 
From city to city, abandoned of pity, 
A ship without needle or star ; — 
Homeless she past, like a cloud on the blast. 
Seeking peace, finding war ; — 
She is here in her car. 
From afar, and afar ; — 
Hum ! hum ! 

I have stung her and w^rung her ! 

The venom is working ; — 
And if you had hung her 
With canting and ijuirking. 
She could not be deader tliau she will be soon ; — 
I have driven her close to you, under the moon. 

Night and day, hum ! hum ! ha ! 
I have hummed her and druninied her 
From place to place, till at last I have dumbed her. 
Hum ! hum ! hum ! 



LEECH. 

I will Buck 

Blood or muck ! 
The disease of the state is a plethory, 
Who so fit to reduce it as 1 1 

RAT. 

1*11 slily seize and 
Let hlood from her weasand, — 
Creeping through crevice, and chink, and cranny, 
With my snaky tail, and my sides so scranny. 

PUROANAX. 

Aroint ye ! thou unprofitable worm ! 

ITo the Lrbch. 
And thou, dull beetle, get thee back to hell ! 

[7o the GAorLY. 
To sting the ghosts of Babylonian kmgs. 
And the ox-headed lo. 

SWINE (within). 
Ugh, neh, ugh ! 
Hail ! lona the divine. 
We will be no longer swine. 
But bulls with horns and dewlaps. 



RAT. 



For, 



You know, my lord, the Minotaur 

PUROANAX {fiercely). 
Be silent ! get to hell ! or I will call 
The cat out of the kitchen. Well, Lord Mammon, 
This is a pretty business ! 

lExit the Rat. 

MAMMON. 

I will go 
And spell some sch^tne to make it ugly then. 



lExit 



Enter Swkllpoot. 



SWELLPOOT. 

She is returned ! Taurina is in Thebes 
When Swellfoot wishes that she were in hell ! 
Oh, Hymen ! clothed in yellow jealousy, 
And waving o'er tlie couch of wedded kings 
The torch of Discord with its fiery hair ; 
This is thy work, thou patron saint of queens ! 
Swellfoot is wived ! though parted by the sea. 
The very name of wife had conjugal riehts ; 
Her cuned image ate, drank, slept with me. 
And in the arms of Adiposa oft 
Her memory has received a husband's 

[A loud tumult, and cries qf " lona for ever !— No 
Swellfoot ! " 



SWELLFOOT. 



How'the swine cry lona Taurina ! 
I suffer the real presence : Purganax, 
Off with her head! 



Hark! 



A jury of the pigs. 



PURGANAX. 

But I must first impannel 



SWFXLFOOT. 

Pack them then. 



PURGANAX. 

Or fiittening some few in two separate sties, 
And giving them clean straw, tying some bits 
Of ribbon ronnd their legs — giving their sows 



Some tawdry lace, and bits of lustre glass, 
And their young boars white and red rags, and tails 
Of cows, and jay feathers, and sticking cauliflowers 
Between the ears of the old ones ; and when 
Thfey are persuaded, that by the inherent virtue 
Of these things, they are all imperial pigs. 
Good Lord ! they'd rip each other's bellies up. 
Not to say help us in destroying her. 

SWELLFOOT. 

This plan might be tried too ; — where's Greneral 
Laoctonos! 

Enter LAOcroitofl and Dakhy. 
It is my royal pleasure 

That you, Lord General, bring the head and body. 
If separate it would please me better, hither 
Of Queen lona. 

LAOCTONOS. 

That pleasure I well knew. 
And made a charge with those battalions bold. 
Called, from their dress and grin, the royal apes, 
Upon the swine, who In a hollow square 
Enclosed her, and received the first attack 
Like so many rhinoceroses, and then 
Retreating in good order, with bare tusks 
And wrinkled snouts presented to the foe. 
Bore her in triumph to the public sty. 
What is still worse, some sows upon the ground 
Have given the ape-euards apples, nuts, and gin. 
And they all whisk their taUs aloft, and cry, 
^ Long live lona ! down with Swellfoot I" 



PUROANAX. 



Hark! 



THE SWINE, (without). 

Long live lona ! down witn Swellfoot ! 



DAKRT. 

I 

Went to the garret of the swineherd's tower. 

Which overlooks the sty, and made a long 

Harangue (all words) to the assembled swine. 

Of delicacy, mercy, judgment, law. 

Morals, and precedents, and purity. 

Adultery, destitution, and divorce, 

Piety, faith, and state necessity. 

And how I loved the queen ! — and then I wept. 

With the pathos of my own eloquence. 

And every tear turned to a mill-stone, which 

Brained many a gaping pig, and there was made 

A slough of blood and brains upon the place, 

Greased with the pounded bacon ; round and round 

The millstones rolled, ploughing the pavement up. 

And hurling sucking pigs into the air. 

With dust and stones. 

Enter Mammon. 

MAMMON. 

I wonder that grey wizards 
Like you should be so beardless in their schemes ; 
It had been but a point of policy 
To keep lona and the swine apart. 
Divide and rule ! but ye have made a junction 
Between two parties who will govern you. 
But for my art. — Behold this bag ! it is 
The poison bag of that Green Spider huge. 
On which our spies skulked in ovation t£jx>ugh 
The streets of Thebes, when they were paved with 
dead : 
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A iMme 80 much the deadlier fills it now, 

As calumny is worse than death, — for here 

The Gadfly's venom, fifty times distilled. 

Is mingled with the vomit of the Leech, 

In due proportion, and hlack ratsbane, which 

That yeiy Rat, who, like the Pontic tyrant, 

Nurtures himself on poison, dare not touch ; — 

All is sealed up with the broad seal of Fraud, 

Who is the Devil's Lord High Chancellor, 

And over it the primate of idl Hell 

Murmured this pious baptism : — ^ Be thou called 

The GREEN bag; and this power and grace be thine: 

That thy contents, on whomsoever poured. 

Turn innocence to guilt, and gentlest looks 

To savage, foul, and fierce deformity. 

Let all, baptised by thy infernal dew, 

Be called adulterer, drunkard, liar, wretch ! 

No name left out which orthodoxy loves. 

Court Journal or legitinuite Review ! — 

Be they called tyrant, beast, fool, glutton, lover 

Of other wives and husbands than their own" 

The heaviest sin on this side of the Alps ! 

Wither they to a ghastly caricature 

Of what was hmnan ! — ^let not man nor beast 

Behold their £ace with unaverted eyes ! 

Or hear their names with ears that tingle not 

With blood of indignation, rage, and shame !" 

This is a perilous hquor ; — good my Lords. 

[SwuxrooT approaches to touch the orkbi* bag. 

Beware I for Grod's sake, beware ! — if you should 
The seal, and touch the fatal liquor^— [break 

PUROAlfAX. 

There! 
Give it to me. I have been use to handle 
All sorts of poisons. His dread majesty 
Only desires to see the colour of it. 



HAMMON. 

Now, with a little common sense, my Lordsy 

Only undoing all that has been done, 

(Yet so as it may seem we but con&TQ it,) 

Our victory is assured. We must entice 

Her Majesty from the sty, and make the pigs 

Believe that the contents of the gbeen bag 

Are the true test of guilt or innooenoe. 

And that, if she be ^lil^y 'twill transform her 

To manifest deformity like guilt. 

If innocent, she will become transfigured 

Into an angel, such as they say she is ; 

And they will see her flying through the air. 

So bright that she will dim the noon-day sun ; 

Showering down blessings in the shape of oomfita. 

This, trust a priest, is just the sort of thing 

Swine will believe. I'll wager you will see them 

Climbing upon the thatch of their low sties ; 

With pieces of smoked glass, to watch her sail 

Among the clouds, and some will hold the flaps 

Of one another's ears between their teeth. 

To catch the coming hail of comfits in. 

You, Purganax, who have the gift o' the gaby 

Make them a solemn speech to this effect : 

I go to put in readiness the feast 

Kept to the honour of our goddess Famine, 

Where, for more glory, let the ceremony 

Take place of the uglmcation of the Queen. 

DAKRY (to SwELLFOOT). 

I, as the keeper of your sacred conscience. 
Humbly remmd your Blajesty that the care 
Of your high office, as man-milliner 
To red Bellona, should not be deferred. 

PURGANAX. 

All part, in happier plight to meet again. 

lEjctuni. 



ACT 11. 



J 



SCENE I. 

The Public St^. 

The Boars in/ull AttembJy. 

Enter Puroanax. 

PURGANAX. 

Grant me your patience. Gentlemen and Boars, 
Ye, by whoso patience under public burthens 
The glorious constitution of these sties 
SubsiMts, and shall subsist. The lean pig-rates 
Grow with the growing populace of swine, 
The taxes, that true source of piggish ness, 
(How can I find a more appropriate term 
To include religion, morals, peace, and plenty. 
And all that fit Boeotia as a nation 
To teach the other nations how to live ?) 
Increase with piggiHhncss itself ; and still 
Does the revenue, that great spring of all 
The patronage, and pensions, and by-payments, 
Which free-bom pigs reganl with jealous eyes. 
Diminish, till at lengtli, by glorious steps, 
All the land's produce will be merged in taxes. 

And the revenue will amount to nothing ! 

The failure of a foreign market for 
Sausages, bristles, and blood-puddings, 



And such home manufactures, is but partial ; 
And, that the population of the pigs, 
Instead of hog-wash, has been fed on straw 
And water, is a fact which is — ^you know — 
That is — it is a state necessity — 
TemporaiT, of course. Those impious pigs. 
Who, by frequent squeaks, have dared impugn 
The settled Swellfoot system, or to make 
Irreverent mockery of the genuflexions 
Inculcated by the arch -priest, have been whipt 
Into a loyal and an orthodox whine. 
Things being in this happy state, the Queen 

lona 

A loud cry from the IHgs. 

She is innocent ! most innocent ! 

PURGANAX. 

That is the very thing that I was saying. 
Gentlemen Swine ; the Queen lona being 
Most innocent, no doubt, returns to Thebes, 
And the lean sows and boars collect about her, 
Wishing to make her think that tee believe 
(I mean those more substantial pigs, who swill 
Rich hog-wash, while tlie others mouth damp 
straw,) 
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That Bhe is guilty ; thus, the lean-pig faction 
Seeks to obtain that hog-wash, which has been 
Your nnmemorial right, and which I wiU 
Maintain you in to the last drop of — 



A BOAR (interrupHng him). 



Does any one accuse her off 



What 



PUROAlfAX. 

Why, no one 
BCakes any positive accusation ; — but 
There were nints dropped, and so the privy wizards 
Conceived that it became them to advise 
His Blajesty to investigate their truth; — 
Not for his own sake ; he could be content 
To let his wife play any pranks she pleased. 
If, by that sufferance, he could please the pigs ; 
But then he fears the morals of the swine, 
The sows especially, and what effect 
It might produce upon the purity and 
Religion of the rising generation 
Of SQcldng-picB, if it could be suspected 
That Queen lona — lA pause. 

FIRST BOAR. 

Well, go on ; we long 
To hear what she can possibly have done. 

PUROANAX. 

Why, it is hinted, that a certain bull — 

Thus much is known : — the milk-white bulls that 

feed 
Beside Clitumnus and the cirstal lakes 
Of the Cisalpine mountains, m fresh dews 
Of lotus-grass and blossoming asphodel, 
Sleeking their silken hair, and with sweet breath 
Loading the morning winds until they faint 

With living fragrance, are so beautiful I 

Well, / say noming ; — but Europa rode 
On such a one from Asia into Crete, 
And the enamoured sea grew calm beneath 
His gliding beauty. And Pasiphae, 

lona^ grandmother, ^but she is innocent ! 

And that both you and I, and all assert. 



Most innocent I 



FIRST BOAR. 
PUROANAX. 

Behold this Bag ; a bag — 



SECOND BOAR. 

Oh ! no Green Bags ! I Jealousy's eyes are green. 
Scorpions are green, and water-snakes, and efts. 
And verdigris, and — 

PUROANAX. 

Honourable swine. 
In piggish souls can prepossessions reign I 
Allow me to remind you, grass b green — 
All flesh is grass ; — no bacon but is flesh — 
Ye are but bacon. This divining Bag 
(Which is not green, but onlv bacon colour) 
is filled with liquor, which if sprinkled o'er 
A woman guilty of — we all know what — 
Makes her so hideous, till she finds one blind. 
She never can commit the like again. 
If innocent, she will turn into an angel. 
And rain down blessings in the shape of comfits 
As she flies up to heaven. Now, my proposal 
Is to convert ner sacred Majesty 



Into an angel, Tas I am sure we shall do,) 
By pouring on ner head this mystic water. 

ISkawing the Bag. 

I know that she is innocent ; I wish 
Only to prove her so to all the world. 

FIRST BOAR. 

Excellent, just, and noble Purganax ! 

SECOND BOAR. 

How glorious it will be to see her Majesty 
Flying above our heads, her petticoats 
Streaming like— like — like — 

THIRD BOAR. 

Anything. 

purganax. 

Oh, no ! 
But like a standard of an admiral's ship. 
Or like the banner of a conquering host. 
Or like a cloud dyed in the dying day, 
Unravelled on the blast from a white mountain ; 
Or like a meteor, or a war* steed's mane. 
Or water-fall from a dizzy precipice 
Scattered upon the wind. 

FIRST BOAR. 

Or a cow's tail^ — 

SECOND BOAR. 

Or any thing, as the learned Boar observed. 

PURGANAX. 

Gentlemen Boars, I move a resolution. 
That her most sacred Majesty should be 
Invited to attend the feast of Famine, 
And to receive upon her chaste white body 
Dews of Apotheosis from this Bag. 

lA great con/Usian is heard cf the Pigs out of Doors, 
which communicates itself to those within. During 
the first Strophe, the doors of theStp are staved in, 
and a number cf exceedingly lean Pigs and Sows 
and Boars rush in. 

SEMICHORUS I. 

No ! Yes I 

SEMICHORUS II. 

Yes I No ! 



SEMICHORUS I. 



Alawl 



SEMICHORUS II. 

A flaw ! 

SEMICHORUS I. 

Porkers, we shall lose our wash. 
Or must share it with the lean pigs ! 

FIRST BOAR. 

Order ! order ! be not rash ! 
Was there ever such a scene, Pigs ! 

AN OLD sow (rushing in), 
I never saw so fine a dasn 
Since I first began to wean pigs. 

SECOND BOAR (solemnly). 
The Queen will be an angel time enough. 
1 vote, in form of an amendment, that 
Purganax rub a little of that stuff 
Upon his face— 
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PUROANAX. 

IHis heart is teen to beat through hU teaiitcoat. 
Grods ! What would ye be at ! 

SBMICHORUS I. 

Purganax has plainly shown a 
Qoven foot and jack-daw feather. 

SEMICHORUS II. 

I vote Swellfoot and lona 
Try the magic test together ; 
Whenever royal spouses bicker, 
Both should try the magic liquor. 

AN OLD BOAR (oside). 

A miserable state is that of pigs. 
For if their drivers would tear caps and wigs, 
The swine must bite each other's ear therefore. 

AN OLD sow (^aside). 
A wretched lot Jove has assigned to swine. 
Squabbling makes pig-herds hungry, and they dine 
On bacon, and whip sucking-pigs the more. 

CHORUS. 

Hog-wash has been ta'en away : 
If the Bull-Queen is divested. 
We shall be in every way 

Hunted, stript, exposed, molested ; 
Let us do whatever we may. 
That she shall not be arrested. 
Queen, we entrench you with walls of brawn. 
And palisades of tusks, sharp as a bayonet : 
Place your most sacred person here. We pawn 
Our lives that none a finger dare to lay on it. 
Those who wrong you, wrong us ; 
Those who hate you, hate us ; 
Those who sting you, sting us ; 
Those who bait you, bait us ; 
The oracle is now about to be 
Fulfilled by circumvolving destiny ; 
Which says: " Thebes, choose reform or civil war, 
When through your streets, instead of hare with 

dogs, 
A Consort Queen shall hunt a Kino with hogs. 
Riding upon the Ionian Minotaur." 

Enter loNA Taurina. 

loNA taurina (cominff forward). 
Gentlemen si^-ine, and gentle lady-piga, 
The tender heart of every boar acquits 
Their Queen, of any act incongi-uous 
With native piggishness, and she reposing 
With confidence upon the grunting nation. 
Has thrown herself, her cause, her life, her all. 
Her innocence, into their hoggish arms ; 
Nor has the expectation been deceived 
Of finding shelter there. Yet know, great boars, 
(For such who ever lives among you finds you. 
And so do I) the innocent are proud ! 
I have accepted your protection only 
In compliment of your kind love and care. 
Not for necessity. The innocent 
Are safest there where trials and dangers wait ; 
Innocent Queens o'er white-hot plough -shares 

tread 
Unsinged ; and ladies, Erin's laun^ate sings it,* 

••• Rich and rare were the gems she wore." 

See Moore's Irish Melodies. 



Decked with rare gems, and beauty rarer still. 
Walked from Killjoy to the Giant's Causeway, 
Through rebels, smugglers, troops of yeomanry, 
White-boys, and orange-boys, and constables^ 
Tithe-proctors, and excise people, uninjured ! 
Thus I!— 

Lord PuROANAX, I do commit myself 
Into your custody, and am prepared 
To stand the test, whatever it may be ! 

PUROANAX. 

This magnanimity in your sacred Majesty 
Must please the pigs. You cannot fail of being 
A heavenly angel. Smoke your bits of glass, 
Ye loyal swine, or her transfiguration 
Will blind your wondering eyes 

AN OLD BOAR (oside). 

Take care, my Lord, 
They do not smoke you first. 

PURQANAX. 

At the approaching feast 
Of Famine, let the expiation be. 



SWINE. 



Content ! content ! 



lONA taurina (aside). 
I, most content of all. 
Know that my foes even thus prepare their fiUl ! 

lExeuni omnes. 



SCENE II. 

The interior of the Temple ofFAMuts, The statue of the 
God'iess, a skeleton clothed in partp-eoioured rags^ seated 
upon a heap o/skulU and loaves intermingled. A num- 
ber qf exceedingly /at Priests in black garments arrayed ' 
on each side, with marrow-bones and cleavers in their 
hands. A Jtourish of trumpets. 

Enter Mammow as Arch-priest, Swellfoot, Dakry» 
PuROANAx, Laoctonoh, /o^otTi d by losA Taurina 
guarded. On the other side enter the Swine. 

CHORUS OP PRIESTS, 

Accompanied by the Court Porkman on marro'jo-hones 

and cleavers. 

Groddess bare, and gaunt, and pale. 
Empress of the world, all hail ! 
What though Cretans old called thee 
City-crested Cvbele ! 
We call thee Famine ! 

Goddess of fasts and feasts, starving and cram- 
ming ; 
Tlirough thee, for emperors, kings, and priests and 

lords. 
Who rule by viziers, sceptres, bank-notes, words. 
The eai'th \youTS forth its plentiH)US fruits. 
Corn, wool, linen, flesh, and roots — [fat. 

Those who consume these fruits through thee grow 

Those who produce these fruits through thee 
grow lean. 
Whatever change takes place, oh, stick to that I 

And let things be as they have ever been ; 
At least while we remain thy priests, 
And proclaim thy fasts and feasts ! 
Through thee the sacred Swellfoot dynasty 
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Is based upon a rock amid that sea 
Whose waves are swine — so let it ever be ! 

[SwxLLFOoT, ^e. Meat themsdvei at a tabUt magnift- 
eently covered at the upprr end of the temple. A tten- 
dants pa*$ over the stage with ht^'UfOsh in pails. 
A number </Pig8, exceedingly lean^ follow them 
licking up the wash. 

MAMMON. 

I fear your sacred Blajesty has lost 

The appetite which you were used to have. 

Allow me now to recommend this dish — 

A simple kickshaw by your Persian cook, 

Such as is served at the great King's second table. 

The price and pains which its ingredients cost, 

Might have maintained some dozen families 

A winter or two — not more — so plain a dish 

Could scarcely disagree. — 

SWELLFOOT. 

After the trial, 
And these fieistidions pigs are gone, perhaps 
I may recover my lost appetite, — 
I feel the gout flying about my stomach — 
Grive me a glass of Maraschino punch. 

PURGANAX. 

iFiUing his glass, and standing up. 
The glorions constitution of the Pigs ! 

ALL. 

A toast ! atoast I stand up, and three times three I 

DAKRY. 

No heel-taps — darken day-lights 1 

LAOCTONOS. 

Claret, somehow, 
Puts me in mind of blood, and blood of claret ! 

SWELLFOOT. 

LaoctonoB is fishing for a compliment, 

But 'tis his due. Yes, you have drunk more wine, 

And shed more blood, than any man in Thebes. 

(To PURGANAX.) 

For God's sake stop the grunting of those pigs ! 

PURGAIfAX. 

We dare not, sire ! 'tis Famine's privilege. 

CHORUS OF SWINE. 

Hail to thee, hail to thee, Famine ! 

Thy throne is on blood, and thy robe is of rags; 
Thou devil which livest on damning ; 

Saint of new churches, and cant, and Green Bags ; 

Till in pity and terror thou risest. 

Confounding the schemes of the wisest. 

When thou liftest thy skeleton form, 

When the loaves and the skulls roll about. 

We will greet thee — the voice of a storm 
Would be lost in our terrible shout ! 

Then hail to thee, hail to thee. Famine ! 

Hail to thee. Empress of Earth ! 
When thou risest, dividing possessions ; 
When thou risest, uprooting oppressions ; 

In the pride of thy ghastly mirth. 
Over palaces, temples, and graves, 
We will rush as thy minister-slaves. 
Trampling behind m thy train. 
Till all be made level again ! 



MAMMON. 

I hear a crackling of the giant bones 

Of the dread image, and in the black pits 

Which once were eyes, I see two livid flames : 

These prodigies are oracular, and show 

The presence of the unseen Deity. 

Mighty events are hastening to Uieir doom ! 

SWELLFOOT. 

I only hear the lean and mutinous swine 
Grunting about the temple. 

DAKRT. 

In a crisis 
Of such exceeding delicacy, I think 
We ought to put her Majesty, the Queen, 
Upon her trial without delay. 



MAMMON. 



TheBAQ 



Is here. 



PURGANAX. 

I have rehearsed the entire scene 
With an ox-bladder and some ditch-water,* 
On Lady P. — it cannot fail. 

^Taking up the bag. 
Your Majesty (to Swellfoot) 
In such a filthy business had better 
Stand on one side, lest it should sprinkle you.* 
A spot or two on me would do no harm ; 
Nay, it might hide the blood, which the sad 

genius 
Of the Green Isle has fixed, as by a spell. 
Upon my brow — which would stain aU its seas, 
But which those seas could never wash away I 

lONA TAURINA. 

My Lord, I am ready — nay I am impatient, 
To undergo the test. 

* lA graceful figure in a semi-transparent veil passes 
unnotici'd through the Temple ; the word Libbbtt 
is seen through the veil, as (fit were written in fire 
upon its forehead. Its words are almost drowned in 
the furious grunting of the Pigs, and the business 
(f the trial. She kneels on the steps qf the Altar, 
and speaks in tones at first faint and low, butwhi^ 
ever become louder and louder. 

Mighty Empress ! Death's white wife ! 

Ghastly mother-in-law of life ! 

By the God who made thee such. 

By the magic of thy touch. 

By the starving and the cramming. 
Of fasts and feasts ! — ^by thy dread self, Famine! 
I charge thee ! when thou wake the multitude. 
Thou lead them not upon the paths of blood. 
The earth did never mean her foizon 
For those who crown life's cup with poison 
Of fanatic rage and meaningless revenge — 

But for those radiant spirits, who are still 
The standard-bearers in tJie van of Change. 

Be they th' appointed stewards, to fill 
The lap of Pain, and toil, and Age ! — 
Remit, O Queen ! thy accustom'd rage I 
Be what thou art not ! In voice faint and low 
Freedom calls Famine, — her eternal foe. 
To brief alliance, hollow truce. — Rise now ! 

IWhUst the veiled Figure has been chaunting this 
strophe, hlAMSios, Dakrv, Laoctonos, aiidSwxLL- 



FOOT, IUhh turromnded lanA Tauvna, «eko, wUk 
her kamdt JbkUd on her breast, and her epet liAtd 
to Beaven, etande, at with iaint4fke reeiffnaUon, 
to wait the iisue if the bneineu, in per/ket eot^ 
denee^^herinnoeenee. 

FumoAMAx^qfternnaeatingtheQiauM BA»,i$ ffranfap 
about topcur the Uquor upon her head, when end- 
denlp the whole exprestion of her JIffwre and coun- 
tenance tMangeSi du enatehee it from hie hand 
wiXh a loud lau(^ of triumph, and emptiee it over 
BwxLLPOoT and hie whole Court, who are inetanOp 
dutnffed into a number qfJUthp and uglp afdmaie, 
and rueh out of the Temple. The image of Famiiib 
then ariiee with a tremendous sound, the Pfgi 
beffin scrambling /or the loaves, a$td are tripped 
upbp the scuOs i aU those who eat the loaves are 
turned into Balls, and arrange themselves quietip 
bdiind the altar. Theimage (ifFAMnmsinhs through 
a chasm in the earth, and a Mimotadb rises. 

MINOTAUR. 

I am the Ionian Minotaur, the mightiest 

Of all Europa'a taurine progeny — 

I am the old traditional man bull ; 

And from mj ancestors having been Ionian^ 

I am called Ion, which, by interpretation. 

Is John ; in plain Theban, that is to say, 

My name's John Bull ; I am a famous hunter, 

And can leap any gate in all Boeotia, 

Even the palings of the royal park, 

Or double diteh about the new inclosures ; 

And if your Blajesty will deign to mount me. 

At least till you have hunted down your game, 

I iHdll not throw you. 



lONA ZAUBINA. 

IDuHng this speech Oie has beenputUngonbooU and 
spurs, anda huniing-cap, budOMp codsed on one 
side, and tucking up her hair, Ote leaps niwMpon 

Hoa ! hoa I tallyho ! tallyho ! ho ! ho I 
Come, let us hunt these ugly badgers down. 
These stinldns foxes, these devouring otters. 
These hares, uese wolves, these anyuing but men. 
Hey, for a whipper-in ! my loyal pigs. 
Now let your noses be as keen as beagles'. 
Your stems as swift as greyhounds', and vour cries 
More dulcet and sjrmphonious than the bells 
Of village-towers, on sunshine holidav ; 
Wake tSl the dewy woods witii janglmg music 
Give them no law (are they not beasts of bkK>d!) 
But such as they gave you. Tkllyho I ho I 
Throughforest, nine, and bog, and den, and deserty 
Pursue the ugly beaMs I tallyho I ho I 

FULL CHOKUB OF lONA AND THE 8WINB. 

TaU^ho ! taUyho ! 
Through rain, hail, and snow. 
Through brake, gone, and bnar. 
Throng fen, flooid, and mire. 

We go ! we go I 

Tallyho I tallyho ! 
Through pond, ditch, and slough 
Wind them, and find them. 
Like the Devil behii^ them, 

TaUyho ! tallyho I 
IKxtunt, inJStttcrpi Iowa driving on the Swma, 
with the emptp Gbbxn BASb 
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NOTE ON (EDIPUS TYRANNUS. 



BY THE EDITOR. 



In the brief journal I kept in thoee days, I find 
recorded, in August 1820, Shelley ^ begins Swell- 
foot the Tyrant, suggested by the pigs at the fair of 
San Giuliano." This was the period of Queen Caro- 
line's landing in England, and the struggles made 
by Geo. lY. to get rid of her claims ; which Rul- 
ing, Lord Castlereagh placed the " Green Bag^ 
fm the table of the House of Commons, demanding, 
in the King's name, that an inquiry should be in- 
stituted into his wife's conduct. These circum- 
stances were the theme of all conversation among 
the Tgn gliab- We were then at the Baths of San 
Giuliano ; a Mend came to visit us on the day 
K^ien a fiur was held in the square, beneath our 
windows : SheUey read to us his Ode to Liberty ; 
and was riotously accompanied by the grunting of 
a quantity of pigs brought for sale to the fair. 
He compared it to the << chorus of frogs" in the 
satiric drama of Aristophanes ; and it being an 
hour of merriment, and one ludicrous association 
suggesting another, he imagined a political satirical 
drama on the circumstances of the day, to which 
the pigs would serve as chorus — and Swellfoot was 
begun. When finished, it was transmitted to 
En^and, printed and published anonymously ; 
but stifled at the very dawn of its existence by 
the ** Society for the Suppression of Vice," who 
threatened to prosecute it, if not immediately 
withdrawn. The friend who had taken the trouble 
of bringing it out, of course did not think it worth 
the annoyance and expense of a contest, and it was 
laid aside. 



Hesitation of whether it would do honour to 
Shelley prevented my publishing it at first ; but 
I cannot bring myself to keep back anything 
he ever wrote, for each word is fraught with the 
peculiar views and sentiments which he believed 
to be beneficial to the human race ; and the bright 
light of poetry irradiates every thought. The 
world has a right to the entire compositions of 
such a man ; for it does not live and thrive by 
the out-worn lesson of the dullard or the hypocrite, 
but by the original free thoughts of men of Grenius, 
who aspire to pluck bright truth 



«( 



^ from the psl»-fMed moon; 

Or dive into the bottom of the deep. 

Where fothom-Une could never touch the gnnmd. 

And pluok up drowned— " 

truth. Even those who may dissent from his 
opinions will consider that he was a man of genius, 
and that the world will take more interest in his 
slightest word, than from the waters of Lethe, 
which are so eagerly prescribed as medicinal for all 
its wrongs and woes. This drama, however, must 
not be judged for more than was meant It is 
a mere plaything of the imagination, which even 
may not excite smiles among many, who will not 
see wit in those combinations of thought which 
were full of the ridiculous to the author. But, 
like everything he wrote, it breathes that deep 
sympathy for the sorrows of humanity, and indig- 
nation against its oppressors, which make it worthy 
of his name. 



EARLY POEMS. 



f MUTABILITY. 



We are as doods that Teil the midnight moon ; 

How restlessly they speed, and gleam, and quiver, 
Streaking the diarkness radiantly 1 — ^yet soon 

Night closes round, and they are lost for ever : 

Or like foreotten lyres, whose dissonant strings 
Give various response to each varying blast, 

To whose frail frame no second motion brings 
One mood or modulation like the last. 

We rest — A dream has power to ])oi8on sleep ; 

We rise— One wandering thought pollutes the 
day; 
We feel, conceive or reason, laugh or weep ; 

Embrace fond woe, or cast our cares away : 

It is the same ! — For, be it joy or sorrow. 
The path of its departure still is free ; 

Man's yesterday may ne*er be like his morrow ; 
Nought may endure but Mutability. 



ON DEATH. 



There Is no work, nor devico, nor knowledge, nor wis- 
dom, in the grave, whither thou goest. — Ecclksiaistks. 

The pale, the cold, and the moony smile 
Which the meteor beam of a starless night 

Sheds on a lonely and sca-^rt isle. 

Ere the dawning of mom's undoubted light. 

Is the flame of life so fickle and wan 

That flits round our steps till their strength is gone. 

O man ! hold thee on in courage of soul 

Through the stormy shades of thy worldly way. 

And the billows of cloud that around thee roll 
Shall sleep in the li^ht of a wondrous day. 

Where hell and heaven shall leave thee free 

To the universe of destiny. 

This world is the nurse of all we know, 
This world is the mother of all we feel. 

And the coming of death is a fearful blow, 

To a brain unencompassod with nerves of steel ; 

When all that we know, or feel, or see, 

Shall pass like an unreal myster}'. 



The secret things of the grave are there, 
Where all but this frame must surely be, 

Though the fine-wrought eye and the wondroiis 
No longer will live to hear or to see [ear 

All that is great and all that is strange 

In the boundless realm of unending change. 

Who telleth a tale of unspeaking death t 
Who lifteth the veil of what is to come t 

Who painteth the shadows that are beneath 
The wide-winding caves of the peopled tomb I 

Or uniteth the hopes of what shall be 

With the fears and the love for that which we see t 



A SUMMER-EVENING CHURCH- YARD, 

LECHDALK, OLOUCESTEBSHIBB. 

The wind has swept from the wide atmosphere 
Each vapour that obscured the sun-set^s ray ; 

And pallid evening twines its beaming hair 
In duskier braids around the languid eyes of day : 

Silence and twilight, unbeloved of men, 

Creep band in hand from yon obscurest glen. 

They breathe their spells towards the departing day. 
Encompassing the earth, air, stars, and sea ; 

Light, sound, and motion own the potent sway, 
Responding to the charm with its own mystery. 

The winds are still, or the dry church-tower 

Knows not their gentle motions as they 



Thou too, atrial Pile ! whose pinnacles 

Point from one shrine like pyramids of fire, 

Obeyest in silence their sweet solemn spells. 
Clothing in hues of heaven thy dim and distant 

Around whose lessening and invisible height [spire. 

Gather among the stars the clouds of night. 

The dead are sleeping in their sepulchres : 

And, mouldering as they sleep, a thrilling sound, 

Half sense, half thought, among the darkness stirs, 
Breathed from their wormy beds all living things 
around. 

And mingling with the still night and mute sky 

Its awful hush is felt inaudibly. 

Thus solemnised and softened, death is mild 
And terrorless as this serenest night : 

Here could I hope, like some inquiring child 
Sporting on graves, that death did hide from human 

Sweet secrets, or beside its breathless sleep [sight 

That loveliest dreams perpetual watch did keep. 



J 
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TO » * * * 



AAKPTEI AlOUft nOTMON AHOTMON. 



Oh ! there are spirits in the air, 

And genii of tne evening breeze, 
And gentle ghosts, with eyes as fair 
As star-beams among twilight trees : — 
Soch lovely ministers to meet 
Oft hast thou turned from men thy lonely feet. 

With mountain winds, and babbling springs, 

And mountain seas, that are the voice 
Of these inexplicable things. 
Thou didst hold commune, and rejoice 
When they did answer thee ; but they 
Cast, like a worthless boon, thy love away. 

And thou hast sought in starry eyes 

Beams that were never meant for thine, 
Another's wealth ; — tame sacrifice 
To a fond faith ! still dost thou pine I 
Still dost thou hope that greeting hands, 
Voice, looks, or lips, may answer thy demands ! 

Ah ! wherefore didst thou build thine hope 

On the false earth's inconstancy t 
Did thine own mind afford no scope 
Of love, or moving thoughts to thee ! 
That natural scenes or human smiles 
Could steal the power to wind thee in their wiles. 

Yes, all the faithless smiles are fled 

Whose falsehood left thee broken-hearted ; 
The glory of the moon is dead ; 
Night's ghost and dreams have now departed ; 
Thine own soul still is true to thee, 
But changed to a foul fiend through misery. 

This fiend, whose ghastlv presence ever 

Beside thee like thy shadow hangs. 
Dream not to chase ; — the mad endeavour 
Would soouive thee to severer pangs. 
Be as thou art. Thy settled fate. 
Dark as it is, all change would aggravate. 



STANZAS.— APRIL, 1814. 



AwAT ! the moor is dark beneath the moon. 
Rapid clouds have drunk the last pale beam of 
even : 
Away I the gathering winds will call the darkness 
soon. 
And profoundest midnight shroud the serene 
hghts of heaven. 
Pause not I The time is past ! Every voice cries, 
Away 1 
Tempt not with one last glance thy friend's un- 
gentle mood : 
Thy lover's eye, so gUzed and cold, dares not 
entreat thy stay : 
Duty and dereliction guide thee back to solitude. 



Away, away ! to thy sad and silent home ; 

Pour bitter tears on its desolated hearth ; 
Watch the dim shades as like ghosts they go and 
come. 
And complicate strange webs of melancholy 
mirth ; 
The leaves of wasted autumn woods shall float 
around thine head. 
The blooms of dewy spring shall gleam beneath 
thy feet : 
But thy soul or this world must fade in the frost 
that binds the dead. 
Ere midnight's frown and morning's smile, ere 
thou and peace may meet. 

The cloud shadows of midnight possess their own 
repose, 
For the weary winds are silent, or the moon is 
in the deep ; 
Some respite to its turbulence imresting ocean 
knows ; 
Whatever moves, or toils, or grieves, hath its 
appointed sleep. 
Thou in the grave shalt rest — yet till the phantoms 
flee 
Which that house and heath and garden made 
dear to thee erewhile, 
Thy remembrance, and repentance, and deep 
musings, are not free, 
From the music of two voices, and the light of 
one sweet smile. 



LINES. 



The cold earth slept below. 
Above the cold sky shone. 

And all around 

With a chilling sound, 
From caves of ice and fields of snow. 
The breath of night like death did flow 

Beneath the sinking moon. 

The wintry hedge was black. 
The green grass was not seen. 

The birds did rest 

On the bare thorn's breast. 
Whose roots, beside the pathway track, 
Had bound their folds o'er many a crack 

Which the frost had made between. 

Thine eyes glowed in the glare 
Of the moon's dying light. 

As a fen-fire's beam 

On a sluggish stream 
Gleams dimly— so the moon shone there. 
And it yellowed the strings of thy tangled hair. 

That shook in the wind of night. 

The moon made thy lips pale, beloved ; 
The wind made thy bosom chill ; 

The night did shed 

On thy dear head 
Its frozen dew, and thou didst lie 
Where the bitter breath of the naked sky 

Might visit thee at wilL 
Notfember^ 1815. 
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TO WORDSWORTH, 



FEELINGS OF A REPUBLICAN ON THE 
FALL OF BONAPARTE. 



Poet of Nature, thou hast wept to know 
That things depart which never may return ; 
Childhood and youth, friendship and love's first i 

glow, 
Have fled like sweet dreams, leaving thee to mourn. 
These common woes I feel. One loss is mine. 
Which thou too feel'st ; yet I alone deplore. 
Thou wert as a lone star, whose liji^ht did shine 
On some frail bark in winter's midnight roar : 
Thou hast like to a rock-built refuge stood 
Above the blind and battling multitude : 
In honoured poverty thy voice did weave 
Songs consecrate to truth and liberty, — 
Deserting these, thou leavest me to grieve, 
Thus having been, that thou shouldst cease to be. 



I HATED thee, fallen tyrant ! I did groan 

To think that a most unambitious slave. 

Like thou, shouldst dance and revel on the grave 

Of Liberty. Thou mightst have built thy ^rone 

Where it had stood even now : thou didst prefer 

A frail and bloody pomp, which tune has swept 

In fragments tov^-ai^ oblivion. Massacre, 

For this I prayed, would on thy sleep have crept. 

Treason and Slaver^', Rapine, Fear, and Lust, 

And stifled thee, their minister. I know 

Too late, since thou and France are in the dust. 

That Virtue owns a more eternal foe 

Than force or fraud : old Custom, legal Crime, 

And bloody Faith, the foulest birth of time* 



NOTE ON THE EARLY POEMS. BY THE EDITOR. 



The remainder of Shelley's Poems will be 
arranged in the order in which they were written. 
Of course, mistakes will occur in placing some of 
the shorter ones; for, as I have said, many of 
these were thrown aside, and I never saw them 
till I had the misery of looking over his writings, 
after the hand that traced them was dust ; and 
some were in the hands of others, and I never saw 
them till now: The subjects of the poems are 
often to me an unerring guide ; but on other 
occasions, I can only guess, by finding them in the 
pages of the same manuscript book that contains 
poems with the date of whose composition I am 
fully conversant. In the present arrangement all 
his poetical translations will be placed together at 
the end of the volume. 

The loss of his early papers prevents my being 
able to give any of the poetry of his boyhood. Of 
the few I give as early poems, the greater part 
were published with " Alastor ;" some of them 
were written previously, some at the same period. 
The poem beginning, " Oh, there are spirits in the 
air," was addressed in idea to Coleridge, whom he 
never knew ; and at whose character he could only 
guess imperfectly, through his writings, and 
accounts he heard of him from some who knew 
him well. He regarded hia change of opinions as 
rather an act of will than conviction,>and believed 
that in his inner heart he would be haunted by 
what Shelley considered the better and holier 
aspirations of his youth. The summer evening 
that suggested to him the poem written in the 
churchyard of Lechdalc, occurred during his 



voyage op the Thames, in tfie satunm of 1815. 
He had been advised by a physieian to live as 
much as possible in the open air ; and a fortnight 
of a bright warm July was spent in tracing the 
Thames to its sonrce. He never spent a season 
more tranquilly than the summer of 1815. He 
liad j ust recovered from a severe pulmonary' attack ; 
the weather was warm and pleasant. He lived 
near Windsor Forest, and his life was spent under 
its shades, or on the water ; meditating subjects 
for verse. Hitherto, he had chiefly aimed at 
extending his political doctrines ; and attempted 
so to do by appeals, in prose essays, to the people, 
exhorting them to claim their rights ; but he had 
now begun to feel that the time for action was not 
ripe in England, and that the pen was the only 
instrument wherewith to prepare the way for 
better things. 

In the scanty journals kept during those years, 
I find a record of the books that Shelley read 
during several years. During the years of 1814 
and 1815, the list is extensive. It includes in 
Greek ; Homer, Hesiod, Theocritus — the histories 
of Thucydides and Herodotus, and Diogenes 
Laertius. In Latin ; Petronius, Suetonius, some 
of the works of Cicero, a large proportion of those 
of Seneca and Livy. In English ; Milton's Poems, 
Wordsworth's Excursion, Southey's Madoc and 
Thahiba, Locke on the Human Understanding, 
Bacon's Novum Organum. In Italian, Ariosto, 
Ta8so,and Altieri. In French, the Reveries d'un 
Solitaire of Rousseau. To these may be added 
several modern books of travels. He read few novels. 



POEMS WRITTEN IN MDCCCXVI. 



THE SUNSET. 



There late was One, within whose subtle being, 
As light and wind within some delicate cloud 
That fades amid the blue noon's burning sky. 
Genius and death contended. None may know 
The sweetness of the joy which made his breath 
Fail, like the trances of the summer air, 
When, with the Lady of his love, who then 
First knew the unreserve of mingled being, 
He walked along the pathway of a field, 
Which to the east a hoar wood shadowed o'er. 
But to the west was open to the sky. 
There now the sun had sunk, but lines of gold 
Hung on the ashen clouds, and on the points 
Of the £u> level grass and nodding flowers. 
And the old dandelion's hoary beard. 
And, mingled with the shades of twilight, lay 
On the brown massy woods — and in the east 
The broad and burning moon lingeringly rose 
Between the black trunks of the crowded trees. 
While the faint stars were gathering overhead. — 
^ Is it not strange, Isabel," said the youth, 
** I never saw the sun ! We will walk here 
To-morrow ; thou shalt look on it with me." 
That night ihe youth and lady mingled lay 
In love and sleep — but when the morning came 
The lady found her lover dead and cold. 
Let none believe that God in mercy gave 
That stroke. The lady died not, nor grew wild. 
But year by year lived on — in truth I think 
Her gentleness and patience and sad smiles. 
And that she did not die, but lived to tend 
Her aged father, were a kind of madness, 
If madness 'tis to be unlike the world. 
For but to see her were to read the tale 
Woven by some subtlest bard, to make liard hearts 
Dissolve away in wisdom-working grief ; — 
Her eye-lashes were torn away with teu^ 
Her lips and cheeks were like things dead — so pale; 
Her hands were thin, and through their wandering 

veins 
And weak articulations might be seen 
Day's ruddy light. The tomb of thy dead self 
Which one vexed ghost inhabits, night and day. 
Is all, lost child, that now remains of thee 1 

** Inheritor of more than earth can give, 
Passionless calm and silence unrcproved. 
Whether the dead And, oh, not sleep ! but rest, 
And are the uncomplaining things they seem. 
Or live, or drop in the deep sea of Love ; 
Oh, that like thine, mine epitaph were — Peace !" 
This was the only moan she ever made. 



HYMN TO INTELLECTUAL BEAUTY. 



Thr awful shadow of some unseen Power 
Floats tho' unseen among us ; visiting 
This various world with as inconstant wing 

As sunmier winds that creep from flower to flower: 

Like moonbeams that behind some piny mountain 
It visits with inconstant glance [shower, 

Each human heart and countenance ; 

Like hues and harmonics of evening. 

Like clouds in starlight widely spread. 

Like memory of music fled. 

Like aught that for its grace may be 

Dear, and yet dearer for its mystery.-^-^ 

Spirit of Beauty, that dost consecrate 

With thine own hues all thou dost shine upon 
Of human thought or form, where art thou gonet 

Why dost thou pass away and leave our state. 

This dim vast vale of tears, vacant and desolate ! 
Ask why the sunlight not for ever 
Weaves rainbows o'er yon mountain river ; 

Why aught should fail and fade that once is shown; 
Why fear and dream and death and birth 
Cast on the daylight of this earth 
Such gloom ; why man has such a scope 

For love and hate, despondency and hope ; 

No voice from some sublimer world hath ever 
To sage or poet these responses given : 
Therefore the names of Demon, Ghost, and 
Heaven, 

Remain the records of their vain endeavour ; 

Frail spells, whose uttered charm might not avail 
From all we hear and all we see, [to sever. 
Doubt, chance, and mutability. 

Thy light alone, like mist o'er mountains driven. 
Or music by the night wind sent 
Through strings of some still instrument. 

Or moonlight on a midnight stream. 

Gives grace and truth to life's unquiet dream. 

Love, Hope, and Self-esteem, like clouds depart 
And come, for some uncertain moments lent. 
Man were immortal and omnipotent, 

Didst thou, unknown and awful as thou art. 

Keep with thy glorious train firm state within his 
Thou messenger of sympathies [heart 

That wax and wane in lovers' eyes ; 

Thou, that to human thought art nourishment, 
Like darkness to a dying flame 1 
Depart not as thy shadow came : 
Depart not, lest the grave should be, 
Like life and fear, a dark reality. 

o 2 
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POEMS WRITTEN IN 1816. 



U'hilr Vi't a bov 1 Miu^ht for ^honfas aud sped 

T iirv I lUfcu V a lihU'ii iii^ chamber, cave, aud ruin, 

And Jitarliiht wo*kI,^ iih fcaH\il ste|w pursuing 
||..iH» uf hii5h talk *ith ihe df|»artetl dead. 
I »)U-d vn iK>iMoiiou« iiaiiut-i with which our youth 

1 wan not bi-ard, 1 Haw them not ; [is ftKl : 

When niuediij; dwply on the lot 
<>f life, at that i*wivt time when winds are wooing 

All vital thiujkpi that wake to bring 

NewM uf birda and blmwomin}?, 

Sudden, thy shadow fell on me ; 
' I hlirieked, and'clasped my liands in ecstacy ! 

1 vowed that 1 would diilicate my powers 

T») thee and thine : liave 1 not kept the vow? 

With lH«ating heart and streaming eyes, even 

' I call the phantoms of a th»)usand hours [now 

EachfnimhiHvuiceUw grave: they have in visioned 
Of Htudiousxeal or love's delight [bowers 
Oulwatched with me the envious night : 

They kw»w tliat never joy illumed my bn»w, 
I'nlinked with hope that thou wouldst free 
i This world from its dark slavery. 

That thou, O awful Lovelixfss, 

Wouldst give wliatc'er these words cannot express. 

The dav becomes more solemn and serene 
WVien n«H)n is jmst : there is a hannony 
In autumn, and a lunti-o in its sky, 

WTiich thro' the Hummer is not heard nor seen, 

\fi if it c*>uld not Iks as if it had not been ! 
Thus let thy jMiwer, which like the truth 
«>f naturt» f»n my passive youth 

PfMvndod, to my <»nward life supply 
Its calm, to one who worships thee, 
\nd evi'vy f<»nn containing thcK), 
XV'hom, sViiUT fair, thy npclls did hind 

To fear hiniwlf, and love all human kind. 



MONT ULANC. 

M\K« WRITTKN IN THK VALK OF CIlAMOl'M. 



I. 



f^*iy oxerlnsting universe of thin|i:8 
«M^« (Iniuigh the mind, and rolls its rapid waves, 
V n i^svk now glittering — now reflecting gloom — 
V.« ifuilitig splendour, where fnmi s<*cret sjjrings 

[ Ml., floun"*' of nunian thought its tribute brings 
*• wr^tei^. ^'ith a Miund but lialf its own, 

] *••■ •> :^" n fei'ble brook will oft assume 

I. .\,> ^\ild woodn, among the mountains lone, 
*V». tv wiiterfallh aroun<l it leap for ever, 

' \* 'i,^^! «\oodH and winds cont<^>nd, and a vast river 
'.^* il« n»rks ceuselcssly bursts and i-aves. 



ir. 



I h>j« ihiiU, llavine of Ar\-e — dark, deep Kavine — 
ill.*** many-c«iIourcHl, many-voiced vale, 
>K»^ whose pinc>s and crags and caverns sail 
h'j^ ohtnds, shadows, and sunbeams ; awful scene, 
\VIm^ Power in likeni'ss of the Arve comes down 
b^iMM iIm* ice-gulfs that gird his secret throne, 

ihlK^'^^'K^* these dark mountains like the flame 
lining through the tem]M*st ;-tliou dost lie, 

[fault brood of })ines around thee clinging, 
of elder time, in whose devotion. 







The chainlesB winds still come and ever came t-i 
To drink their odours, and their mighty swinging m 
To hear — an old and solemn harmtmy : -' 

Thine earthly rainbows stretched across the sweep r; 
Of the ethereal waterfall, whose veil 
Uobes some unsculptured inuige ; the strange sieep'^^ 
Which, when the voices of the desert fail, 
Wraps all in its own deep eternity ; — 
Thy caverns echoing to tlie Ar\'e s commotion 
A loud, lone sound, no other sound can tame ; 
Thou art pervade<l with tliat ceaseless motion, 
Thou art the path of that unresting sound — 
Dizzy llavine ! and when I gaze on thee, t' 
I seem as in a trance sublime and strange »" 
To muse on my own separate fantasy, * ' 
My own, my human mind, which passively •; 
Now renders and receives fast influencings, -;, 
Holding an unrt*mitting inti'rcliango - 
With the clear universe of things around ; " 
One legion ttf wild thoughts, whose wandering wings •{ 
Now float alM>ve thy darkness, and now rest " ' 
Where that or thou art no unbidden guest, ' ■ 
In tlie still cave of the witch Poesy, • - 
Seeking among the sliadows that pass by ' ' 
Ghosts of all things that are, some shade of thee, 
Some phantom, some faint image ; till the breast . < 
From which they fled recalls them, thou art there ! .^ 

ni. 
Some say that gleams of a remoter world '**' 
Visit the soul in sleep, — that death is slumber, •'' 
And that its slia]M^s the busy tlnmghts outnumber 
Of those who wake and live. I look on high ; - 
Has s<mie unknown omnipotence unfurled - 
The veil of life and death ? or do I lie 
In dream, and d»)es the mightier world of sleep ' 
SpetKl far around and inaccessibly 
Its circK'H ? lM)r the very spirit fails. 
Driven like a homeless cIoujI fnnn stei»p to steep 
That vaiiiKlu'S among the viewlow gales ! ■ ' 
Far, far alK>ve, j»iereing the infinite sky, * ■* 
Mount Blanc appears,— still, snowy, and serene-:. 
Its subject mountains their unearthly forms •• - 
Pile around it, ice and ruck ; bnmd vales between 
Of frozen floods, unfathomable deeps, 
blue as the overhanging heaven, that spread 
And wind among the aecumulatiHi steeps ; • 
A desert i)eoplcd by the storms alone, . ' 
Save when the eagle brings some hunter*s bone, • 
And the wolf tracks her thei-e — how hideously • ' 
Its slia]>es are heaped around! rude, bare, and high, 
CJhastly, and scarre<l, and riven. — Is this the scene 
Where the old t^irthquake-denion taught her young 
Ruin ? Wei*e tlust; their tovs i or did a sea - 
Of fire envelo]) once this silent snow ! • ' 
None can re]>ly — all seems eternal now. ' 
The wilderness has a mysterious tongue 
Which teaches awful doubt, or faith so mild, 
So sulenui, so wrene, that man may be 
But for such faith with nature reconciled ; ' ' 
Thou hast a voice, great Mountain, to reiwal 
Large codes of fraud and wtH' ; not understood,' 
By all, but which the wise*, and great, and good, 
Int*.'rpret or make felt, or dei>ply feel. 



' < 



IV. 



The fields, the lakes, the forests, and the streams, 
Ocean, and all the living things that dwell 
Within the danlal earth ; lightning, and rain, 
Earthquake, and fler>' flood, and hurricane. 



The torpor of the year when feeble dreams 
Visit the hidden buds, or dreamless sleep 
Holds every future leaf and flower,— the bound 
With which from that detested trance they leap ; 
The works and ways of man, their death and birth, 
And that of him, and all that his may be ; 
All things that move and breathe with toil and sound 
AzeJtoFB and die, revolve, subside, and swell. 
Power dwells apart in its tranquilliiy, 
Remoto, serene, and inaccessible : 
And tJu$f the naked countenanc£Lof.eavth, 
On which I gaze, even these primscval mountuns, 
Teach the adverting mind. The glaciers creep, ' 
Like snakes that watch their prey,f rom their far f oun- 
Slowly rolling on ; there, many a precipice [tains, 
Frost and the Sun in scorn of mortal power 
Have piled — dome, pyramid, and pinnacle, 
A city of death distinct with many a tower 
And wall impregnable of beaming ice. 
Yet not a city, but a flood of ruin 
Is there, that from the boundaries of the sky 
Rolls its perpetual stream ; vast pines are strewing 
Its destined path, or in the mangled soil 
Branchless and shattered stand ; the rocks, drawn 
From yon remotest waste, have overthrown [down 
The limits of the dead and living world. 
Never to be reclaimed. The dwelling-place 
Of insects, beastM, and birds, becomes its spoil ; 
Their food and their retreat for ever gone, 
So much of life and joy is lost. The race 



Of man flies far in dread ; his work and dwelling 
Vanish, like smoke before the tempest's stream, 
And their place is not known. Below, vast caves 
Shine in the rushing torrent's restless gleam, 
Which from those secret chasms in tumult welling 
Meet in the Vale, and one majestic River, 
The breath and blood of distant lands, for ever 
Rolls its loud waters to the ocean waves, 
Breathes its swift vapours to the circling air. 



V. 



Mont Blanc yet gleams on high: — the power is there. 
The still and solemn power of many sights 
And many sounds, and much of life and death. 
In the calm darkness of the moonless nights, 
In the lone glare of day, the snows descend 
Upon that Mountain ; none beholds them there. 
Nor when the flakes bum in the sinkingsun, [tend 
Or the star-beams dart through them:— Winds con- 
Silently there, and heap the snow, with breath 
Rapid and strong, but silently ! Its home 
The voiceless lightning in these solitudes 
Keeps innocently, and like vapour broods 
Over the snow. The secret strength 4>f -things, 
Which governs thought, and to the infinite dome 
Of heaven is as a law, inhabits thee I 
And what were thou, and earth, and stars, and sea. 
If to the human mind's imaginings 
Silence and sohtude were vacancy t 

SWITZKRLAND, Jutl* S3, 1816. 



NOTE ON POEMS OF 1816. BY THE EDITOR. 



Shellet wrote little during this year. The 
Poem entitled the *< Sunset" was written in the 
spring of the year, while still residing at Bishops- 
gate. He spent the summer on the shores of the 
Lake of Geneva. *' The Hymn to Intellectual 
Beauty" was conceived during hui voyage round 
the lake with Lord Byron. He occupied himself 
during this voyage, by reading the Nouvelle H^loise 
for the first time. The reading it on the very spot 
where the scenes are laid, added to the interest ; 
and he was at once surprised and charmed by 
the passionate eloquence and earnest enthralling 
interest that pervades this work. There was some- 
thing in the character of Saint-Preux, in his 
abnegation of self, and in the worship he paid to 
Love, that oomcided with Shelley's own disposi- 
tion ; and, though dificring in many of the views, 
and shocked by others, yet the effect of the whole 
was fascinating and delightfuL 

^ Mont Blanc" was inspired by a fiew of that 
mountain and its surrounding peaks and valley's, 
as he Ungered on the Bridge of Arve on his way 
through the Valley of Chamouni. Shelley makes 
the following mention of this poem in his publica- 
tion of the History of Six Weeks* Tour, and Let- 
ters from Switzerland :— 



« The poem entitled < Mont Blanc,' is written 
by the author of the two letters from Chamouni 
and Vevai. It was composed under the immediate 
impression of the deep and powerful feelings ex- 
cited by the objects which it attempts to describe ; 
and as an undisciplined overflowing of the soul, 
rests its claim to approbation on an attempt to 
imitate the untameable wildness and inaccessible 
solemnity from which those feelings sprang." 

This was an eventful year, and less time was 
given to study than usual. In the list of his read- 
ing I find, in Greek : Theocritus, the Prometheus 
of iEschylus, several of Plutarch's Lives and the 
works of Lucian. In Latin : Lucretius, Pliny's 
Letters, the Annals and Germany of Tacitus. In 
French : the History of the French Revolution, 
by Lacretelle. He read for the first time, this 
year, Montaigne's Essays, and regarded them ever 
after as one of the most delightful and instructive 
books in the world. The list is scanty in English 
works — Locke's Essay, Political Justice, and 
Coleridge's Lay Sermon, form nearly the whole. 
It was his frequent habit to read aloud to me in 
the evening ; in this way we read, this year, the 
New Testament, Paradise Lost, Spenser's Fairy 
Queen, and Don Quixote. 
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FDKMS WRITTEN IN MDCCCXVIL 



k'KlNrK ATHANASE. 

X riiAUMKNT. 

♦ 

PART I. 

'IStKMK \«(Mi » >t»uth, ^'lio» as with toil and travel, 
lUU lii\»>/ku uuito weak and grey before his time ; 
Nu4' ai^\ (H»um tlio restless griefs unravel 

Whioh ImrutHl withui him, withering up his 

Aud u«>adiiiK him, like fiends, from land to land. 
N^il hiH iho li»ad of any secret crime, 

Vmv luiught (if ill his heart could understand, 
lliil liiiy and wild sorrow for the same ; 
Nut (lilt t ho thirst for glory or command, 

llHlthMl with Idost of hope-consuming shame ; 
Nor I'vli jovH wlii(?h fire the vulgar breast, 
And qurnc^ii in speedy smoke its feeble flame, 

f tnd left within his soul the dark unrest : 
Nor what religion fables of the grave 
I'onnMl he, — IMiilosophy's accepted guest. 

|>'or none than he a purer heart could have, 

( ir that loved good more for itself alone ; 

( M' nought in heaven or earth was he the slave. 

What sorrow, strange, and 8hadowy,'and unknown, 
Hent him,ahopeless wanderer, through mankindl — 
If with a human sadness he did groan. 

He had a gentle yet aspiring mind ; 
Just, innocent, with varied learning fed; 
And such a glorious consolation find 

In others* joy, when all their own is dead : 
lie loved, and laboured for his kind in grief. 
And yet, unlike all others, it is said 

That from such toil he never found relief. 
Although a child of fortune and of power. 
Of an ancestral name the orphan chief. 

His soul had wedded wisdom, and her dower 
Is love and justice, clothed in which he sate 
Apart from men, as in a lonely tower, 

Pflgriiig the tumult of their dark estate. — 

Yfll 0Ten in youth did he not e'er abuse 

llw strength of wealth or thought, to consecrate 



Those false opinions which the harsh rich use 
To blind the world they famish for their pride ; 
Nor did he hold from any man his dues. 

But, like a steward in honest dealings tried. 
With those who toiled and wept, tliepoor and wise^ 
His riches and his cares he did divide. 

Fearless he was, and scorning all disguise. 
What he dared do or think, though men might start. 
Ho spoke with mild yet unaverted eyes ; 

Liberal he was of soul, and frank of heart. 
And to his many friends — all loved him well — 
Whate'er he knew or felt he would impart. 

If words he found those inmost thoughts to tell ; 
If not, he smiled or wept ; and his weak foes. 
He neither spumed nor hated — though with feU 

And mortal hate their thousand voices rose. 
They past like aimless arrows from his ear. — 
Nor did his heart or mind its portal close 

To those, or them, or any, whom life's sphere 
May comprehend within its wide array. 
What sadness made that vernal spirit sere f 

He knew not. Though his life day after day. 
Was failing, like an unreplenished stream. 
Though in his eyes a cloud and burthen lay. 

Through which his soul, like Vesper's serene beam 
Piercing the chasms of ever rising clouds. 
Shone, softly burning ; tliough his lips did ae&n 

Like reeds which quiver in impetuous floods ; 
And through his sleep, and o*er each waking hour. 
Thoughts after tlioughts, unresting multitudes. 

Were driven within him by some secret power. 
Which bade them blaze, and live, and roll afar, 
Likelightsandsounds, from haunted tower to tower. 

O'er castled mountains borne, when tempest's war 

Is levied by the night-contending winds. 

And the pale dalesmen watch with eager ear ; — 

Though such were in his spirit, as the fiends 
Which wake and feed on everliving woe, — 
What was this grief, which ne'er in other minds 

A mirror found, — he knew not — none could know; ' 
But on whoe'er might question him he turned 
The light of his frank eyes, as if to show 
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He knew not of the grief within that burned. 
But asked forbearance with a mournful look ; 
Or spoke in words from which none ever learned 

The cause of his disquietude ; or shook 

With spasms of silent passion ; or turned pale : 

So that his friends soon rarely undertook 

To stir his secret pain without avail ; — 

For all who knew and loved him then perceived 

That there was drawn an adamantine veil 

Between his heart and mind, — both unrelieved 
Wrought in his brain and bosom separate strife. 
Some said that he was mad, others believed 

That memories of an antenatal life 

Made this, where now he dwelt, a penal hell : 

And others said that such mysterious grief 

From God's displeasure, like a darkness, fell 
On souls like his, which owned no higher law 
Than love ; love calm, steadfast, invincible 

By mortal fear or supernatural awe ; 
And others, — " 'Tis the shadow of a dream 
Which the veiled eye of memory never saw 

" But through the soul's ab^'ss, like some dark stream 
Through shattered mines and caverns underground 
Rolls, shaking its foundations ; and no beam 

** Of joy may rise, but it is quenched and drowned 
In the dim whirlpools of this dream obscure. 
Soon its exhausted waters will have found 

^ A lair of rest beneath thy spirit pure, 
O Athanase I — in one so good and great. 
Evil or tumult cannot long endure.'' 

So spake they : idly of another's state 
Babbling vain words and fond philosophy : 
This was their consolation ; such debate 

Men held with one another ; nor did he. 
Like one who labours with a human woe. 
Decline this talk ; as if its theme might be 

Another, not himself, he to and fro 
Questioned and canvassed it with subtlest wit ; 
And none but those who loved him best could 
know 

That which he knew not, how it galled and bit 
His weary mind, this converse vain and cold ; 
For like an eyeless night-mare grief did sit 

Upon his being ; a snake which fold by fold 
Pressed out the life of life, a clinging fiend 
Which clenched him if he stirred with deadlier 

hold *,-. 
And so his grief remained — let it remain — untold*. 

* The Author was purtniing % fuller development of the 
ideal character of Athanase, whoi it struck him that in 
an attempt at extreme refinement and analysis, his con- 
ceptions might be betrayed into the assuming a morbid 
character. The reader will Judge whether he is a loaer or 
gainer by this difference. — Author's NoU. 



FRAGMENTS • OF PRINCE ATHANASE. 

PART II. 

FRAGMENT I. 

Prince Athanase had one beloved friend. 

An old, old man, with hair of silver white, [blend 

And lips where heavenly smiles would hang and 

With his wise words ; and eyes whose arrowy light 
Shone like the reflex of a thousand minds. 
He was the last whom superstition's blight 

Had spared in Greece— the blight that cramps and 
And in his olive bower at OBuoe [blinds, — 

Had sate from earliest youth. Like one who finds 

A fertile island in the barren sea. 

One mariner who has survived his mates 

Many a drear month in a great ship— flo he 

With soul-sustaining songs, and sweet debates 

Of ancient lore, there fed his lonely being : 

^ The mind becomes that which it contemplates,'' — 

And thus Zonoras, by for ever seeing 

Their bright creations, grew like wisest men ; 

And when he heard the crash of nations fleeing 

A bloodier power than ruled thy ruins then, 

O sacred Hellas ! many weary years 

He wandered, till the path of Laian's glen 

Was grass-grown — and the unremembered tears 
Were dry in Laian for their honoured chief. 
Who fell in Byzant, pierced by Moslem spears : — 

And as the lady looked with faithful grief 
From her high lattice o*er the rugged path. 
Where she once saw that horseman toil, with brief 

And blighting hope, who with the news of death 
Struck body and soul as with a mortal blight. 
She saw beneath the chesnuts, far beneath. 

An old man toiling up, a weary wight ; 

And soon within her hospitable hall 

She saw his white hairs glittering in the light 



* The idea Shelley had formed of Prince Athanase was 
a good deal modelled on Alastor. In the first sketch of the 
Poem he named it Pandemos and Urania. Athanase seeks 
through the world the One whom he may love. He meets, 
in the ship in which he is embarked, a lady, who appears 
to him to embody his ideal of love and bmuty. But she 
proves to be Pandemos, or the earthly and unworthy Venus, 
who, after disappointing his cherished dreams and hopes, 
deserts him. Athanafie, crushed by sorrow, plnos and dies. 
" On his death-bod the lady, who can really reply to his 
soul, comes and kisses his lipci."— 2%« Dtath-htd of Atha- 
nase. The poet describes her — 

Her hair was brown, her sphered eyes were brown. 
And in their dark and liquid moisture swam. 
Like the dim orb of the eclipsed moon ; 

Yet when the !q)irit flashed beneath, there cama 
The light from them, as when tears of delight 
Double the western planet's serene frame. 

This slender note is all we have to aid oar Imagfaiation in 
shaping out the form of the poem, such as its author imaged. 
—M.S. 
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Of the wood fire, and round his Bhoulders fall, 
And his wan visage and his withered mien, 
Yet calm and gentle and majestical. 

And Athanase, her child, who must have been 
Then three years old, sate opposite and gazed 
In patient silence. 



FRAGMENT II. 

Such was Zonoras ; and as daylight finds 
One amaranth glittering on the path of frost. 
When autumn nights have nipt all weaker kinds. 

Thus through his age, dark, cold, and tempest-tost, 
Shone truth upon Zonoras ; and he filled 
From fountains pure, nigh overgrown and lost. 

The spirit of Prince Athanase, a child. 
With soul-sustaining songs of ancient lore 
And philosophic wisdom, clear and mild. 

And sweet and subtle talk now evermore. 
The pupil and the master shared ; until, 
Sharmg that undiminishable store. 

The youth, as shadows on a grassy hill 
Outrun the winds that chase them, soon outran 
His teacher, and did teach with native skill 

Strange truths and new to that experienced man. 
Still they were friends, as few have ever been 
Who mark the extremes of life's discordant span. 

So in the caverns of the forest green. 
Or by the rocks of echoing ocean hoar, 
Zonoras and Prince Athanase were seen 

By summer woodmen : and when winter's roar 
Sounded o'er earth and sea its blast of war. 
The Balearic fisher, driven from shore. 

Hanging upon the peaked wave afar. 

Then saw their lamp from Laian's turret gleam. 

Piercing the stormy darkness, like a star 

Which pours beyond the sea one steadfast beam, 
Whilst all the constellations of the sky 
Seemed reeling through the storm ; they did but 
seem — 

For, lo ! the wintry clouds are all gone by. 

And bright Arcturus through yon pines is glowing, 

And far o'er southern waves, immoveably 

Belted Orion hangs — warm light is flowing 
From the young moon into the sunset's chasm. — 
" O summer eve ! with power divine, besto^iing 

** On thine own bird the sweet enthusiasm 
Which overflows in notes of liquid gladness. 
Filling the sky like light ! How many a spasm 

" Of fevered brains, oppressed with grief and mad- 
Were lulled by thee, delightful nightingale ! [ness, 
And these soft waves, murmuring a gentle sadness, 



** And the far sighings of yon piny dale 
Made vocal by some wind, we feel not here.— 
I bear alone what nothing may avail 



« To lighten— a strange load I "—No human 
Heard this lament ; but o'er the visage wan 
Of Athimase, a ruffling atmosphere 

Of dark emotion, a swift shadow ran. 
Like wind upon some forest-bosomed lake. 
Glassy and dark. — And that divine old man 



Beheld his mystic friend's whole being shake. 
Even where its mmost depths were gloomiest— 
And with a calm and measured voice he spakey 

And, with a soft and equal pressure, prest 

That cold lean hand :— ** Dost thou remember yet 

When the curved moon then lingering in the 



** Paused, in yon waves her mighty horns to wet, 
Ho w in those beams we walked,half restingon the soi? 
*Tis just one year — sure thou dost not forget— 

« Then PUto's words of light in thee and me 
Lingered like moonlight in the moonless east, 
For we had just then read — ^thy memory 

<< Is faithful now— the story of the feast ; 

And Agathon and Diotima seemed 

From death and dark forgetfulness released." 



FRAGMENT HI. 

'TWAS at the season when the Earth upsprings 
From slumber, as a sphered angel's child. 
Shadowing its eyes with green and golden wings. 

Stands up before its mother bright and mild. 
Of whose soft voice the air expectant seems — 
So stood before the sun. which shone and smiled 

To see it rise thus joyous from its dreams. 
The fresh and radiant Earth. The hoary grove 
Waxed green — and flowers burst forth like starry 
beams ; — 

The grass in the warm sun did start and move, 
And sea-buds burst beneath the waves serene :— 
How many a one, though none be near to love. 

Loves then the shade of his own soul, half seen 
In any mirror — or the spring's young minions. 
The winged leaves amid the ciipses green ; — 

How many a spirit then puts on the pinions 
Of fancy, and outstrips the lagging blast, 
And his own steps — and over wide dominions 

Sweeps in his dream -drawn chariot, far and fast. 
More fleet than storms — the wide world shrinks 
When winter and despondency are past, [below, 

'Twas at this season that Prince Athanase 
Pass'd the white Alps— those eagle-baffiing moun- 
tains 
Slept in their shrouds of snow;— beside the ways 
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The waterfalls were Yoiceless — for their foantains 
Were changed to mines of sunless crystal now, 
Or by the curdling wiuds — whose brazen wings, 

Which clanged along the mountain's marble brow, 
Warped into adamantine fretwork, hung 
And filled with frozen light the chasm below. 



FBAOMENT IV. 

Thou art the wine whose drunkenness is all 
We can desire, O Love ! and happy souls. 
Ere from thy vine the leaves of autumn fkll. 

Catch thee, and feed from their overflowing bowls 
Thousands who thirst for thy ambrosial dew ; 
Thou art the radiance which where ocean rolls 

Investest it ; and when the heavens are blue 
Thou fillest them ; and when the earth is fair. 
The shadow of thy moving wings imbue 

Its deserts and its mountains, till they wear 
Beauty like some bright robe ; — thou ever soarest 
Among the towers of men, and as soft air 

In spring, which moves the unawakened forest. 
Clothing with leaves its branches bare and bleak. 
Thou fioatest among men ; and aye implorcst 

That which from thee they should implore : — the 

weak 
Alone kneel to thee, offering up the hearts 
The strong have broken — yet where shall any seek 

A garment whom thou clothest not ! 

]fAllU>W, 1817. 



MARIANNE'S DREAM. 



A PALB dream came to a Lady fair, 
And said, A boon, a boon, I pray ! 

I know the secrets of the air, 

And tilings are lost in the glare of day, 

Whidi I can make the sleeping set*, 

If they will put tlieir trust in me. 

And thou shalt know of things unknown. 
If thou wilt let me rest between 

The veiny lids, whose fringe is thrown 
Over thine eyes so dark and sheen : 

And half in hope, and half in fright. 

The Lady closed her eyes so bright. 

At first all deadly shapes were driven 
Tumultuously acroHs her sleep, 

And o'er the vast cope of bending heaven 
All ghastly-visaged clouds did sweep ; 

And the Lady ever looked to spy 

If the gold sun shone forth on high. 



And as towards the east she turned, 

She saw aloft in the morning air. 
Which now with hues of sunrise burned, 

A great black Anchor rising there ; 
And wherever the Ladv turned her eyes 
It hung before her in uie skies. 

The sky was blue as the summer sea, 
The depths were cloudless over head. 

The air was calm as it could be, 

There was no sight nor sound of dread, 

But that black Anchor floating still 

Over the piny eastern hill. 

The Lady grew sick with a weight of fear. 

To see that Anchor ever haneinff. 
And veiled her eyes ; she then did near 

The sound as of a dim low clanging. 
And looked abroad if she might know 
Was it aught else, or but the flow 
Of the blood in her own veins, to and fro. 

There was a mist in the sunless air. 

Which shook as it were with an earthquake's 
But the very weeds that blossomed there [shock. 

Were moveless, and each mighty rock 
Stood on its basis stedfastly ; 
The Anchor was seen no more on high. 

But piled around with summits hid 

In lines of cloud at intervals. 
Stood many a mountain pyramid 

Among whose everlasting walls 
Two mighty cities shone, and ever 
Through the red mist their domes did quiver. 

On two dread mountains, from whose crest, 
Might seem, the eagle for her brood 

Would ne'er have huug her dizzy nest 
Those tower-encircled cities stood. 

A vibion strange such towers to see. 

Sculptured and wrought so gorgeously. 

Where human art could never be. 

And columns framed of marble white. 

And giant fanes, dome over dome 
Piled, and triumphant gates, all bright 

With workmanship, which could not come 
From touch of mortal instrument. 
Shot o'er the vales, or lustre lent 
From its own shapes nuignificent. 

But still the Lady heard that clang 

Filling the wide air far away ; 
And still the mist whose light did hang 

Among the mountains shook alway. 
So that the Lady's heart beat fast, 
As half in joy and half aghast. 
On those high domes her look she cast. 

Sudden from out that city sprung 

A light that made the earth grow red ; 

Two flames that each with quivering tongue 
Licked its high domes, and over-head 

Among those mighty towers and fanes 

Dropped fire, as a volcano rains 

Its sulphurous ruin on the plains. 
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And hark I a niah, as if the deep 
Had burst its bonds ; she looked behind, 

And saw over the western steep 
A ragine flood descend, and wind 

Throueh that wide vale : she felt no fear. 

But said within herself, 'Tis clear 

These towers are Nature's own, and she 

To save them has sent forth the sea. 

And now those raging billows came 
Where that fair Lady sate, and she 

Was borne towards the showering flame 
By the wild waves heaped tumultuously, 

And, on a little plank, the flow 

Of the whirlpool bore her to and fro. 

The waves were fiercely vomited 
From every tower and every dome, 

And dreary light did widely shed 
O'er that vast flood's suspended foam, 

Beneath the smoke which hung its night 

On the stained cope of heaven's light. 

The plank whereon that Lady sate 

Was driven through the chasms, about and 
about. 
Between the peaks so desolate 

Of the drowning mountain, in and out. 
As the thistle-beard on a whirlwind sails — 
While the flood was filling those hollow vales. 

At last her plank an eddy croet« 

And bore her to the city's wall. 
Which now the flood had reached almost; 

It might the stoutest heart appal 
To hear the fire roar and hiss 
Through the domes of those mighty palaces. 

The eddy whirled her round and round 
Before a gorgeous gate, which stood 

Piercing the clouds of smoke which bound 
Its aery arch with light like blood ; 

She looked on that gate of marble clear 

With wonder that extinguished fear : 

For it was filled with sculptures rarest. 
Of forms most beautiful and strange, 

Like nothing human, but the fairest 
Of winged shapes, whose legions range 

Throughout the sleep of thoHe who are. 

Like this same Lady, good and fair. 

And as she looked, still lovelier grew 
Those marble forms ; — the sculptor sure 

Was a strong spirit, and the hue 
Of his own mind did there endure 

After the touc]^, whose power had braided 

Such grace, was in some sad change faded. 

She looked, the flames were dim, the flood 
Grew tranquil as a woodland river 

Winding through hills in solitude ; 

Those marble shapes then seen^ed to quiver, 

And their fair limbs to float in motion, 

Like weeds unfolding in the ocean. 



And their lips moved ; one seemed to tsgeak. 
When suddenly the mountain crackt. 

And through the chasm the floor did break 
With an earth-uplifting cataract : 

The statues gave a joyous scream. 

And on its wings the pale thin dream 

Lifted the Lady from the stream. 

The dizzy flight of that phantom pale 
Waked the fair Lady from her sleep. 

And she arose, while from the veil 
Of her dark eyes the dream did creep ; 

And slie walked about as one who knew 

That sleep has sights as clear and true 

As any waking eyes can view. 

Marluw, 1817. 



to CONSTANTIA 

SINGING. 



Thus to be lost and thus to sink and die. 

Perchance were death indeed ! — Coiistantia,tiini! 
In thy dark eyes a power like light doth Ue, 

Even though the sounds which were thy Toioe, 
which bum 
Between thy lips, are laid to sleep ; 

Within thy breath, and on thy hair, like odour it 
And from thy touch like fire doth leap. [is yet, 

Even while I write, my burning cheeks are wet, 

Alas, that the torn heart can bleed, but not forget ! 
A breathless awe, like the swift change 

Unseen but felt in youthful slumbers. 
Wild, sweet, but uncommunicably strange. 

Thou breathest now in fast ascending numbers. 
The cope of heaven seems rent and cloven 

By the enchantment of thy strain. 
And on my shoulders wings are woven. 

To follow its sublime career. 
Beyond the mighty moons that wane 

Upon the verge of nature's utmost sphere, 

TUl the world's shadowy walls are past and 
disappear. 

Her voice is hovering o'er my soul — it lingers 
O'ershadowing it with soft and lulling wings. 

The blood and life within those snowy fingers 
Teach witchcraft to the instrumental strings. 

My brain is wild, my breath comes quick — 
The blood is listening in my frame, 

And thronging shadows, fast and thick. 
Fall on my overflowing eyes ; 

My heart is quivering like a flame ; 

As morning dew, that in the sunbeam dies, 
I am dissolved in these consuming ecstacies. 

I have no life, Constantia, now, but thee, 

Whilst, like the world-surrounding air, thy song 

Flows on, and fills all things with melody. — 
Now is thy voice a teniju'st swift and strong. 

On which, like one in trance upborne. 
Secure o'er rocks and waves I sweep. 

Rejoicing like a cloud of mom. 

Now 'tis the breath of summer night, 

Which, when the starrj' waters sleep. 
Round western isles,with incense-blossoms bright. 
Lingering, suspends my soul in its voluptuous 
flight. 



TO CONSTANTIA. 



The rose that drinks the fountain dew 

In the pleasant air of noon, 
Grows pale and blue wit^i altered hue^ 

In the eaze of the nightly moon ; 
For the planet of frost, so cold and bright, 
Makes it wan with her borrowed light. 

Such is my heart — ^roses are fair. 
And that at best a withered blossom ; 

But thy false care did idly wear 

Its withered leaves in a faithless bosom I 

And fed with love, like air and dew. 

Its growth 



DEATH. 



Thet die — ^the dead return not — Misery 

Sits near an open grave and calls them over, 
A Youth with hoary hair and haggard eye — 

They are names of kindred, friend and lover. 
Which he so feebly calls — they all are gone 1 
Fond wretch, all dead, those vacant names alone. 
This most familiar scene, my pain — 
These tombs alone remain. 

Misery, my sweetest friend — oh I weep no more I, 

Thou wUt not be consoled — I wonder not 1 
For I have seen thee from thy dwelling's door 

Watch the calm sunset with them, and this spot 
Was even as bright and calm, but transitory. 
And now thy hopes are gone, thy hair is hoary ; 
This most familiar scene, my pain — 
These tombs alone remain. 



SONNET.— OZYMANDIAS. 



I MET a traveller from an antique land 
Who said : Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 
Stand in the desert. Neai* them, on the sand. 
Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown, 
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command. 
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things. 
The hand that mocked them and the heart that fed ; 
And on the pedestal these words appciar : 
'< My name is Ozymandias, king of kings : 
Look on my w^orks, ye Mighty, and despair !" 
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare. 
The lone and level sands stretch far away. 



ON F. G. 



Her voice did quiver as we parted, 

Yet knew I not that heart was broken 
From which it came, and I departed 
Heeding not the words then spoken. 
Misery — O Misery, 
This world is all too wide for thee. 



LINES TO A CRITIC. 



Honey from silkworms who can gather. 
Or silk from the yellow bee t 

The grass nuiy grow in winter weather 
As soon as hate in me. 

Hate men who cant and men who pray, 
And men who rail like thee ; 

An equal passion to repay 
They are not coy like me. 

Or seek some slave of power and gold. 
To be thy dear heart's mate ; 

Thy love will move that bigot cold, 
Sooner than me thy hate. 

A passion like the one I prove 

Cannot divided be ; 
I hate thy want of truth and love— 

How should I then hate thee ! 

Deetmbert 1817. 



LINES. 



That time is dead for ever, child. 
Drowned, frozen, dead for ever ! 

We look on the past. 

And stare aghast 
At the spectres wailing, pale, and ghasty 
Of hopes which thou and I beguiled 

To death on life's dark river. 

The stream we gazed on then rolled by ; 
Its waves are unretuming ; 

But we yet stand 

In a lone land, 
Like tombs to mark the memory 
Of hopes and fears, which fade and flee 

In the light of life's dim morning. 

November 5(A, 1817. 




NOTE ON POEMS OF 1817. 



BY THE EDITOR. 



The veiy illness that oppressed, and the aspect 
of death which had approached so near Shelley, 
appears to have kindled to yet keener life the 
Spirit of Poetry in his heart. The restless thoughts 
kept awake by pain clothed themselves in verse. 
Much was composed during this year. The 
^Revolt of Islam/' written and printed, was a 
great effort — ** Rosalind and Helen" was begun — 
and the fragments and poems I can trace to the 
same period, show how full of passion and reflec- 
tion were his solitary hours. 

In addition to such poems as have an intelligible 
aim and shape, many a stray idea and transitory 
emotion found imperfect and abrupt expression, 
and then again lost themselves in silence. As he 
never wandered without a book, and without im- 
plements of writing, I find many such in his 
manuscript books, that scarcely bear record ; 
while some of them, broken and vague as they are, 
will appear valuable to those who love Shelley's 
mind, and desire to trace its workings. Thus in 
the same book that addresses ^ Constantia, Sieging," 
I find these lines : — 

My spirit like a charmed bark doth swim 
Upon the liquid waves of thy sweet singing, 

Far away into the regions dim 

Of rapture — as a boat with swift sails winging 
Its way adown some many-winding river. 

And this apostrophe to Music : 

No, Music, thou art not the God of Love, 
Unless Love feeds upon its own sweet self, 
Till it becomes all music murmurs of. 

In another fragment he calls it — 

The silver key of the fountain of tears. 

Where the spirit drinks till the brain is wild ; 

Softest grave of a thousand fears, 

Where their mother, Care, like a dnmsy child. 
Is laid asleep in flowers. 



And then again this melancholy trace of the sad 
thronging thoughts, which were the 'well whence 
he drew the idea of Athanase, and express the 
restless, passion-fraught emotions of one whose 
sensibility, kindled to too intense a life, perpetually 
preyed upon itself : 

To thirst and find no fill— to wall and wander 
With short unsteady steps— to pause and ponder^ 
To feel the blood run through the veins and tingle 
Where busy thought and blind sensation mingle; 
To nurse the image of unfelt caresses 
Till dim imagination Just possesses 
The half created shadow. 

In the next page I find a calmer sentiment, better 
fitted to sustain one whose whole being was love : 

Wealth and dominion fade into the mass 

Of the great sea of human right and wrong, | 

When once from our possession they must pass ; i 

But love, thouglf misdirected, is among , 

The things which are immortal, and surpass j 
All that frail stuflf which will be— or which was. 

In another book, which contains some passionate 
outbreaks with regard to the great injustice that 
he endui'cd this year, the poet writes : 

My thoughts arise and fade in solitude. 
The verse that would invest them melts away 
Like moonlight in the heaven of spreading day : 
How beautiful they were, how firm tliey stood. 
Flecking the starry sky like woven pearl I 

He had this year also projected a poem on 
the subject of Otho, inspired by the pages of 
Tacitus. I find one or two stanzas only, which 
were to open the subject: — 

OTHa 

Thou wert not, Cassius, and thou couldst not be. 
Last of the Romans, though thy memory claim 
From Brutus his own glory— and on thee 
Rests the full splendour of his sacred fame ; 
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Nor he who dared make the foul tyrant quail. 
Amid his covering senate with thy name. 
Though thou and he were great— it will avail 
To thine own lame that Otho's should not fail. 

Twill wrong thee'not— thou wouldst, if thou oouldst feel, 

Atjure such envious fame— ^rreat Otho died 

Like thee^he sanctified his country's steel. 

At oncethe tyrant and tyrannicide. 

In his own hlood— a deed it was to buy 

Tears from all men— though full of gentle pride, 

Such pride as from impetuous love may spring. 

That will not be reused its offering. 

I iii8ei*t here also the fragment of a song, though 
I do not know the date when it was written, — but 
it was early :.-. 

TO . 

Yet look on me— take not thine eyes away. 

Which feed upon the love within mine own. 
Which is indeed but the reflected ray 

Of thine own beauty from my spirit thrown. 

Yet speak to me— thy voice is as the tone 
Of my heart's echo, and I think I hear 

That thou yet loveet me ; yet thou alone 
Like oihe before a mirror, without care 

Of aught but thine own features, imaged there ; 

And yet I wear out life in watching thee ; 
A toQ so sweet at times, and thou indeed 

Art kind when I am sick, and pity me. 

He projected also translating the Hymns of 
Homer ; his version of several of the shorter ones 
remain, as well as that to Mercury, already 
published in the Posthumous Poems. H is readings 
this year were chiefly Greek. Besides the Hymns 
of Homer and the Iliad, he read the Dramas of 
iEsehylus and Sophocles, the Symposium of Plato, 
and Arrian's Historia Indica. In Latin, Apuleius 
alone is named. In English, the Bible was his 



constant study ; he read a great portion of it aloud 
in the evening. Among these evening readings, 
I find also mentioned the Fairy Queen, and other 
modem works, the production of his contem- 
poraries, Coleridge, Wordsworth, Moore, and 
Byron. 

His life was now spent more in thought than 
action — ^he had lost the eager spirit which believed 
it could achieve what it projected for the benefit 
of mankind. And yet in the converse of daily 
life Shelley was far from being a melancholy 
man. He was eloquent when philosophy, or 
politics, or taste, were the subjects of conver- 
sation. He was playful — ^and indulged in the wild 
spirit that mocked itself and others — not in bitter- 
ness, but in sport The Author of ^ Nightnnare 
Abbey" seized on some points of his character and 
some habits of his life when he painted Scythrop. 
He was not addicted to ^ port or madeira,*' but 
in youth he had read of " lUuminati and Eleu- 
therachs," and believed that he possessed the 
power of operating an immediate change in the 
minds of men and the state of society. These 
wild dreams had faded ; sorrow and adversity had 
struck home ; but he struggled with despondency 
as he did with physical pain. There are few who 
remember him sailing paper boats, and watching 
the navigation of his tiny craft with eagerness — 
or repeating with wild energy the '* Ancient 
Mariner," and Southey's ^ Old Woman of 
Berkeley," — but those who do, will recollect that 
it was in such, and in the creations of his own 
fancy, when that was most daring and ideal, that 
he sheltered himself from the storms and disap- 
pointments, the pain and sorrow, that beset his life. 
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ROSALIND AND HELEN. 



ADVERTISEMENT 

TO 

B08AUND AND HELBN, AND LINES WRITTEN AMONG 

THE BUOANEAN HILLS. 



The story of Rosalind and Helen iR, undoubted] j, 
not an attempt in the highest style of poetry. It is in 
no degree calculated to excite profound meditation; 
and if, by interesting the affections and amusing the 
imagination, it awaken a certain ideal melancholy 
favourable to the reception of more important impres- 
sions, it will produce in the reader all that the writer 
experienced in the composition. I resigned myself, 
as I wrote, to the impulse of the feelings which moulded 
the conception of the story ; and this impulse deter, 
mined the pauses of a measure, which only pretends 
to he regular, inasmuch as it corresponds with, and 
expresses, the irregularity of the imaginations which 
inspired it. 



I do not know which of the few scatterod poems I 
left in England will be selected by my bookaeller to 
add to this collection. One, which I sent from Italy, was 
written after a day *s excursion among those lovely moun- 
tains which surround what was once the retreat, and where 
is now the sepulchre, of Petrarch. If any one is inelined 
to condemn the insertion of the introductory lines, which 
image forth the sudden relief of a state of deep des- 
pondency by the radiant visions disclosed by the sudden 
burst of an Italian snnrise in autumn, on the highest 
peak of those delightful mountains, I can only offier as 
my excuse, that they wero not erased at the request 
of a dear fHend, with whom added yean of interoourse 
only add to my apprehension of its value, and who 
would have had more right than anyone to complsin, 
that she has not been able to extinguish in me tlie 
very power of delineating sadness. 

Naples, Dee. SO, 1818. 



8CENE.— 7%e Shore af the LakeqfCamo, 

RoeALiMD, £klbv, and her Child, 

HELEN. 

Come hither, my sweet Rosalind. 

'Tis long since thou and I have met : 

And yet methinks it were unkind 

Those moments to forget. 

Come, sit by me. I see thee stand 

By this lone lake, in this far land, 

Thy loose hair in the light wind flying, 

Thy sweet voice to each tone of even 

United, and thine eyes replying 

To the hues of yon fair heaven. 

Come, gentle friend ! wilt sit by me ? 

And be as thou wert wont to be 

Ere we were disunited 1 

None doth behold us now : the power 

That led us forth at this lone hour 

Will be but ill requited 

If thou depart in scorn : oh ! come. 

And talk of our abandoned home. 

Remember, this is Italy, 

And we arc exiles. Talk with me 

Of that our land, whose wilds and floods. 

Barren and dark although they be, 

Were dearer than these chesnut woods ; 



Those heathy paths, that inland stream. 
And the blue mountains, shapes which seem 
Like wrecks of childhood's sunny dream : 
Which that we have abandoned now, 
Weighs on the heart like that remorse 
Which altered friendship leaves. I seek 
No more our youthful intercourse. 
That cannot be ! Rosalind, speak, [come 

Speak to me. Leave me not. — Wheii mom did 
When evening fell upon our common home, 
When for one hoar we parted, — do not frown ; 
I would not chide thee, though thy faith is broken ; 
But turn to me. Oh ! by this cherished tok^i 
Of woven hair, which thou wilt not disown. 
Turn, as 'twere but the memory of me, 
And not my scorned self who prayed to thee. 

ROSALIND. 

Is it a dream, or do I sec 

And hear frail Helen 1 I would flee 

Thy tainting touch ; but former years 

Arise, and bring forbidden tears ; 

And my o'erburthcned memory 

Seeks yet its lost repose in thee. 

I share thy crime. I cannot choose 

But weep for thee : mine own strange grief 

Bat seldom stoops to such relief ; 
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Nor ever did I love thee less. 
Though mourning o'er thy wickedness 
Even with a sister's woe. I knew 
What to the evil world is due, 
And therefore sternly did refuse 
To link me with the infamy 
Of one so lost as Helen. Now 
Bewildered by my dire despair, 
Wondering I blush and weep that thou 
Shouldst love me still, — thou only ! — There, 
Let us sit on that grey ttone. 
Till our moumfol talk be done. 

Alas 1 not there ; I cannot bear 

Tbe murmur of this lake to hear. 

A sound from thee, Rosalind dear, 

Which never yet I heard elsewhere 

But in our native land, recurs. 

Even here where now we meet. It stirs 

Too much of suffocating sorrow I 

In the deU of yon dark chesnut wood 

Is a stone seat, a solitude 

Less like our own. The ghost of peace 

Will not desert this spot. To-morrow, 

If thy kind feelings should not cease, 

We may sit here. 



And I will follow. 



ROSALIND. 

Thou lead, my sweet. 



HEXRY. 

'Tis Fenici*s seat 
Where you are going ! This is not the way, 
Mama ; it leads behind those trees that grow 
Close to the little river. 

HELEN. 

Yes ; I know ; 
I was bewildered. Kiss me, and be gay. 
Dear boy, why do you sob ? 

HENRY. 

I do not know : 
But it might break any one's heart to see 
You and the lady cry so bitterly. 

HELEN. 

It is a gentle child, my friend. Gro home, 
Henry, and play with Lilla till I come. 
We only cried with joy to see each other ; 
We are quite merry now — Grood night. 

The boy 
Lifted a sudden look upon his mother. 
And in the gleam of forced and hollow joy 
Which lightened o'er her face, laughed with the glee 
Of light and unsuspecting infancy. 
And whispered in her ear, " Bring home with you 
That sweet, strange lady-friend." Then off he 

flew, 
But stopped, and beckoned with a meaning smile. 
Where the road turned. Pale Rosalind the while, 
Hiding her lace, stood weeping silently. 

In silence then they took the way 
Beneath the forest's solitude. 
It was a vast and antique wood. 
Through which they took their way ; 



And the grey shades of evoung 

O'er that green wildemew did fling 

Still deeper aoHtade. 

PuiBoing still the path that wound 

The vast and knotted trees around. 

Through which slow shades were wandering. 

To a deep lawny dell they came. 

To a stone seat beside a spring. 

O'er which the columned wood did frame 

A roofless temple, like the fane 

Where, ere new creeds could- faith obtain, 

Man's early race ohce knelt beneath 

The overhanging deity. 

O'er this fair fountain hung the sky. 

Now spangled with rare stars. The snake. 

The pale snake, that with eager breath 

Creeps here his noontide thirst to slake, 

Is beaming with many a mingled hue. 

Shed from yon dome's eternal blue. 

When he floats on that dark and lucid flood 

In the light of his own loveliness ; 

And the birds that in the fountain dip 

Their plumes with fearless fellowship 

Above and round him wheel and hover. 

The fltful wind is heard to stir 

One solitary leaf on high ; 

The chirping of the grasshopper 

Fills every pause. There is emotion 

In all that dwells at noontide here : 

Then, through the intricate wild wood, 

A maze of life and light and motion 

Is woven. But there is stillness now ; 

Gloom, and the trance of Nature now : 

The snake is in his cave asleep ; 

The birds are on the branches dreaming ; 

Only the shadows creep ; 

Only the glow-worm is gleaming ; 

Only the owls and the nightingales 

Wake in this dell when diay-Iight fails. 

And grey shades gather in the woods ; 

And the owls have all fled far away 

In a merrier glen to hoot and play. 

For the moon is veiled and sleeping now. 

Tlie accustomed nightingale still broods 

On her accustomed bough, 

But she is mute ; for her false mate 

Has fled and left her desolate. 

This silent spot tradition old 

Had peopled with the si>ectral dead. 

For the roots of the speaker's hair felt cold 

And stiff, as with tremulous lips he told 

That a hellish shape at midnight led 

The ghost of a youth with hoary hair, 

And sate on the seat beside him there, 

Till a naked child came wandering by, 

When the fiend would change to a lady fair ! 

A fearful tale ! The truth was worse : 

For here a sister and a brother 

Had solemnised a monstrous curse, 

Meeting in this fair solitude : 

For beneath yon very sky, 

Had they resigned to one another 

Body and soul. The multitude, 

Tracking them to the secret wood. 

Tore limb from limb their innocent child. 

And stabbed and trampled on its mother ; 

But the youth, for God's most holy grace, 

A priest saved to bum in the market-place. 
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Duly at evening Helen came 

To thw lone silent spot, 

Fn>ni the wrecks of a tale of wilder sorrow 

So much of sympathy to borrow 

As soothed her own dark lot. 

Duly each evening from her home, 

With her fair child would Helen come 

To sit uiK>n that antique seat, 

While the hues of day were pale ; 

And the bright boy beside her feet 

Now lay, lifting at intervals 

His broad blue eyes on her ; 

Now, where some sudden impulse calls 

Following. He was a gentle boy 

And in all gentle sports took joy ; 

Oft in a dry leaf for a boat, 

With a small feather for a sail. 

His fancv on that spring would float. 

If some Invisible breeze might stir 

Its marble calm : and Helen smiled 

Through tears of awe on the gay child, 

To think that a boy as fair as he. 

In years which never more may be, 

Bv that same fount, in that same wood. 

The like sweet fancies had pursued ; 

And that a mother, lost like her. 

Had mournfully sate watching him. 

Then all the scene was wont to swim 

Through the mbt of a burning tear. 

For many months had Helen known 

This scene ; and now she thither turned 

Her footsteps, not alone. 

The friend whose falsehood she had mourned, 

Sate with her on that seat of stone. 

Silent they sate ; for evening. 

And the power its glimpses bring 

Had, with one awful shadow, quelled 

The passion of their giief. They sate 

With linked hands, for unrcpelled 

Had Helen taken llosalind's. 

Like the autumn wind, when it unbinds 

The tangled locks of the nightshade's hair. 

Which is twined in the sultry summer air 

Round the walls of an outworn sepulchre. 

Did the voice of Helen, sad and sweet. 

And the sound of her heart that ever beat, 

As with sighs and words she breathed on her, 

Unbind the knots of her friend's despair, 

Till her thoughts were free to tioat and flow ; 

And from her labouring bosom now, 

Like the bursting of a prisoned flame. 

The voice of a long-pent sorrow came. 

ROSALIND. 

I saw the dark earth fall upon 

The coffin ; and I saw the stone 

Laid over him whom this cold breast 

Had piIIowe<l to liLs nightly rest ! 

Thou knowest not, thou canst not know 

My agony. Oh ! I could not weep : 

The sources whence such blessings flow 

Were not to be approached by me I 

But I could smile, and I could sleep, 

Though with a self-accusing heart, 

In morning's light, in evening's gloom, 

I watched, — and would not thence depart, — 

My husband's unlamented tomb. 

My children knew their sire was gone 

Bat when I told tliem, « he is dead," 



They laughed aloud in frantic glee. 

They clapped their hands and leaped about. 

Answering each other's ecstacy 

With many a prank and merry shout. 

But I sat silent and alone. 

Wrapped in the mock of mourning weed. 

They laughed, for he was dead ; but I 
Sate with a hard and tearless eye. 
And with a heart which would deny 
The secret joy it could not quell. 
Low muttering o'er his loathed name ; 
Till from that self-contention came 
Remorse where sin was none ; a hell 
Which in pure spirits should not dweU. 

Ill tell thee truth. He was a man 

Hard, selfish, loving only gold. 

Yet full of guile : his pkle eyes ran 

With tears, which each some falsehood told. 

And oft his smooth and bridled tongue 

Would give the lie to his flushing cheek : 

He was a coward to the strong ; 

He was a tyrant to the weak. 

On whom his vengeance he would wreak : 

For scorn, whose arrows search the heart. 

From many a stranger's eye would dart, 

And on his memory cling, and follow 

His soul to its home so cold and hollow. 

He was a tyrant to the weak. 

And we were such, alas the day ! 

Oft, when my little ones at play. 

Were in youth's natural lightness gay. 

Or if tliey listened to some tale 

Of travellers, or of fairy land, — 

When the light from the wood-fire's dying brand 

Flashed on their faces, — if they heard 

Or thought they heard upon the stair 

His footstep, the suspended word 

Died on my lips : we all grew pale ; 

The babe at my bosom was hushed with fear 

If it thought it heard its father near ; 

And my two wild boys would near my knee 

Cling, cowed and cowering fearfully. 

I'll tell the truth : I loved another. 

His name in my ear was ever ringing, 

His form to my brain was ever clingmg ; 

Yet if some stranger breathed that name. 

My lips turned white, and my heart beat fast : 

My nights were once haunted by dreams of flame. 

My days were dim in the shadow cast. 

By the memory of the same ! 

Day and night, day and night. 

He was my breath and life and light, 

For three short years, which soon were past. 

On the fourth, my gentle mother 

Led me to the slirine, to be 

His sworn bride eternally. 

And now we stood on the altar stair. 

When my father came from a distant land. 

And with a loud and fearful cry. 

Rushed between us suddenly. 

I saw the stream of his thin grey hair, 

I saw his lean and lifted hand. 

And heard his words, — and live ! O God ! 

Wherefore do I live !—« Hold, hold !" 

He cried, — ** I tell thee 'tis her brother ! 

Thy mother, boy, beneath the sod 



Of yon church-yard rests m her shroud so cold. 

I am now weak, and pale, and old : 

We were once dear to one another, 

I and that corpse ! Thou art our child !** 

Then with a laugh both long and wild 

The youth upon the pavement fell : 

They found him dead I All looked on me, 

The spasms of my despair to see ; 

But I was calm. I went away ; 

I was clammy-cold like clay I 

I did not weep— I did not speak ; 

But day by day, week after week, 

I walked about like a corpse alive 1 

Alas ! sweet friend, you must believe 

This heart is stone — ^it did not break. 

My father lived a Uttle while, 

But all might see that he was dying. 

He smiled with such a woeful smile ! 

When he was in the church-yard lying 

Among the worms, we erew quite poor. 

So that no one would give us bread ; 

My mother looked at me, and said 

Faint words of cheer, which only meant 

That she could die and be content ; 

So I went forth from the same church door 

To another husband's bed. 

And this was he who died at last. 

When weeks and months and years had past. 

Through which I firmly did fulfil 

My duties, a devoted wife, 

With the stem step of vanquished will, 

Walking beneath the night of life, 

Whose hours extinguished, like slow rain 

Falling for ever, pain by pain. 

The very hope of death's dear rest ; 

Which, since the heart within my breast 

Of natural life was dispossest. 

Its strange sustainer there had been. 

When flowers were dead, and grass was green 

Upon my mother's grave, — that mother 

Whom to outlive, and cheer, and make 

My wan eyes glitter for her sake, 

Was my vowed task, the single care 

Which once gave life to my despair, — 

When she was a thing that did not stir, 

And the crawling worms were cradling her 

To a sleep more deep and so more sweet 

Than a baby's rocked on its nurse's knee, 

1 lived ; a Uving pulse then beat 

Beneath my heart that awakened me. 

What was this pulse so warm and free ? 

Alas ! I knew it could not be 

My own dull blood : 'twas like a thought 

Of liquid love, that spread and wrought 

Under my bosom and in my brain, 

And crept with the blood through every vein ; 

And hour by hour, day after day. 

The wonder could not charm away. 

But laid in sleep my wakeful pain. 

Until I knew it was a child. 

And then I wept. For long, long years 

These frozen eyes had shed no tears : 

But now — 'twas the season fair and mild 

When April has wept itself to May : 

I aate through the sweet sunny day 

By my window bowered round with leaves, 

Ajnd down my cheeks the quick tears ran 



Like twinkling rain-drops from the eaves, 
When warm spring showera are passing o'er 

Helen, none can ever tell 

The joy it was to weep once more ! 

1 wept to think how hard it were 
To kill my babe, and take from it 
The sense of light, and the warm air. 
And my own fond and tender care. 
And love and smiles ; ere I knew yet 
That these for it might, as for me. 
Be the masks of a grinning mockery. 
And haply, I would dream, 'twere sweet 
To feed it from mv faded breast. 

Or mark my own heart's restless beat 

Rock it to its untroubled rest ; 

And watch the growing soul beneath 

Dawn in faint smiles ; and hear its breath, 

Half interrupted by calm sighs ; 

And search the depth of its fair eyes 

For long departed memories ! 

And so I lived till that sweet load 

Was lightened. Darkly forward flowed 

The stream of years, and on it bore 

Two shapes of gladness to my sight ; 

Two other babes, delightful more 

In my lost soul's abandoned night. 

Than their own country ships may be 

Sailing towards wrecked mariners. 

Who cling to the rock of a wintry sea. 

For each, as it came, brought soothing tears, 

And a loosening warmth, as each one lay 

Sucking the sullen milk away. 

About my frozen heart did play. 

And weaned it, oh how painfully ! — 

As they themselves were weaned each one 

From that sweet food, — even from the thirst 

Of death, and nothingness, and rest, 

Strange inmate of a living breast ! 

Which all that I had undergone 

Of grief and shame, since she, who first 

The gates of that dark refuge closed, 

Came to my sight, and almost burst 

The seal of that Lethean spring ; 

But these fair shadows interposed : 

For all delights are shadows now ! 

And from my brain to my dull brow 

The heavy tears gather and flow : 

I cannot speak — Oh let me weep I 

The tears which fell from her wan eyes 
Glimmered among the moonlight dew ! 
Her deep hard sobs and heavy sighs 
Their echoes in the darkness threw. 
When she grew calm, she thus did keep 
The tenor of her tale : — 

He died, 
I know not how. He was not old. 
If age be numbered by its years ; 
But he was bowed and bent with fears, 
Pale with the quenchless thirst of gold. 
Which, like fierce fever, left hira weak ; 
And his strait lip and bloated cheek 
Were warped in spasms by hollow sneers ; 
And selfish cares with barren plough. 
Not age, had lined his narrow brow, 
And foul and cruel thoughts, which feed 
Upon tlie withering life within. 
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Like vipers on some poisonous weed. 
Whether his ill were death or sin 
None knew, until he died indeed. 
And then men owned they were the same. 

Seven days within my chamber lay 
That corse, and my babes made holiday : 
At last, I told them what is death : 
The eldest, with a kind of shame, 
Gime to my knees with silent breath. 
And sate awe-stricken at my feet ; 
And soon the others left their play, 
And sate there too. It is unmeet 
To shed on the brief flower of youth 
The withering knowledge of the grave ; 
From me remorse then wrung that truth. 
I could not bear the joy which gave 
Too just a res|>on8e to mine own. 
In vain. I dared not feign a groan ; 
And in their artless looks I saw. 
Between the mists, of fear and awe, 
That my own thought wi^ theirs ; and they 
Expressed it not in words, but said, 
Each in its heart. How every day 
Will pass in happy work and play. 
Now he is dead and gone away ! 

After the funeral all our kin 

Assembled, and the will was read. 

My friend, I tell thee, even the dead 

Have strength, their putrid shrouds within. 

To blast and torture. Those who live 

Still fear the living, but a corse 

Is merciless, and jiower doth give 

To such pale tyrants half the spoil 

He rends from those who groan and toil. 

Because they blush not with remorse 

Among their crawling worms. Behold, 

I have no child ! my tale grows old 

With grief, and staggers : let it ittach 

The limits of my feeble sjMJCch, 

And langtiidly at length recline 

On the brink of its own grave and mine. 

Thou knowest what a thing is Poverty 

Among the fallen on evil days : 

*Tis Crime, and Fear, and Infamy, 

And houseless Want in frozen ways 

Wandering ungannented, and Pain, 

And, worse than all, that inward stain. 

Foul Self -con tempt, which drowns in sneers 

Youth's star-light smile, and makes its tears 

First like hot gall, then dry for ever ! 

And well thou knowest a mother never 

Could doom her children to this ill. 

And well he know the wimo. The will 

Imported, that if e'er ap\in 

I sought my chiUlren to b<'liold, 

Or in my birth-place did remain 

Beyond three; days, whose hours were told. 

They should inherit nought : and he, 

To whom next came tluir patrimony, 

A sallow lawyer, cruel and cold. 

Aye watched me, as the will was read. 

With eyc»s askance, which sought to see 

The secrets of my agony ; 

And with close lips and anxio\is brow 

Stood canvassing still to and fro 

The chance of my resolve, and all 

The dead man's caution just did call ; 



For in that killing lie 'twas said — 
<' She is adulterous, and doth hold 
In secret that the Cliristian creed 
Is false, and therefore is much need 
That I should have a care to save 
My children from eternal fire." 
Friend, he was sheltered by the grave. 
And therefore dared to be a liar 1 
In truth, the Indian on the p}Te 
Of her dead husband, half-consumed, 
As well might there be false, as I 
To those abhorred embraces doomed. 
Far worse than fire's brief agony. 
As to the Christian creed, if true 
Or false, I never questioned it : 
I took it as the vulgar do : 
Nor my vext soul liad leisure yet 
To doubt the things men say, or deem 
That they arc other tlian tliey seem. 

All present who those crimes did hear. 

In feigned or actual scorn and fear. 

Men, women, children, slunk away. 

Whispering with self-contented pride. 

Which half suspects its own base lie. 

I spoke to none, nor did abide. 

But silently I went my way. 

Nor noticed I where joyously 

Sate my two younger iMtbes at play. 

In the court-yard through which I past ; 

But went with footsteps firm and fast 

Till I came to the brink of the ocean green. 

And there, a woman with grey hairs. 

Who had my mother's servant been. 

Kneeling, with many tears and prayers, 

Made me accept a purse of gold. 

Half of the earnings she had kept 

To refuge her when weak and old. 

With woe, which never sleeps or slept, 

I wander now. 'Tis a vain thought — 

But on yon alp, whose snowy head 

'Mid the azure air is islanded 

(We see it o'er the flood of cloud. 

Which sunrise from its eastern caves 

Drives, wrinkling into golden waves. 

Hung with its precipices proud. 

From that grey stone where first we met). 

There, now who knows the dead feel nought ! 

Should be my grave ; for he who yet 

Is my soul's soul, once said : " 'Twere sweet 

'Mid stars and lightnings to abide, 

And winds and lulling snows, that beat 

With their soft flakes the mountain wide. 

When weary meteor lamps repose. 

And languid storms their pinions close : 

And all things strong and bright and pure. 

And evor-during, aye endure : 

\Vli(» knows, if one were buried there. 

But these things might our spirits make. 

Amid the all-surrounding air. 

Their own eternity partake ! " 

Then 'twas a wild and playful sajing 

At which I laughed or stK'nuHi to laugh : 

They were his words : now heed my praying, 

A\u\ let them be my epitiiph. 

Thv nienmrv for a tenn niav be 

Mv monument. Wilt reinemlH^r me ! 

I know thou wilt, and canst forgive 

Whilst in this erring world to live 
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My soul disdained not, that I thought 
Its lying forms were worthy aught, 
And much less thee. 

HELEN. 

O speak not so, 
But come to me and pour thy woe 
Into this heart, full though it be, 
Aye overflowing with its own : 
I thought that grief had severed me 
From all beside who weep and groan ; 
Its likeness upon earth to be, 
Its expwss image ; but thou art 
More wretched. Sweet ! we will not part 
Henceforth, if death be not division ; 
If so, the dead feel no contrition. 
But wilt thou hear, since last we parted 
AU that has left me broken-hearted ? 

ROSALIND. 

Yes, speak. The faintest stars are scarcely shorn 
Of their thin beams, by that delusive morn 
Which sinks again in darkness, like the light 
Of early love, soon lost in total night. 



HELEN. 

Alas ! Italian winds are mild, 

But my bosom is cold — wintry cold — 

When the warm air weaves, among the fresh leaves 

Soft music, my poor brain is wild. 

And I am weak like a nursling cliild. 

Though my soid with grief is grey and old. 

ROSALIND. 

Weep not at thine own words, tho' they must make 
Me weep. What is thy tale { 

HELEN. 

I fear 'twill shake 
Thy gentle heart with tears. Thou well 
Rememberest when we met no more, 
And, though I dwelt with Lionel, 
That friendless caution pierced me sore 
With grief — a wound my spirit bore 
Indignantly ; but when he died. 
With him lay dead both hope and pride. 

Alas ! all hope is buried now. 

But then men dreamed the aged earth 

Was labouring in that mighty birth^ 

Which many a poet and a sage 

Has aye foreseen — the happy age 

When truth and love shall dwell below 

Among the works and ways of men ; 

Which on this world not power but will 

Even now is wanting to fulfil. 

Among mankind what thence befel 

Of strife, how vain, is known too well ; 

When Liberty's dear paean fell 

'Mid murderous howls. To Lionel, 

Though of great wealth and lineage high, 

Yet through those dungeon walls there came 

Thy thrilling light, O Liberty ! 

And as the meteor's midnic^ht flame 

Startles the dreamer, sun-like truth 

Flashed on his visionary youth. 

And filled him, not with love, but faith. 

And hope, and courage mute in death ; 

For love and life in him were twins, 



Bom at one birth : in every other 

First life, then love its course begins. 

Though they be children of one mother ; 

And so through this dark world they fleet 

Divided, till in death they meet : 

But he loved all things ever. Then 

He passed amid the strife of men. 

And stood at the throne of armed power 

Pleading for a world of woe : 

Secure as one on a rock-built tower 

O'er the wrecks which the surge trails to and fro, 

'Mid the passions wild of human kind 

He stood, like a spirit calming them ; 

For, it was said, his words could bind 

Like music the lulled crowd, and stem 

That torrent of unquiet dream 

Which mortals truth and reason deem, 

But is revenge and fear, and pride. 

Joyous he was ; and hope and peace 

On all who heard him did abide. 

Raining like dew from bis sweet talk. 

As where the evening star may walk 

Along the brink of the gloomy seas. 

Liquid mists of splendour quiver. 

His very gestures touched to tears 

The unpersuaded tyrant, never 

So moved before ; his presence stung 

The torturers wth their victims' pain, 

And none knew how ; and through their ears, 

The subtle witchcraft of his tongue 

Unlocked the hearts of those who keep 

Gold, the world's bond of slavery. 

Men wondered and some sneered to see 

One sow what he could never reap : 

For he is rich, they said, and young. 

And might drink from the depths of luxurj*. 

If he seeks fame, fame never crowned 

The champion of a trampled creed : 

If he seeks power, power is enthroned 

'Mid ancient rights and wrongs, to feed 

Which hungry wolves with praise and spoil. 

Those who would sit near power must toil ; 

And such, there sitting, all may see. 

What seeks he I All that others seek 

He casts away, like a vile weed 

Which the sea casts unreturningly. 

That poor and hungry men should break 
The laws which wreak them toil and scorn. 
We understand ; but Lionel 
We know is rich and nobly bom. 
So wondered they ; yet all men loved 
Young Lionel, though few approved ; 
All but the priests, whose hatred fell 
Like the unseen blight of a smiling day. 
The withering honey-dew, which clings 
Under the bright green buds of May, 
Whilst they unfold their emerald wings : 
For he made verses wild and queer 
On the strange creeds priests hold so dear. 
Because they bring them land and gold. 
Of devils and saints and all such gear. 
He made tales which whoso heard or read 
Would laugh till he were almost dead. 
So this grew a proverb : " Don't get old 
Till Lionel's ' liquet in hell' you hear. 
And then you will laugh yourself young again." 
So the priests hated him, and he 
i Repaid their hate with cheerful glee. 
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All ! wiiilrti .inil jovanif <|uii-kly dipii, 

Kiir \<nl>lK iw\v icn-v |Mil.' aiid Jiui 

l,tu>iilIo[v.Irim.'iiiidii>l>-. 

Aiiil in i" *«*""»! "ithrn-d liim. 

An ■ •UiiimiT fli.ww tliat bluws too Boon 

IlrmiiM ill l>ii' mnile of the wanine mcwn, 

WKi'uilHi-kltprBtlirouiihsn Apnl niglit 

■ Tliefiv™nJ.-"OfwrintlitigbliRlil. 

i None uo* hoped more. Gre,v Puwer wm b. 
SiJrlr on hpr «ii«!»tr»! thmiie ; 
And Twth, the I'jtbun, mid..f™tpfl, 
Ureo to iw blood-eHuned stopa drngsed on 
Her foul and woiioduil train ; ami nu-n 
Were tmnyM '"J dLW.ved .gnin, 
And ■onb aitd shotrs BRain '^U'' hind 
The wullng ailiea of Jiumankind 
InifiirDUiilfuaiae. FireandUiwd 
Ruw] niund the mging inultiHide, 
To fields remote bj; Ijrwits wnt 
To be the Bpomed inslmmEnt, 
With which they drag from rained of gore 
The cbaini their slaves yet ever non- ; 
And in the slivi'f^ men met eiwli other. 
And by old iill:u> uiid in halls, 
And smiled n-,Ma ntfestiya^. 
Rill eutli "Hill liiu.»d in Ilia hearts brollinr 
Culd cheer ; for i.11, though In If deceived. 
The outworn ireeds ajtain belivved, 

I And the »rae r«m,d nnew bepin. 

I Which (he *.e»rj' ^°"^ ?" "'"''' ""'■ 

; Many then wept, not ie«s, bu( pall. 

! Wilhin their heart*, like drops winch fall 

. Wneting the fountain -stone a«-flj. 
And in that dark and ovil day 
Did all desires and Ihoughls. Ihat cinun 
Jlen's care— amhilion, friendship, fame, 
i^ve, hope, though hopo was now despair— 
liidiio tlie TOhiura of this change, 
As from the all--iurroundirg uir 
Tiie earth lal<e« hum olmcure and stmnci', 
W'hen storm and curlhiiualje linger tlirre. 

And so, my friend, it llien bt-fel 

Toroanv, most to Lionel, 

Whowbope was like the life of youth 

Vilhill hini. ■"'' "''O" ''™"» beeaiiie 

A spirit of unresting flan, 

Which gofcded hnii in Inn di.«tres9 
<(r«r the world's vast wildemeta, 
^ivcyrani he left his native (and. 

Ami on tlie frmrlh, when he rvlumed. 

iione kni'W hini : In- was filricken deep 
V'iih Kline diseusc of Dtind, and luru.sl 

|ni.>.ii«lit unlike LkiiHd. _ 

tn hini — on whrira, did he pnuse in slepp, 
t^nvnest srailea wtre wont to kpep, 

liliU did lie wake, a winged tiand 
«tf hriitht perf uueioiiB, whieli had fed 
i)n 111" sWMl IJpH and Liquid evBB, 
Kel>t (h'-ir swift pinions tuJ J oul spread, 
T(i ihi on men liJs least ciimmsud — 
lln him, whom onct 'l».asi.iinnlise 
Kv'ii t") tirhid, n>yt mi»i-ry lay : 
In hill own hfarl "iwati iiiereik.ns 
1\i all tliiiiKS uUe nunc may express 
lla Imivcenec and tendernei^!. 



In distant lands, and been deeedved 

By Kome strange show J for there were found. 

Blotted with tean, as those relieved 

By their own woirda are woiil to do. 

These mournful verses on the ground. 

By all who read them blotted too. 

"How am I changed I my hopes were once lite f5r« 
! Iovotl,and I believed that life was love. 
How am I lost ! on wings of uwifl deoire 
Among Heaven's winds my spirit once dtd move, 
I slept, and silver dreams did aye inspire 
My liquid sleep. I woke, and didapprtve 
All nature to my iiearl, and thought to make 
A paradise of earth for one swecl sake. 

1 feel desire, lint hope not. O, from sleep 
Most vainly must my weary braui imploi-o 
IW long-lost flattery now. I waJio t.i wcc[i. 
And Bit IhroQEh the long day gnawing the Cftrw 
Of my hitter heart, and, like a miser, keep. 
Since none in what I feel take pain orpleiumre. 
To my own soul its self-conauuiing treasure." 

He dwelt beside me near the ttca ; 

And oft in eveninj; did we meet, 

When tie waves, beneath the atnr-light, IIib 

O'er the yellow sands with ail vcr feet, 

Andtalkcd. Our lalk was sad and swi^et. 

Till slowly from Uk mien there passed 

The desolation which it spoke [ 

And Slidles, — as when the lightning's blast 

Has parched some heaven-delighting oak, 

Tho next spring allows leaves pale and rare. 

But like Howers delicate and fair, 

On its rent boughs — again arraved 

His coimtenaneo in tender light ; 

His words grew subtle fire, which made 

The air his lu-arers breathed delight ; 

HiH motions, like (he winds, were free, 

Which bond the bright grass gracefuUv, 

Tlien fade away in circlelfl faint : 

And winged Hope, on which uplnme 

His soul seemed hovering in liis eyea, 

J.ilesorae bright spirit newly-born 
Floaling amid thesuany skies, 

Sjirang forth from lis rent heart anew. 

"\ot o'er his talk, and looks, and Tflien, 

Tempering theiVJoi-elness too keen, 

Past woo its shadow backward threw. 

Till like an exhalation, epivad 

From flowers haJf drituk with evenuig -lew, 

They did liecome infectious : sweet 

And Bubile mists of sense and Ihoughl. 

Which iapt us soon, V/hen we might meet, 

Almost from our own looks, and au"h[ 

The wide world holds. Anil so, liis mind 

Was healed, while mine gn'w sick witii fear ■ 

Forever now Jiishealtli declined, 

Like some fmil hark which cannot bear 

Tlieimpnifleufan altered wind, 

Thdugli pros[*rouB ; ami my heart grew full 

'Mid its new joy of a new care ; 

for his cheek became, not pale, but fiiir, 

As ro9C-o'ersliadowed mimare; 

And soon his dec[i and sunny liair. 

In this alone less iK'autifiil, 

Like grass in tninlis grew wild anil rare. 

The blood in hU traiihhirent veins 

Ileal, not like animal life, but love 
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Seemed now its sallen springs to move. 

When life had failed, and all its ))ains ; 

And sudden sleep would seize him oft 

Like death, so calm, but that a tear, 

His pointed eye-lashes between. 

Would gather in the light serene 

Of smiles, whose lustre bright and soft 

Beneatli lay undulating there. 

His breath was like inconstant flame. 

As eagerly it went and came ; 

And I hung o'er him in his sleep, 

Till, like an image in the lake 

Which rains distui'b, my tears would break 

The shadow of that slumber deep ; 

Then he would bid mc not to weep. 

And say, with flattery false, yet sweet, 

That death and he could never meet, 

If I would never part with him. 

And so we loved, and did unite 

All that in us was yet divided : 

For when he said, that many a rite. 

By men to bind but once provided. 

Could not be shared by him and me, 

Or they would kill him in their glee, 

I shuddered, and then laughing Haid, 

** We will have rites our faith to bind, 

But our church shall be the starry night, 

Our altar the grassy earth outHpread, 

And our priest the muttering wind." 

'Twas sunset as I spoke : one star 

Had scarce burst forth, when from afar 

The ministers of misrule sent. 

Seized upon Lionel, and bore 

His chained limbs to a dreary tower, 

In the midst of a city vast and wide. 

For he, they said, from hia mind had bent 

Against their gods keen blasphemy, 

For which, though his soul must roasted be 

In hell's red lakes immortally, 

Yet even on earth must he abide 

The vengeance of their slaves — a trial, 

I thi;ik, men call it. What avail 

Are prayers and tears, which chase denial 

From the fierce savage, nursed in hate ? 

What the knit soul tl^t pleading and pale 

Makes wan the quivering cheek, which late 

It painted with its own delight ? 

We were divided. As I could, 

I stilled the tingling of my blood. 

And followed him in their despite. 

As a widow follows, pale and wild. 

The murderers and corse of her only child ; 

And when we came to the prison door. 

And I prayed to share his dungeon floor 

With prayers which rarely have been spumed. 

And when men drove me forth and I 

Stared with blank frenzy on the sky, 

A farewell look of love he turned, 

Half-calming me ; then gazed awhile. 

As if through that black and massy pile, 

And through the crowd around him there, 

And through the dense and murky air. 

And the thronged streets, he did espy 

What poets knew and prophecy ; 

And said, with voice that made them shiver, 

And clung like music in my bnun, 

And which the mute walls spoke again 

Prolonging it with deepened strain — 

•* Fear not the tyrants shall rule for ever, 



Or the priests of the bloody faith ; 
They stand on the brink of that mighty river. 
Whose waves they have tainted with death : 
It is fed from the depths of a thousand dells. 
Around them it foams, and rages, and swells. 
And their swords and their sceptres I floating see. 
Like wrecks, in the surge of eternity.*' 



» 



I dwelt beside the prison gate, 

And the strange crowd that out and in 

Passed, some, no doubt, with mine own fate, 

Might have fretted me wiUi its ceaseless din, 

But the fever of care was louder within. 

Soon, but too late, in penitence 

Or fear, his foes released him thence : 

I saw his thin and languid form. 

As leaning on the jailer's arm, 

Whose hardened eyes grew moist the while, 

To meet his mute and faded smile, 

And hear his words of kind farewell, 

He tottered forth from his damp cell. 

Many had never wept before. 

From whom fast tears then gushed and fell : 

Many will relent no more. 

Who sobbed like infants then ; aye, all 

Who thronged the prison's stony hall. 

The rulers or the slaves of law 

Felt with a new surprise and awe 

That they were human, till strong shame 

Made them again become the same. 

The prison blood-hounds, huge and grim. 

From human looks the infection caught, 

And fondly crouched and fawned on him ; 

And men have heard the prisoners say. 

Who in their rotting dungeons lay. 

That from that hour, throughout one day, 

The fierce despair and hate, which kept 

Their trampled bosoms, almost slept : 

When, like twin vultures, they hung feeding 

On each heart's wound, wide torn and bleeding. 

Because their jailer's rule, they thought, 

Grew merciful, like a parent's sway. 

I know not how, but we were free : 

And Lionel sate alone with me. 

As the carriage drove through the streets apace ; 

And we looked upon each other's face ; 

And the blood in our fingers intertwined 

Ran like the thoughts of a single mind. 

As the swift emotions went and came 

Through the veins of each united frame. 

So through the long long streets we past 

Of the million-peopled city vast ; 

Which is Uiat desert, where each one 

Seeks his mate yet is alone. 

Beloved and sought and mourned of none ; 

Until the clear blue sky was seen. 

And the grassy meadows bright and green. 

And then I sunk in his embrace. 

Enclosing there a mighty space 

Of love : and so we travelled on 

By woods, and fields of yellow flowers, 

And towns, and villages, and towers, 

Day after day of happy hours. 

It was the azure time of June, 

When the skies are deep in the stainless noon, 

And the warm and fitful breezes shake 

The fresh green leaves of the hedge-row brier ; 

And there were odours then to make 

The very breath we did respire 

A liquid element, whereon 
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I'ii.t ^1.4 i^ hx- .^i- vuk <Bubil«» wings, 
I U,.\ .1 4- 1. 1 iinu^Usl Ur Mway, 
Mill liu \^.Mia ^uuU of the sunny day. 
\.iil \idk»u itio owukU}; titar came forth 
Vlis'w iUs.' oui'w of tho now bent moon, 
\iia li>;Ui ^lul MMinil vbbed from the earth, 
I iK« ihi< ii\U' of tho full and weary sea 
(\« \\w yW\*\\i^ of itM own tranquillity, 
\»ui mtiiu^** to itN own repose 
M«\l liko «N(U*th*H bn^athless sleep attune: 
\ iko tlowoiit, which cm each other close 
Tlioir lui^uiil leaves when day-light's gone. 
Wo Un, till now emotions came, 
W Inoli iMMMuod to make each mortal frame 
tMio noul of interwoven flame, 
A lito in lifts a second birth. 
In worlds diviner far than earth. 
Which, like two strains of harmony 
That mingle in the silent sky. 
Then slowly disunite, past by 
And left the tenderness of tears, 
A soft obUvion of all fears, 
A sweet sleep : so we travelled on 
Till we came to the home of Lionel, 
Among the mountains wild and lone, 
Deside the hoai'y western sea, 
Which near the verge of the echoing shore 
The massy forest shadowed o'er. 

The ancient steward, with hair all hoar, 

As we alighted, wept to see 

His master changed so fearfully; 

And the old man's sobs did waken mo 

From my dream of unremaining gladness ; 

The truth flashed o*er me like quick madness 

When 1 looked, and sivw that there was death 

On Lionel : yet day by day 

He lived, till fear grew hope and faith. 

And in rny soul I dared to say, 

Nothing; so bright can pass away : 

Death is dark, and foul, and dull. 

But he is — () how beautiful ! 

Yet day by day he grew more weak. 

And bis sweet voice, when he might speak. 

Which ne'er was loud, became more low ; 

And the light which flashed through his waxen cheek 

Grew faint, as the rose-like hues which flow 

From sunset o'er the Alpine snow : 

And death seemed not like death in him. 

For the spirit of life o'er every limb 

Lingered, a mist of sense and thought. 

When the summer wind faint odours brought 

From niount<iin flowers, even as it j>assed, 

His cheek would change, as the noon-day sea 

Which the <Iying breeze sweeps fitfully. 

If but a cloud the sky o'ercast, 

You might see his colour come and go. 

And the softest strain of music made 

Sweet smiles, yet sad, arise and fade 

Amid the dew of his tender eves ; 

And the breath, with intermitting flow. 

Made his pale lips quiver and part. 

You might hear the beatings of his heart, 

Quick, but not strong ; and with my tresses 

When oft he playfully would bind 

In the bowers of mossy lonelinesses 

His neck, and win me so to mingle 

In the sweet depth of woven caresses, 

And our faint limbs were intertwined. 



Alas ! the unquiet life did tingle 

From mine own heart through every vein. 

Like a captive in dreams of liberty. 

Who beats the walls of his stony cell. 

But his, it seemed already free, ^ 

Like the shadow of fire surrounding me ! 

On my faint eyes and limbs did dwell 

That spirit as it passed, till soon. 

As a frail cloud wandering o'er the moon. 

Beneath its light invisible. 

Is seen when it folds its grey wings again 

To alight on midnight's dusky plain, 

I lived and saw, and the gathering soul 

Passed from beneath that strong control, 

And I fell on a life which was sick with fear 

Of all the woe that now I bear. 

Amid a bloomless myrtle wood. 

On a green and sea-girt promontory, 

Not far from whei*e we dwelt, there stood 

In record of a sweet sad story. 

An altar and a temple bright 

Circled by steps, and o'er the gate 

Was sculptured, " To Fidelity ;" 

And in the shrine an image sate, 

All veiled: but there was seen the light 

Of smiles, which faintly could express 

A mingled pain and tenderness, 

Through that ethereal drapery. 

The left hand held the head, the right — 

Beyond the veil, beneath the skin. 

You might see the nerves quivering within — 

Was forcing the point of a barbed dart 

Into its side-convulsing heart. 

An unskilled hand, yet one informed 

With genius, had the marble warmed 

With that pathetic life. This tale 

It told: A dog had from the sea, 

When the tide was raging fearfully. 

Dragged Lionel's mother, weak and pale. 

Then died beside her on the sand, 

And she that temple thence had planned; 

But it was Lionel's own hand 

Had wrought the image. Each new moon 

That lady did, in this lone fane. 

The rites of a religion sweet, 

Whose god was in her heart and brain: 

The seasons' loveliest flowers were strewn 

On the marble floor beneath her feet. 

And she brought crowns of sea-buds white. 

Whose odour is so sweet and faint, 

And wet»ds, like bitmching chrysolite, 

Woven in devices fine and quaint. 

And tears fi*oni her brown eyes did stain 

The altar: necnl but look upon 

That dying statue, fair and wan. 

If tears should cease, to weep again : 

And rare Arabian odours came. 

Through the myrtle copses, steaming thence 

From the hissing frankincense, 

Whose smoke, wool-white as ocean foam. 

Hung in dense flocks l)eneath the dome, 

That ivory dome, whose azure night 

With golden stars, like heaven, was bright 

O'er the sj)iit cedars' pointed flame ; 

And the lady's harp would kindle there 

The melody of an old air. 

Softer than sUh>p ; the villagers 

Mixt their religion up with liers. 

And as they listened round, slied tears. 
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One eve he led me to this fane : 

Daylight on its last purple cloud 

Was lingering grey, and soon her strain 

The nightingale b^an ; now ^ud, 

Climbing in circles the windless sky, 

Now dying mosic ; suddenly 

*Ti8 scattered in a thousand notes, 

And now to the hushed ear it floats 

Like field-smells known in infancy. 

Then failing, soothes the air again. 

We sate within that temple lone, 

Pavilioned round with Parian stone: 

His mother's harp stood near, and oft 

I bad awakened muHic soft 

Amid its wires: the nightingale 

Was pausing in her heaven-taught tale : 

^ Now drain the cup,*' said Lionel, 

** Which the poet-bird has crowned so well 

With the wine of her blight and liquid song ! 

Heardst thou not sweet words among 

That heaven-resounding minstrelsy ! 

Heardst thou not, that those who die 

Awake in a world of ecstacy I 

That love, when limbs are interwoven. 

And sleep, when the niglit of life is cloven. 

And thought, to the world's dim boundaries 

clinging. 
And music, when one beloved is singing, 
Is death I Let us drain right joyously 
The cup which the sweet bird fills for me." 

He paused, and to my lips he bent 

His own : like spirit his words went 

Through all my limbs with the speed of fire ; 

And his keen eyes, glittering through mine, 

Filled me with the flame divine, 

Which in their orbs was burning far, 

Like the light of an unmeasured star, 

In the sky of midnight dark and deep: 

Yes, 'twas his soul that did inspire 

Sounds, which my skill could ne'er awaken ; 

And first, I felt my fingers sweep 

The harp, and a long quivering cry 

Burst from my lips in symphony : 

The dusk and solid air was shaken. 

As swift and swifter the notes came 

From my touch, that wandered like quick flame. 

And from my bosom, labouring 

With some unutterable thing : 

The awful sound of my own voice made 

My faint lips tremble ; in some mood 

Of wordless thought Lionel stood 

So pale, that even beside his cheek 

The snowy column from its shade 

Caught whiteness : yet his countenance 

Raised upward, burned with radiance 

Of spirit-piercing joy, whose light, 

Like the moon struggling through the night 

Of whirlwind-rifted clouds, did break 

With beams that might not be confined. 

I paused, but soon his gestures kindled 

New power, as by the moving wind 

The waves are lifted, and my song 

To low soft notes now changed and dwindled. 

And from the twinkling wires among. 

My languid fingers drew and flung 

Circles of life-dissolving sound. 

Yet faint : in aery rings they bound 

My Lionel, who, as every strain 

Grew fjunter but more sweet, his mien 



Sunk with the sound relaxedly ; 
And slowly now he turned to me. 
As slowly faded from his face 
That awful joy : with looks serene 
He was soon drawn to my embrace. 
And my wild song then died away 
In murmurs : words, I dare not say, 
We mixed, and on his lips mine fed 
Till they methought felt still and cold : 
" What is it with thee, love !" I said ; 
No word, no look, no motion I yes. 
There was a change, but spare to guess, 
Nor let that moment's hope be told. 
I looked, and knew that he was dead, 
And fell, as the eagle on the plain 
Falls when life deserts her brain. 
And the mortal lightning is veiled again. 
O that I were now dead ! but such, 
Did they not, love, demand too much, 
Those dying murmurs ! He forbad. 

that I once a^in were mad ! 
And yet, dear Rosalind, not so. 
For I would live to share thy woe. 
Sweet boy ! did I forget thee too ! 
Alas, we know not what we do 
When we speak words. 

No memory mor* 
Is in my mind of that sea-shore. 
Madness came on me, and a troop 
Of misty shapes did seem to sit 
Beside me, on a vessel's poop. 
And the clear north-wind was driving it. 
Then I heard strange tongues, and saw strange 

flowers. 
And the stars methought grew unlike ours. 
And the azure sky and the stormless sea 
Made me believe that 1 had died. 
And waked in a world, which was to me 
Drear hell, though heaven to all beside. 
Then a dead sleep fell on my mind. 
Whilst animal life many long years 
Had rescued from a cliasm of tears ; 
And when I woke, I wept to find 
Thiit the same lady, bright and wise, 
With silver locks and quick brown eyes. 
The mother of my Lionel, 
Had tended me in n;y distress. 
And died some months before. Nor less 
Wonder, but far more peace and joy. 
Brought in that hour my lovely boy ; 
For through that trance my soul had well 
The impress of thy being kept ; 
And if I waked, or if 1 slept, 
No doubt, though memory faithless be. 
Thy image ever dwelt on me ; 
And thus, O Lionel ! like thee 
Is our sweet child. 'Tis sure most strange 

1 knew not of so great a change. 

As that which gave him birth, who now 
Is all the solace of my woe. 

That Lionel great wealth had left 
By will to me, and that of all 
The ready lies of law bereft. 
My child and me might well befall. 
But let me think not of the scorn. 
Which from the meanest I have borne. 
When, for my child's beloved sake, 
I mixed with slaves, to vindicate 
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^k «%i«. t^eni8ch'«s do make : 

s y^\MbU miffering the same 
v^ :,.« .v-wi^ «ht> live in deathless fame. 

>;k- *%^w^l»— ** Lo, where red momlDg thro' the 

I » ^^imiiig oVr the dew ! " said Rosalind. 

\«ivi with these words they rose, and towards the 

rtiMMl 
\\(\\\<* blue Uke, beneath the leaves now wind 
Willi iMjiial steps and fingers intertwined : 
Thonw t(» a lonely dwelling, where the shore 
U nhndowed with rocks, and cypresses 
CI(*nvo with their dark green cones the silent 

skicH, 
An<l with their shadows the clear depths below. 
And where a little terrace from its bowers. 
Of blooming myrtle and faint lemon-flowers, 
Scatters its sense-dissolving fragrance o'er 
The liquid marble of the windless lake ; 
And where the aged forest's limbs look hoar. 
Under the leaves which their green garments 

make. 
They come: 'tis Helen's home, and clean and 

white. 
Like one which tyrants spare on our own land 
In some such solitude, its casements bright 
Shone through their vine-leaves in the morning 

sun. 
And even within 'twas scarce like Italy. 
And when she saw how all things there were 

planned, 
As in an English home, dim memory 
Disturbed poor Rosalind : she stood as one 
Whoso mind is where his body cannot be, 
Till Helen lc<l her where her child yet slept, 
And said, " Observe, that brow was Lionel's, 
Those lips were his, and so he ever kept 
One arm in sleep, pillowing his head with it. 
You cannot see his eyes, they are two wells 
Of liquid love : let us not wake him yet." 
But Rosalind could bear no more, and wept 
A shower of burning tears, which fell upon 
His face, and so his opening lashes shone 
With tears unlike his own, as he did leap 
In sudden wonder from his innocent sleep. 



So Rosalind and Helen lived together 
Thenceforth, changed in all else, yet friends again. 
Such as they were, when o'er the mountain heather 
They wandered in tiieir youth, through sun and 

rain. 
And after many years, for human things 
Change even like the ocean and the wind. 
Her daughter was restored to Rosalind, 
And in their circle thence some visitings 
Of joy 'mid their new calm would intervene : 
A lovely child she was, of looks serene. 
And motions which o'er things indifferent shed 
The grace and gentleness from whence they came. 
And Helen's boy grew with her, and they fed 
From the same flowers of thought, until each mind 
Like springs which mingle in one flood became. 
And in their union soon their parents saw 
The shadow of the peace denied to them. 
And Rosalind, — ^for when the living stem 
Is cankered in its heart, the tree must fall, — 
Died ere her time ; and with deep grief and awe 
The pale survivors followed her remains 
Beyond the region of dissolving rains, 
Up the cold mountain she was wont to call 
Her tomb ; and on Chiavenna's precipice 
They raised a p^Tamid of lasting ice. 
Whose polished sides, ere day had yet b^on. 
Caught the first glow of the unrisen sun. 
The last, when it had sunk ; and through the night 
The charioteers of Arctos wheeled round 
Its glittering point, as seen from Helen's home, 
Whose sad inhabitants each year would come. 
With willing steps climbing that rugged height. 
And hang long locks of hair, and ganands bound 
With amaranth flowers, which, in the dime's 

despite. 
Filled the frore air with unaccustomed light : 
Such flowers, as in the wintry memory bloom 
Of one friend left, adorned that frozen tomb. 

Helen, whose spirit ^"as of softer mould, 

Whose sufierings too were less, death slowlier led 

Into the peace of his dominion cold : 

She died among her kindred, being old ; 

And know, that if love die not in the dead 

As in the living, none of mortal kind 

Are blest, as now Helen and Rosalind. 



LINES WRITTEN AMONG THE EUGANEAN HILLS. 



Many a green isle needs must be 
In the deep wide sea of misery, 
Or the mariner, worn and wan, 
Never thus could voyage on 
Day and night, and night and day, 
Drifting on his dreary way. 
With the solid darkness black 
Closing round his vessel's track ; 
Whilst above, the sunless sky. 
Big with clouds, hangs heavily. 
And behind the tempest fleet 
Hurries on with lightning feet, 
Riving sail, and cord, and plank. 
Till the ship has almost drank 
Death from the o'er-brimming deep ; 
And sinks down, down, like that sleep 
When the dreamer seems to be 
Weltering through eternity ; 
And the dim low line before 
Of a dark and distant shore 
Still recedes, as ever still 
Longing with divided will ; 
But no power to seek or shun. 
He is ever drifted on 
O'er the unreposing wave. 
To the haven of the grave. 
What, if there no friends will greet ; 
What, if there no heart will meet 
His with love's impatient beat ; 
Wander wheresoe'er he may. 
Can he dream before that day 
To find refuge from distress 
In friendship's smile, in love's caress ! 
Then 'twill wreak him little woe 
Whether such there be or no : 
Senseless is the breast, and cold. 
Which relenting love would fold ; 
Bloodless are the veins and chill 
Which the pulse of pain did fill ; 
Every little living nerve 
That from bitter words did swerve 
Round the tortured lips and brow. 
Are like sapless leaflets now 
Frozen upon December's bough. 



On the beach of a northern sea 
Which tempests shake eternally. 
As once the wretch there lay to sleep. 
Lies a solitary heap. 
One white skull and seven dry bones. 
On the margin of the stones, 
Where a few grey rushes stand, 
Boundaries of the sea and land : 
Nor is heard one voice of wail 
But the sea-mews, as they sail 
O'er the biUows of the gale ; 
Or the whirlwind up and down 
Howling, like a slaughtered town. 



When a king in glory rides 
Through the pomp of fratricides : 
Those unburied bones around 
There is many a mournful sound ; 
There is no lament for him. 
Like a sunless vapour, dim, 
Who once clothed with life and thought 
What now moves nor murmurs not. 

Ay, many flowering islands lie 

In the waters of wide Agony : 

To such a one this mom was led 

My bark, by soft winds piloted. 

'^lid the mountains Euganean, 

I stood listening to the pcean 

With which the legioned rooks did hail 

The sun's uprise majestical ; 

Gathering round with wings all hoar. 

Through the dewy mist they soar 

Like grey shades, till the eastern heaven 

Bursts, and then, as clouds of even. 

Flecked with fire and azure, lie 

In the unfathomable sky. 

So their plumes of purple grain. 

Starred with drops of golden rain. 

Gleam above the sunlight woods. 

As in silent multitudes 

On the morning's fitful gale 

Through the broken mist they sail ; 

And the vapours cloven and gleaming 

Follow down the dark steep streaming. 

Till all is bright, and clear, and still, 

Round the solitary hill. 

Beneath is spread like a green sea 
The waveless plain of Lombardy, 
Bounded by the vaporous air. 
Islanded by cities fair ; 
Underneath day's azure eyes. 
Ocean's nursling, Venice lies, — 
A peopled labyrinth of walls, 
Amphitrite's destined halls. 
Which her hoary sire now paves 
With his blue and beaming waves. 
Lo I the sun upsprings behind. 
Broad, red, radiant, half-recUned 
On the level quivering line 
Of the waters crystalline ; 
And before that chasm of light. 
As within a furnace bright. 
Column, tower, and dome, and spire. 
Shine like obelisks of fire. 
Pointing with inconstant motion 
From the altar of dark ocean 
To the sapphire-tinted skies ; 
As the flames of sacrifice 
From the marble shrines did rise 
As to pierce the dome of gold 
Where Apollo spoke of old. 
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*v».. ^a^ s,H\ ' ulnm hwt been 

\ \ .a.JO^ «ml f hon bis queen ; 

\ 'M 4. .\tM>' « «Urkor day, 
y..,. iUHt. «.^su muAt be bis prey, 
•i -.u- y**''»\*r tb«t raiHed thee here 
tiii:i(/«k «.* I by watory bier. 
V i<A ylivar ruin then than now, 
V^ vN th^ iHuuiuwt-branded brow 
xusvf^U): to the slave of slaves 
^>>MU lb\ tlin)ne among tlie waves, 
\\ \U I boll be, when the sea-mew 
^Mm^. «h once before it flew, 
OVr ibino isles depopulate, 
Aiul all is in its ancient state, 
Siiv(« whore many a palace-gate 
Willi green sea-flowers overgroinn 
Like a n)ck of ocean's own, 
Topples o'er the abandon'd sea 
Ah Uie tides change sullenly. 
The fisher on his watery way. 
Wandering at the close of day. 
Will spread his sail and seize his oar. 
Till he pass the gloomy shore. 
Lest thy dead should, from their slei^p 
Bursting o'er the starlight deep. 
Lead a rapid masque of death 
O'er tlie waters of his path. 

Those who alone thy towers behold 
Quivering through a£rial gold. 
Ah I now behold them here. 
Would imagine not they were 
Sepulchres, where human forms. 
Like pollution-nourish 'd worms. 
To the corpse of greatness cling. 
Murdered and now mouldering : 
But if Freedom should awake 
In her omnipotence, and hhake 
PVom the Celtic Anarch s hold 
All the keys of dungeons cold. 
Where a hundi"ed cities lie 
Chained like thee, ingloriously. 
Thou and all thy sister band 
Might adorn this sunny land, 
Twining memories of old time 
With new virtues more sublime ; 
If not, perish thou and they ; 
CUuids which stiiin truth's rising day 
By her sun consumed away, 
Earth can spare ye ; while like flowers. 
In the waste of years and houi*8. 
From your dust new nations spring 
With more kindly blossoming. 

Perish ! let there only be 
Floating o'er thy hearthless sea, 
As the garment of thy sky 
Clothes the world immortally, 
One remembrance, more sublime 
Than the tattered pall of Time, 
W^hich scarce hides thy visage wan ; 
That a tempest-cleaving swan 
Of the songs of Albion, 
Driven from his ancestral streams. 
By the might of evil dreams, 
Found a nest in thee ; and Ocean 
Welcomed him with such emotion 
That its joy grew his, and sprung 
From his lips like music flung 



O'er a mighty thunder-fit, 
Chastening terror : what though yet 
Poesy's unfailing river. 
Which through Albion winds for ever. 
Lashing with melodious wave 
Many a sacred poet's grave. 
Mourn its latest nursling fled ! 
What though thou with all thy dead 
Scarce can for this fame repay 
Aught thine own, — oh, rather say. 
Though thy sins and slaveries foul 
Overcloud a sunlike soul ! 
As the ghost of Homer clings 
Round Scamander's wasting springs ; 
As divinest Shakspeare's might 
Fills Avon and the world with light. 
Like omniscient power, which he 
Imaged 'mid mortality ; 
As the love from Petrarch's um. 
Yet amid yon hills doth bum, 
A quenchless lamp, by which the heurt 
Sees things unearthly ; so thou art, 
Mighty spirit : so shall be 
The city that did refuge thee. 

Lo, the sun floats up the sky. 

Like thought-winged Liberty, 

Till the universal light 

Seems to level plain and height ; 

From the sea a mist has spread. 

And the beams of mom lie dead 

On the towers of Venice now. 

Like its glory long ago. 

By the skirts of that grey cloud 

Many-domed Padua proud 

Stands, a peo])led solitude, 

'Mid the harvest shining plain. 

Where the peasant heaps his grain 

In the garner of his foe. 

And the milk-white oxen slow 

With the purple vintage strain. 

Heaped upon the creaking wain. 

That the brutal Celt may swill 

Dnmken sleep with savage will ; 

And the sickle to the sword 

Lies unchanged, though many a lord, 

Like a weed whose shade is poison. 

Overgrows this region's foison. 

Sheaves of whom are ripe to come 

To destruction's harvest-home : 

Men must reap the things they sow, 

Force from force must ever flow, 

Or worse ; but 'tis a bitter woe 

That love or reason cannot change 

The despot's rage, the slave's revenge. 

Padua, thou i^^ithin whose walls 
Those mute guest* at festivals. 
Son and Mother, Death and Sin, 
Played at dice for Kzzelin, 
TUl Death cried, " I win, I win ! " 
And Sin cursed to lose the wager. 
But Death )»romis<.'d, to assuage her. 
That he would petition for 
Her to be made Vice-Emperor, 
When the destined years were o'er. 
Over all between the Po 
And the eastern Alpine snow, 
Under the mighty Austrian. 
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Sin smiled so as Sin only can. 
And since that time, ay, long before, 
Both have ruled from shore to shore, 
That incestuous pair, who follow 
T^Tants as the sun the swallow. 
As Repentance follows Crime, 
And as changes follow Time. 

In thine halls the lamp of learning, 

Padua, now no more is burning ; 

Like a meteor, whose wild way 

Is lost over the grave of day. 

It gleams betrayed and to betray : 

Once remotest nations came 

To adore that sacred flame, 

When it lit not many a hearth 

On this cold and gloomy earth; 

Now new fires from Antique light 

Spring beneath the wide world's might ; 

But their spark lies dead in thee, 

Trampled out by tyranny. 

As the Norway woodman quells, 

In the depth of piny dells, 

One light flame among the brakes. 

While the boundless forest shakes. 

And its mighty trunks are torn 

By the fire thus lowly bom ; 

The spark beneath his feet is deml, 

He starts to see the flames it fed 

Howling through the darkened sky 

With a myriad tongues victoriously, 

And sinks down in fear : so tliou, 

O tyranny ! beholdest now 

Light around thee, and thou hearest 

The loud flames ascend, and fearest : 

Grovel on the earth ; ay, hide 

In the dhst thy pui*ple pride ! 

Noon descends around me now : 
Tis the noon of autumn's glow, 
When a soft and purple mist 
Like a vaporous amethyst. 
Or an air-dissolved star 
Mingling light and fragrance, far 
From the curved horizon's bound 
To the point of heaven's profound. 
Fills the overflowing sky ; 
And the plains that silent lie 
Underneath ; the leaves unsodden 
Where the infant frost has trodden 
With his morning-winged feet, 
Whose bright print is gleaming yet ; 
And the red and golden vines, 
Piercing with their trelliscd lines 
The rough, dark-skirted wilderness ; 
The dun and bladed grass no less, 
Pointing from this hoary tower 
In the windless air ; the flower 
Glimmering at my feet ; the line 
Of the olive-sandalled Apennine 
In the south dimly islanded ; 
And the Alps, whose snows are spread 
High between the clouds and sun ; 
And of living things each one ; 



And my spirit, which so long 

Darkened this swift stream of song, 

Interpenetrated lie 

By the glory of the sky ; 

Be it love, light, harmony. 

Odour, or the soul of all 

Which from heaven like dew doth fall. 

Or the mind which feeds this verse 

Peopling the lone universe. 

Noon descends, and after noon 

Autumn's evening meets me soon. 

Leading the infantine moon. 

And that one star, which to her 

Almost seems to minister 

Half the crimson light she brings 

From the sunset's radiant springs : 

And the soft dreams of the mom 

(Which like winged winds had borne 

To that silent isle, which lies 

'Mid remembered agonies. 

The frail bark of this lone being). 

Pass, to other sufferers fleeing. 

And its ancient pilot, Pain, 

Sits beside the helm again. 

Other flowering isles must be 

In the sea of life and agony : 

Other spirits float and flee 

O'er that gulf : even now, perhaps, 

On some rock the wild wave wraps, 

With folding wings they waiting sit 

For my bark, to pilot it 

To some calm and blooming cove. 

Where for me, and those I love, 

May a windless bower be built. 

Far from passion, pain, and guilt, 

In a dell 'mid lawny hills, 

Which the wild sea-murmur fills. 

And soft sunshine, and the sound 

Of old forests echoing round. 

And the light and smell divine 

Of all flowers that breathe and shine. 

We may live so happy there, 

That the spirits of the air, 

Envying us, may even entice 

To our healing paradise 

The polluting multitude ; 

But their rage would be subdued 

By that clime divine and calm, 

And the winds whose wings rain balm 

On the uplifted soul, and leaves 

Under which the bright sea heaves ; 

While each breathless interval 

In their whisperings musical 

The inspired soul supplies 

With its own deep melodies ; 

And the love which heals all strife 

Circling, like the breath of life, 

All things in that sweet abode 

With its own mild brotherhood. 

They, not it, would change ; and soon 

Every sprite beneath the moon 

Would repent its envy vain, 

And the earth grow young again. 
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JULIAN AND MADDALO 



^ Con&erstatton. 



The meadows with fresh streams, the bees with thyme. 

The goats with the green leaves of budding spring. 

Are saturated not-^ior Love with tears. 

Viiiouu*s Gallics. 



CoDNT Maddalo is a Yenetitn nobleman of andeot 
family and of great fortune, who, without mixing much 
in the society of his countrymen, resides chiefly at his 
magnificent palace in that city. He is a person of the 
most consummate genius ; and capable, if he would 
direct his energies to such an end, of becoming the 
redeemer of his degraded country. But it is his weak- 
ness to be proud : he derives, from a comparison of 
his own extraordinary mind with the dwarfish intellects 
that surround him, an intense apprehension of the 
nothingness of human life. His passions and his 
powers are incomparably greater than those of other 
men, and, instead of the latter having been employed 
in curbing the former, they have mutually lent each 
other strength. His ambition preys upon itself, for 
want of objects which it can consider worthy of ex- 
ertion. I say that Maddalo is proud, because I can 
find no other word to express the concentered and 
impatient feelings which consume him ; but it is on 
his own hopes and affections only that he seems to 
trample, for in social life no human being can be more 
gentle, patient, and unassuming than Maddalo. He 
is cheerful, frank, and witty. His more serious con- 
versation is a sort of intoxicatiou ; men are held by it 
at by a spell. He has travelled much ; and there is 



an inexpressible charm in his relaUon of hit adrentum 
in different countries. 

Julian is an Eoglishman of good family, patnoDately 
attached to those philosophical notions which aasert 
the power of man over his own mind, and the 
immense improvements of which, by the extinction oi 
certain moral superstitions, human society may yet be 
susceptible. Without concealing the evil in the world, 
he is for ever speculating how good may be made 
superior. He is a complete infidel, and a scoflfer at 
all things reputed holy ; and Maddalo takes a wicked 
pleasure in drawing out his tauuts against religion. 
What Maddalo thinks on these matters is not exactly 
known. Julian, in spite of bis heterodox opinions, is 
conjectured by his friends to possess some good quali- 
ties. How far this is possible the pious reader will 
determine. Julian is rather serious. 

Of the Maniac I can give no information. He seems 
by his own account to have been disappointed in love. 
He was evidently a very cultivated and amiable person 
when in his right senses. His story, told at length, 
might be like many other stories of the same kind : 
the unconnected exclamations of his agony will perhaps 
be found a sufficient comment for the text of every 
heart. 



I RODE one evening with Count Maddalo 

Upon the bank of land which breaks the flow 

Of Adria towards Venice : a bare strand 

Of hillocks, heaped from ever-shifting sand. 

Matted with thistles and amphibious weeds. 

Such as from earth's embrace the salt ooze breeds, 

Is this, an uninhabited sea-side, 

Which the lone fisher, when his nets are dried. 

Abandons ; and no other object breaks 

The waste, but one dwarf tree and some few stakes 

Broken and unrepaired, and the tide makes 

A narrow space of level sand thereon. 

Where 'twas our wont to ride while day went down. 

This ride was my delight. I love all waste 

And solitary places ; where we taste 

The pleasure of believmg what we sf^e 

Is boundless, as we wish our souls to be : 

And such was this wide ocean, and this shore 

More barren than its billows : and vet moi*c 



Than all, with a remembered friend I love 
To ride as then I rode ; — for the winds drove 
The living spray along the sunny air 
Into our faces ; the blue heavens were bare, 
Stripped to their depths by the awakening north ; 
And, from the waves, sound like delight broke forth 
Harmonizing with soUtude, and sent 
Into our hearts aerial meiTiment. 

So, as we rode, we talked ; and the swift thought, 
Winging itself with laughter, lingered not. 
But flew from brain to brain, — such glee was ours. 
Charged with light memories of remembered hours, 
None slow enough for sadness : till we came 
Homeward, which always makes the spirit tame. 
This day had been cheerful but cold, and now 
The sun was sinking, and the >*ind also. 
Our talk grew somewhat serious, as may b© 
Talk interrupted with such raillery 



As mocks itself, because it cannot scorn 
The thoughts it would extinguish : — 'twas forlorn, 
i Yet pleasing ; such as once, so poets tell, 
' The devils held within the dales of hell. 
Concerning God, freewill, and destiny. 
Of all that Earth has been, or yet may be ; 
All that vain men imagine or believe. 
Or hope can paint, or suffering can achieve, 
We descanted ; and I (for ever still 
Is it not wise to make the best of ill !) 
Argued against despondency ; but pride 
Mjule my companion take the darker side. 
The sense that he was greater than his kind 
Had struck, methinks, his eagle spirit blind 
By gazins on its own exceeding light. 
Meanwhile the sun paused ere it should alight 
Over the horizon of the mountains — Oh ! 
How beautiful is sunset, when the glow 
Of heaven descends upon a land like thee, 
Thou paradise of exiles, Italy ! 
Thy mountains, seas, and vineyards, and the 

towers. 
Of cities they encircle ! — It was ours 
To stand on thee, beholding it : and then, 
Just where we had dismounted, the Counts men 
Were waiting for us with the gondola. 
As those who pause on some delightful way, 
Though bent on pleasant pilgrimage, we stood 
Looking upon the evening and the flood, 
Which lay between the city and the shore. 
Paved with the image of the sky : the hoar 
And airy Alps, towards the north, appeared. 
Thro* mist, a heaven-sustaining bulwark, reared 
Between the east and west ; and half the sky 
Was roofed with clouds of rich emblazonry, 
Dark purple at the zenith, which still grew 
Down the steep west into a wondrous hue 
Brighter than burning gold, even to the rent 
Where the swift sun yet paused in his descent 
Among the many-folded hills — they were 
Those famous Euganean hills, Which bear. 
As seen from Lido through the harbour piles. 
The likeness of a clump of peaked isles — 
And then, as if the earth and sea had been 
Dissolved into one lake of fire, were seen 
Those mountains towering, as from waves of flame. 
Around the vaporous sun, from which there came 
The inmost purple spirit of light, and made 
Their very peaks transparent. " Ere it fade,'* 
Said my companion, ^ I will show you soon 
A better station.'* So, o*er the lagune 
We glided ; and from that funereal bark 
I leaned, and saw the city, and could mark 
How from their many isles, in evening's gleam, 
Its temples and its palaces did seem 
Like &bric8 of enchantment piled to heaven. 
I was about to speak, when — " We are even 
Now at the point I meant," said Maddalo, 
And bade the gondolieri cease to row. 
^ Look, Julian, on the west, and listen well 
If you hear not a deep and heavy beU." 
I looked, and saw between us and the sun 
A building on an island, such a one 
As age to age might add, for uses vile, — 
A windowless, deformed, and dreary pile ; 
And on the top an open tower, where hung 
A bell, which m the radiance swayfcd and swung. 
We could just hear its coarse and iron tongue : 
The broad sun sank behind it, and it tolled 
In strong and black relief — " What we behold 



Shall be the madhouse and its belfry tower," — 
Said Maddalo ; " and even at this hour. 
Those who may cross the water hear that bell. 
Which calls the maniacs, each one from his cell, 
To vespers." — " As much skill as need to pray, 
In thanks or hope for their dark lot have they. 
To their stem maker," I replied. — " O, ho I 
You talk as in years past," said Maddalo. 
** 'Tis strange men change not. You were ever still 
Among Christ's flock a perilous infidel, 
A wolf for the meek lambs : if you can't swim, 
Beware of providence." I looked on him, 
But the gay smile had faded from his eye. 
** And such," he cried, " is our mortality ; • 
And this must be the emblem and the sign 
Of what should be eternal and divine ; 
And like that black and dreary bell, tlie soul, 
Hung in a heavon-illumined tower, must toll 
Our thoughts and our desires to meet below 
Round the rent heart, and pray — as madmen do ; 
For what ? they know not, till the night of death. 
As sunset that strange vision, severeth 
Our memory from itself, and us from all 
We sought, and yet were baffled." I recall 
The sense of what he said, although I mar 
The force of his expressions. The broad star 
Of day meanwhile had sunk behind the hill ; 
And the black bell became invisible ; 
And the red tower looked grey ; and all between, 
The churches, ships, and palaces, were seen 
Huddled in gloom ; into the purple sea 
The orange hues of heaven sunk silently. 
We hardly spoke, and soon the gondola 
Conveyed me to my lodging by ti^e way. 

The following mom was rainy, cold, and dim : 
Ere Maddalo arose I called on him, 
And whilst I waited with his child I played ; 
A lovelier toy sweet Nature never made ; 
A serious, subtle, wild, yet gentle being ; 
Graceful without design, and unforeseeing ; 
With eyes — Oh ! speak not of her eyes I which 
Twin mirrors of Italian Heaven, yet gleam [seem 
With such deep meaning as we never see 
But in the human countenance. With me 
She was a special favourite : I had nursed 
Her fine and feeble limbs, when she came first 
To this bleak world ; and yet she seemed to know 
On second sight her ancient playfellow, 
Less changed than she was by six months or so. 
For, after her first shyness was worn out, 
We sate there, rolling billiard balls about. 
When the Count entered. Salutations passed : 
'< The words you spoke last night might well have 
A darkness on my spirit : — if man be [cast 

The passive thing you say, I should not see 
Much harm in the religions and old saws, 
(Tho' / may never own such leaden laws) 
Which break a teachless nature to the yoke : 
Mine is another faith." — Thus much I spoke. 
And, noting he replied not, added — ** See 
This lovely child ; blithe, innocent, and free ; 
She spends a happy time, with little care ; 
While we to such sick thoughts subjected are, 
As came on you last night. It is our wiU 
Which thus enchains us to permitted ill. 
We might be otherwise ; we might be all 
We dr^un of, happy, high, majestical. 
Where is the beauty, love, and truth, we seek, 
But in our minds I And, if we were not weak, 
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Should we be less in deed than in desire %** — 
— " Ay, if we were not weak, — and we aBpire, 
How vainly ! to be strong," said Maddalo : 
« You talk Utopian "— 

<* It remains to know," 
I then rejoined, '^ and those who try, may find 
How strong the chains are which our spirit bind : 
Brittle perchance as straw. We are assured 
Much may be conquered, much may be endured, 
Of what degrades and crushes us. We know 
That we have power over ourselves to do 
And suffer — lohaty we know not till we try ; 
But something nobler than to livo and die : 
So taught the kings of old philosophy. 
Who reigned before religion made men blind ; 
And those who suffer with their suffering kind. 
Yet feel this faith, religion." 

" My dear friend," 
Said Maddalo, '* my judgment will not bend 
To your opinion, though I think you might 
Make such a s^-stem refutation-tight, 
As far as wor(U go. I knew one like you. 
Who to tliis city came some months ago. 
With whom I argued in this sort, — and he 
Is now gone mad — and so he answered me. 
Poor fellow I — But if you would like to go. 
We'll visit him, and his wild talk will show 
How vain are such aspiring theories." — 

** I hope to prove the induction otherwise. 
And that a want of that true theory still. 
Which seeks a soul of goodness in things ill. 
Or in himself or others, has thus bowed 
His being : — there are some by nature proud, 
Who, patient in all else, demand but this — 
To love and be beloved with gentleness : — 
And being scorned, what wonder if they die 
Some living death i This is not destiny. 
But man's own wilful ill." 

As thus I spoke, 
Servants announced the gondola, and we 
Through the fast-falling ruin and high-wrought sea 
Sailed to the island where the madhouse stands. 
We disembarked. The clap of tortured hands. 
Fierce yells and bowlings, and lamentings keen. 
And laughter where complaint had merrier been, 
Accosted us. W^e climbed the oozy stairs 
Into an old court-yard. I heard on high. 
Then, fragments of most touching melody. 
But looking up saw not the singer there. — 
Thro' the black bars in the tempestuous air 
I saw, like weeds on a wrecked palace growing, 
Long tangled locks Hung wildly forth and flowing. 
Of those on a sudden who were bejruiled 
Into strange Hilence, and looked forth and smiled, 
Hearing sweet sounds. Then I : 

" Methinks there were 
A cure of these with patience and kind care, 
If music can thus move. But what is he, 
Whom we seek here I " 

" Of his sad history 
I know but this,'* said Maddalo : " he came 
To Venice a dejected man, and fame 
Said he was wealthy, or he had been so. 
Some thought the loss of fortune wi-ought him woe; 



But he was ever talking in such sort 

As ^u do, — hut more sadly ; — he seemed harty 

Even as a man with his peculiar wrong. 

To hear but of the oppression of the strongy 

Or those absurd deceits (i tliink with you 

In some respects, you know) which carry thiou^ 

The excellent impostors of tliis earth 

When they outface detection. He had worth. 

Poor fellow I but a humourist in lus way." — 



Alas, what drove him mad t " 



^ I cannot aay : 
A lady came with him from France, and when 
She left him and returned, he wandered then 
About yon lonely isles of desert sand. 
Till he grew wild. He had no cash nor land 
Remaining : — the police had brought him here — 
Some fancy took him, and he would not bear 
Removal, so I fitted up for him 
Those rooms beside the sea, to please his whim ; 
And sent him busts, and books, and urns for 

flowers. 
Which had adorned his life in happier hours, 
And instruments of music. You may guess 
A stranger could do liitle more or less 
For one so gentle and unfortunate — 
And those are his sweet strains which charm the 

weight 
From madmen's chains, and nnake this hell appear 
A heaven of sacred silence, hushed to hear." 

^ Nay, this was kind of you, — he had no cUim, 
As the world says.' ' 

" None but the very same 
Which I on all mankind, were 1, as he. 
Fallen to such deep reverse. His melody 
Is interrupted now : we hear the din 
Of madmen, shriek on shriek, again begin : 
Let us now visit him : after this strain. 
He ever communes with himself again. 
And sees and hears not any." 

Having said 
These woixls, we called the keeper, and he led 
To an apartment opening on the sea — 
There the poor wretch was sitting mournfully 
Near a piano, his pale fingers twined 
One with the other ; and the ooze and wind 
Rushed through an open casement, and did sway 
His hair, and starred it with the brackish spray : 
His head was leaning on a music-book. 
And he was muttering; and his lean limbs shook. 
His lips were ])res8ed against a folded leaf. 
In hue too beautiful for health, and grief 
Smiled in their motions as they lay apart. 
As one who wrought from his own fervid heart 
The eloquence of passion : soon he raistnl 
His sad meek face, and eyes lustrous and glazed, 
And spoke,— sometimes as one who wrote, and 

thought 
His words might move some heart that heeded not. 
If sent to distant lands ;— and then as one 
Reproaching deeils never to be undone, 
With wondering self-compassion; — then his speech 
Was lost in grief, and then his words came each 
Unmodulated and expi-essionless, — 
But that from one jarred accent you might guess 
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It was despair made them so uniform : 
And all the while the loud and gusty storm 
Hissed through the window, and we stood behind, 
Stealing his accents from the envious wind. 
Unseen. I yet remember what he said 
Distinctly, such impression his words made. 

** Month after month/' he cried, ^ to bear this 
load, 
And, as a jade urged by the whip and goad, 
To drag life on-^which like a heavy chain 
Lengthens behind with many a link of pain. 
And not to speak my grief — O, not to dare 
To give a human voice to my despair ; 
But live, and move, and, wretched thing ! smile on. 
As if I never went aside to groan, 
And wear this mask of falsehood even to those 
Who are most dear — not for my own repose. 
Alas ! no scorn, nor pain, nor hate, could be 
So heavy as that falsehood is to me — 
But that I cannot bear more altered faces 
Than needs must be, more changed and cold 

embraces, 
More misery, disappointment, and mistrust. 
To own me for their father. Would the dust 
Were covered in upon my body now ! 
That Uie life ceased to toil within my brow ! 
And Uien these thoughts would at the last be fled : 
Let us not fear such pain can vex the dead. 

" What Power delights to torture us ! I know 
That to m^'self I do not wholly owe 
What now 1 suffer, tliough in part I may. 
Alas ! none strewed fresh flowers upon the way 
Where, wandering heedlessly, I met pale Pain, 
My shadow, which will leave me not again. 
If I have erred, there was no joy in error. 
But pain, and insult, and unrest, and terror ; 
I have not, as some do, bought penitence 
With pleasure, and a diark yet sweet offence ; 
For then if love, and tenderness, and truth. 
Had overlived Hope's momentary youth. 
My creed should have redeemed me from repenting; 
But loathed scorn and outrage unrelenting 
Met love excited by far other seeming 
Until the end was gained: — as one from dreaming 
Of sweetest peace, I woke, and found my state 
Such as it u 



^ thou, my spirit's mate ! 
Who, for thou art compassionate and wise, 
Wouldst pity roe from thy most gentle eyes 
If this sad writing thou shouldst ever see ; 
My secret groans must be unheard by thee ; 
Thou wouldst weep tears, bitter as blood, to know 
Thy lost friend's incopimunicable woe. 
Ye few by whom my nature has been weighed 
In friendship, let me not that name degrade. 
By placing on your hearts the secret load 
Which crushes mine to dust. There is one road 
To peace, and that is truth, which follow ye ! 
Love sometimes leads astray to misery. 
Yet think not, though subdued (and I may well 
Say that I am subdued)— that the full hell 
Within roe would infect the untainted breast 
Qf sacred nature with its own unrest ; 
As some perverted beings think to find 
In scorn or hate a medicine for the mind 
Which scorn or hate hath wounded. — O, how vain ! 
The dagger heals not, but may rend again. 



Believe that I am ever still the same 

In creed as in resolve ; and what may tame 

My heart, must leave the understanding free. 

Or all would sink under this agony. — 

Nor dream that I will join the vulgar eye. 

Or with my silence sanction tyranny. 

Or seek a moment's shelter from my pain 

In any madness which the world calls gain ; 

Ambition, or revenge, or thoughts as stem 

As those which make me wliat I am, or turn 

To avarice, or misanthropy, or lust : 

Heap on me soon, O grave, thy welcome dust ! 

Till then the dungeon may demand its prey ; 

And Poverty and Shame may meet and say. 

Halting beside me in the public way, — 

* That love-devoted youth is ours : let's sit 

Beside him : he may live some six months yet.' — 

Or the red scaffold, as our country bends. 

May ask some willing victim ; or ye, friends. 

May fall under some sorrow, which this heart 

Or hand may share, or vanquish, or avert ; 

I am prepared, in truth, with no proud joy. 

To do or suffer aught, as when a boy 

I did devote to justice, and to love. 

My nature, worthless now. 

** I must remove 
A veil from my pent mind. 'Tis torn aside ! 

! pallid as death's dedicated bride. 
Thou mockery which art sitting by my side. 
Ami not wan like thee \ At the grave's call 

1 haste, invited to thy wedding-ball. 

To meet the ghastly paramour, for whom 
Thou hast deserted me, — and made the tomb 
Thy bridal bed. But I beside thy feet 
Will lie, and watch ye from my winding-sheet 
Thus — wideawake though dead — Yet stay, O, stay I 
Go not so soon — I know not what I say — 
Hear but my reasons — I am mad, I fear, 
My fancy is o'ervrrought — thou art not here,. 

Pale art thou 'tis most true but thou art gone — 

Thy work is finished ; 1 am left alone. 



" Nay was it I who wo'od thee to this breast 
Which like a serpent thou envenomest 
As in repa^-ment of the warmth it lent ! 
Didst thou not seek me for thine own content! 
Did not thy love awaken mine ? I thought 
That thou wcrt she who said ' You kiss me not 
Ever ; I fear you do not love me now.' 
In truth I loved even to my overthrow 
Her who would fain forget these words, but they 
Cling to her mind, and cannot pass away. 



" You say that I am proud ; that when I speak. 
My lip is tortured with the wrongs, which break 
The spirit it expresses. — Never one 
Humbled himself before, as I liave done ; 
Even the uistinctive worm on which we tread 
Turns, though it wound not — then, with prostrate 

head. 
Sinks in the dust, and writhes like me — and dies : 

No : — wears a living death of agonies ; 

As the slow shadows of the pointed grass 
Mark the eternal periods, its pangs pass. 
Slow, ever-moving, making moments be 
As mine seem, — each an immortality ; 
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" That you had never seen me I never heard 
My voice ! and more than all had ne'er endured 
The deep pollution of my loathed embrace ; 
Tliat your eyes ne'er had lied love in my face ! 
That, like some maniac monk, I had torn out 
The nerves of manhood by their bleeding root 
With mine own quivering fingers ! so that ne'er 
Our hearts had for a moment mingled there, 
To disunite in horror I These were not 
With thee like some suppressed and hideous thought. 
Which flits athwart our musings, but can find 
No rest within a pure and gentle mind — 
Thou sealedst them with many a bare broad word. 
And sear'dst my memory o'er them, — for I heard 
And can forget not — they were ministered, 
One after one, those curses. Mix them up 
Like self-destroying poisons in one cup ; 
And they will make one blessing, which thou ne'er 
Didst imprecate for on me death! 

•* It were 
A cruel punishment for one most cruel, 
If such can love, to make that love the fuel 
Of the mind's hell — hate, scorn, remorse, despair : 
But me, whose heart a stranger's tear might wear 
As water-drops the sandy fountain stone ; 
Who loved and pitied all things, and could moan 
For woes which others hear not, and could see 
The absent with the glass of phantasy, 
And near the poor and trampled sit and weep. 
Following the captive to his dungeon deep ; 
Me, who am as a nerve o'er which do creep 
The else-unfelt oppressions of this earth, 
And was to thee the flame upon thy hearth, 
When all beside was cold : — that thou on me 
Should rain these plagues of blistering agony — 
Such curses are from lips once eloquent 
With love's too partial praise ! Let none relent 
Who intend deeds too dreadful for a name 
Henceforth, if an example for the same 
They seek : — for thou on me lookedst so and so, 
And didst speak thus and thus. I live to show 
How much men bear and die not. 



« Thou wilt tell, 
With the grimace of hate, how horrible 
It was to meet my love when thine grew less ; 
Thou wilt admire how I could e'er address 
Such features to love's work .... This taunt, 

though true, 
(For indeed Nature nor in form nor hue 
Bestowed on me her choicest workmanship) 
Shall not be thy defence : for since thy lift* 
Met mine firat, years long past, — since thine eye 

kindled 
With soft fire under mine, — I have not dwindled. 
Nor changed in mind, or body, or in aught 
But as love changes what it loveth not 
After long years and many trials. 



" How vain 
Are words ; I thought never to speak again. 
Not even in secret, not to my own heart — 
But from my lips the unwilling accents start, 
And from my pen the words flow as I write, 
Dazzling my eyes with scalding tears — my sight 



Is dim to see that charactered in vain. 
On this unfeeling leaf, which bums the brain 
And eats into it, blotting all things fair, 
And wise and good, which time had writtoi there. 
Those who inflict must suffer, for they see 
The work of their own hearts, and that most be 
Our chastisement or recompense.^ — O child ! 
I would that thine were like to be more mild 
For both our wretched sakes, — for thine the most, 
Who feel'st already all that thou hast loet. 
Without the power to wish it thine again. 
And, as slow years pass, a funereal train. 
Each with the ghost of some lost hope or friend 
Following it like its shadow, wilt thou bend 
No thougnt on my dead memory I 

• • « • • • 

<< Alas, lore I 
Fear me not : against thee I'd not move 
A finger in despite. Do I not live 
That thou ma^'st have less bitter canse to grieve! 
I give thee tears for scorn, and love for hate ; 
And, that thy lot may be less desolate 
Than his on whom thou tramplest, I refrain 
From that sweet sleep which medicines all pain. 
Then — when thou speakest of me — never say, 

* He could forgive not.' — Here I cast away 
All human passions, all revenge, all pride ; 
I think, speak, act no ill ; I do but hide 
Under these words, like embers, every spark 

Of that which has consiuned me. Quick and dark 

The grave is ^'awning : — as its roof shall cover 

My limbs with dust and worms, under and over. 

So let oblivion hide this grief. — The air 

Closes upon my accents as despur 

Upon my heart — let death upon my care V* 

He ceased, and overcome, leant back awhile ; 
Then rising, with a melancholy smile. 
Went to a sofa, and lay down, and slept 
A heavy sleep, and in his dreams he wept. 
And muttered some familiar name, and wu 
Wept without shame in his society. 
I think I never was impressed so much ! 
The man, who was nut, must have lackcnl a touch 
Of human nature. — Then we lingered not, 
Although our argument was quite forgot ; 
But, calling the attendants, went to dine 
At Maddalo's ; — yet neither cheer nor wine 
Could give us spirits, for we talked of him. 
And nothing else, till daylight made stars dim. 
And we agreed it was some dreadful ill 
Wrought on him boldly, yet unspeakable. 
By a dear friend ; some deadly change in love 
Of one vowed deeply which he dreamed not of; 
For whose sake he, it seemed, had fixed a blot, 
<)f falsehood in his mind, which flourished not 
But in the light of all-beholding truth ; 
And having stamped this canker on his youth. 
She had abandoned him : — and how much more 
Might be his woe, we guessed not ; — he had store 
Of friends and fortune once, as we could guess 
Fi*om his nice habits and his gentleness : 
These now were lost — it were a grief indeed 
If he had changed one unsustaining reed 
For all that such a man might else adorn. 
The colours of his mind seemed yet unworn ; 
For the wild language of his grief was high- 
Such as in measure were called poetry. 
And I remember one remark, which then 
Maddalo made : he said — ** Most wretched men 
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Are cradled into poetry by wrong : 

They lean in suffering what they teach in song." 

If I had been an unconnected man, 

I, from the moment, should have formed some 

plan 
Never to leave sweet Venice : for to me 
It was delight to ride by the lone sea : 
And then the town is sUent— one may write 
Or read in gondolas, by day or night, 
Having the little brazen lamp alight, 
Unseen, uninterrupted : — books are there, 
Pictures, and casts from all those statues fair 
Which were twin-bom with poetry ! — and all 
We seek in towns, with little to recall 
Regret for the green country : — I might sit 
In Kaddalo's great palace, and his wit 
And subtle talk would cheer the winter night. 
And make me know myself: — and the fire light 
Would flash upon our faces, till the day 
Might dawn, and make me wonder at my stay. 
But I had fHends in London too. The chief 
Attraction here was that I sought relief 
From the deep tenderness that maniac wrought 
Within me — 'twas perhaps an idle thought. 
But I imagined that if, day by day, 
I watched him, and seldom went a^'ay. 
And studied all the beatings of his heart 
With zeal, as men study some stubborn art 
For their own good, and could by patience find 
An entrance to the caverns of his mind, 
I might redikim him from his dark estate. 
In friendships I had been most fortunate. 
Yet never saw I one whom I would call 
More willingly my friend : — and this was all 
Accomplished not ; — such dreams of baseless good 
Oft come and go, in crowds or solitude. 
And leave no trace ! — but what I now designed 
Made, for long years, impression on my mind. 
The following morning urged by my affairs, 
I left bright Venice. 



After many years. 
And many changes, I returned : tne name 
Of Venice, and its aspect was the same ; 
But Maddalo was travelling, far away. 
Among the mountains of Armenia. 
His dog was dead : his child had now become 
A woman, such as it has been my doom 
To meet with few ; a wonder of this earth, 
Where there is little of transcendent worth, — 
Like one of Shakspeare's women. Kindly she. 
And with a manner beyond courtesy. 
Received her father's friend ; and, when I asked. 
Of the lorn maniac, she her memory tasked. 
And told, as she had heard, the mournful tale : 
'< That the poor sufferer's health l^gan to fail 
Two years from my departure : but that then 
The lady, who had left him, came again. 
Her mien had been imperious, but she now 
Looked meek ; perhaps remorse had brought 

her low. 
Her coming made him better ; and they stayed 
Together at my father's, — for I played. 
As I remember, with the lady's shawl ; 
I might be six years old : — But, after all. 
She left him."— 

^ Why her heart must have been tough ; 
How did it end !" 

^ And was not this enough ! 
They met, they parted." 

^ Child, is there no more !" 

^ Something within that interval which bore 
TUb stamp of why they parted, how they met ;— 
Yet, if thine aged eyes disdain to wet 
Those wrinkled cheeks with youth's remembered 
Ask me no more ; but let the silent years [tears, 
Be closed and cored over their memory. 
As yon mute marble where their corpses lie.'* 
I urged and questioned still : she told me how 
All happened — ^but the cold world shall not know. 
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PASSAGE OF THE APENNINES. 



Listen, listen, Mary mine. 

To the whisper of the Apennine, 

It bursts on the roof like the ^bunder's roar. 

Or like the sea on a northern shore. 

Heard in its raging ebb and flow 

Bv the captives pent in the cave below. 

The Apennine in the light of day 

Is a mighty mountain dim and grey. 

Which between the earth and sky doth lay ; 

But when night comes, a chaos dread 

On the dim starlight then is spread. 

And the Apennine walks abroad with the storm. 

Jiray4aj818. 



THE PAST. 



Wilt thou forget the happy hours 
Which we buned in Love s sweet bowers. 
Heaping over their corpses cold 
Blossoms and leaves instead of mould I 
Blossoms which were the joys that fell. 
And leaves, the hopes that yet remain. 

Forget the dead, the past ! O yet 

There are ghosts that may take revenge for it ; 

Memories that make tlie heart a tomb. 

Regrets which glide through the spirit's gloom. 

And with ghastly whispers tell 

That joy, once lost, is pain. 



FOEMS WRITTEN IN 1818. 



,\ <M> THE NIGHTINGALE. 



^ ,.K^- wugh heart w«8 out of tune 

* * r s.*.-. u«*k*r the 8ta» or moon, 

w •.h*<::^jB»2** itt *» uiterfluous wood 
i ,^ iV huu^rv ^Jburk with n^lody ^- 
Vlhk ** * ^•^•^ ** watemi by a flood, 

,V ** *h** uio*>iilixht filla the open sky 
«^(^,^;iii|( with darkueM — as a tuberose 
i\\i4v'« !*»>u^ Indian dell with scents which lie 

l.iko cloud* above the tlower from which they rose, 
The Hiiigiui5 of that happy nightingale 
lu thia a^eet fort'st, (Vom the golden close 

Of evening till the star of dawn may fail, 
W»* iutorfVimHl uiH)n the silentness ; 
The foldiHl nMMMi and the violets pale 

IU>artl her within their slumbers, the abyss 
Of heavt^n wiUi all its planets ; the dull ear 
i)f the night-cradled earth ; the loneliness 

Of the oir(*unifluous waters,— every sphere 
And evt^ry ilower and beam and cloud and wave. 
And every wind of the mute atmosphere. 

And evttry Ixiast stretched in its rugged cave, 
And vwry bird lulled on its mossy bough, 
Aiul every silver moth, fresh from the grave, 

Wiilrli iM its cradle— ever from below 
Anpiriii^ like one who loves too fair, too far, 
r«) Ih« i-oiiHumcd within the purest glow 



Into their mother's bosom, sweet and soft. 
Nature's pure tears which have no bittemees ; — 
Around the cradles of the birds aloft 



'i« 



( )f one Hcrcne and unapproached star. 
Ah if it were a lamp of earthly light, 
Unconscious as some human lovers are, 

ItMolf how low, how high, beyond all height 

The heaven where it would perish ! — and every form 

Tluit worshipped in the temple of the night 

Wns awed into delight, and by the charm 

(lirt as with an interminable zone, 

Wliibt that sweet bird, whose music was a storm 

<5f sound, shook forth the dull oblivion 
Out of their dreams ; liarmony became love 
In every soul but one. . . . 



And so this man returned with axe and saw 
At evening close from killing the tall treen. 
The soul of whom by nature's gentle law 

Was each a wood-njTnph, and kept ever green 
The pavement and the roof of the wild copse. 
Chequering the sunlight of the blue serene 




They spread themtelvee into the lovelinesB 

Of fan-like leaves, and over pallid flowers 

Hang like moist clouds: or where high bnmdiee kin, 

Make a green space among the silent bowen. 
Like a vast fane in a metropolis. 
Surrounded by the oolunms and the towers 

All overwrought with branch-like traceries 
In which there is religion — and the mute 
Persuasion of unkindled melodies. 

Odours and gleams and murmon, which the lute 
Of the blind pilot-spirit of the bUst 
Stirs as it sails, now graTe and now acute. 

Wakening the leaves and waves ere it has past 

To such brief unison as on the brain 

One tone, which never can recur, has cast. 

One accent never to return again. 



TO MARY 



Mart dear, that you were here 
With your brown eyes bright and dear. 
And your sweet voice, like a bird 
Singing love to its lone mate 

In the ivy bower disconsolate ; 
Voice the sweetest ever heard ! 
And your brow more * * * 
Than the * * * sky 
Of this azure Italy. 
Mary dear, come to me soon, 

1 am not well whilst thou art far ; 
As sunset to the sphered moon, 
As twilight to the western star, 
Thou, beloved, art to me. 

O Mary dear, that you were here ! 
The Castle echo whispers ** Here ! " 

EsTK, SepUmber, 181 8 > 



ON A FADED VIOLET. 



The colour from the flower is gone. 

Which like thy sweet eyes smiled on me ; 

The odour from the flower is flown. 
Which breatlied of thee and only thee ! 

A withered, lifeless, vacant form. 
It lies on my abandoned breast. 

And mocks the heart which yet is warm 
With cold and silent rest. 

I weep — my tears revive it not 

I sigh — it breatlies no more on me ; 

Its muU\ and uncomplaining lot 
Is such as mine should be. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 
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MISERY.— A FRAGMENT. 



CouE, be happy ! — sit near me, 
Shadow- vested Misery : 
Ck>y, unwilling, silent bride, 
Mourning in thy robe of pride. 
Desolation — deified ! 

Come, be happy ! — sit near me : 
Sad as I may seem to thee, 
I am happier &r than thou. 
Lady, whose imperial brow 
Is endiademed with woe. 

Misery ! we have known each other, 
Like a sister and a brother 
Living in the same lone home. 
Many years — we must live some 
Hours or ages yet to come. 

Tis an evil lot, and yet 

Let us make the best of it ; 

If love can live when pleasure dies. 

We two will love, till in our eves 

This heart's Hell seem Paradise. 

Come, be happy ! — lie thee down 
On the fresh grass newly mown. 
Where the gnsshopper doth sing 
Merrily — one joyous thing 
In a world of sorrowing ! 

There oor tent shall be the willow. 
And mine arm shall be thy pillow ; 
Sounds and odours, sorrowful 
Because they once were sweet, shall lull 
Us to slumber deep and dulL 

Ha ! thy frozen pulses flutter 
With a love thou dar'st not utter. 
Thou art murmuring — thou art weeping- 
Is thine icy bosom leaping 
While my burning heart Ues sleeping ! 

Kiss me }— oh I thy lips are cold ; 
Round my neck thine arms enfold— 
They are soft, but chill and dead ; 
And thy tears upon my head 
Bum like points of frozen lead. 

Hasten to the bridal bed — 
Underneath the grave 'tis spread : 
In darkness may our love be hid. 
Oblivion be our coverlid — 
We may rest, and none forbid. 

Clasp me, till our hearts be grown 
Like two shadows into one ; 
Till this dreadful transport may 
Like a vapour fade away 
In the sleep that lasts sdway. 

We may dream in that long sleep. 
That we are not those who weep ; 
Even as Pleasure dreams of thee, 
LifcMleserting misery, 
Thou mayest dream of her with me. 



Let us laugh, and make our mirth, 
At the shadows of the earth. 
As dogs bay the moonlight clouds. 
Which, like spectres wrapt in shrouds. 
Pass o'er night in multitudes. 

All the wide world, beside us 
Show like multitu(Unous 
Puppets passing from a scene ; 
What but mockery can thev mean. 
Where I am — where thou hast been ? 



STANZAS, 

WRITTEN IN DEJECTION, NEAR NAPLES. 



The sun is warm, the sky is clear. 

The waves are dancing fast and bright. 
Blue isles and snowy mountains wear 

The purple noon's transparent light. 
The breath of the moist air is light, 

Around its unexpanded buds ; 
Like many a voice of one delight. 

The winds, the birds, the ocean floods. 
The City's voice itself is soft like Solitude's. 

I see the Deep's untrampled floor 

With green and purple sea-weeds strown ; 
I see the waves upon tJie shore. 

Like light dissolved in star-showers, thrown : 
I sit upon the sands alone. 

The lightning of the noon-tide ocean 
Is flashing round me, and a tone 

Arises from its measured motion. 
How sweet! did any heart now share in my emotion. 

Alas ! I have nor hope nor health. 

Nor peace within nor calm around, 
Nor that content surpassing wealth 

The sage in meditation found. 
And walked with inward glory crowned — 

Nor fame, nor power, nor love, nor leisure. 
Others I see whom these surround-. 

Smiling they live, and call life pleasure ; 
To mo that cup has been dealt in another measure. 

Yet now despair itself is mild. 

Even as the winds and waters are ; 
I could He down like a tired child. 

And weep away the life of care 
Which I have borne, and yet must bear. 

Till death like sleep might steal on me. 
And I might feel in Uie warm air 

My cheek grow cold, and hear the sea 
Breatlie o'er my dying brain its last monotony. 

Some might lament that I were cold. 

As I iinien this sweet day is gone. 
Which my lost heart, too soon grown old. 

Insults with this untimely moan ; 
They might lament — for I am one 

Whom men love not, — and yet regret. 
Unlike this day, which, when the sun 

Shall on its stainless glory set. 
Will linger, though enjoyed, like joy in memory 

[yet. 

December, 1818. 
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MAZENGHI* 



O ! FOSTEB-NunsE of man's abandoned glory 
Since Athens, its great mother, sank in splendour. 
Thou shadowest forth that mighty shape in story. 
As Ocean its wrecked fanes, severe yet tender: — 
The light-invested angel Poesy 
Was drawn from the dim world to welcome thee. 

And thou in painting didst transcribe all taught 

By loftieet meditations ; marble knew 

The sculptor's feariess soul — and, as he wrought, 

The grace of his own power and ^edom grew. 

And more than all, heroic, just, sublime. 

Thou wert among the false — was this thy crime ! 

Yes ; and on Pisa's marble walls the twine 
Of direst weeds hangs garlanded— the snake 
Inhabits its wrecked palaces ; — in thine 
A beast of subtler venom now doth make 
Its lair, and sits amid their glories overthrown. 
And thus thy victim's fate is as thine own. 

The sweetest flowers are ever frail and rare. 
And love and freedom blossom but to wither ; 
And good and ill like vines entangled are, 
So that their grapes may oft be plucked together;— 
Divide the vintage ere thou drink, then make 
Thy heart rejoice for dead Mazenghi's sake. 

No record of his crime remains in story. 
But if the morning bright as evening shone. 
It was some high and holy deed, by glory 
Pursued into forgetfulness, which won 
From the blind crowd he made secure and free 
The patriot's meed, toil, death, and infamy. 

For when by sound of trumpet was declared 
A price upon his life, and there was set 
A penalty of blood on all who shared 
So much of water with him as might wet 
His lips, which speech divided not — he went 
Alone, as you may guess, to banishment. 

Amid the mountains, like a hunted beast, 
He hid himself, and hunger, cold, and toil. 
Month after month endured ; it was a feast 
Whene'er he found those globes of deep red gold 
Which in the woods the strawberry-tree doth bear, 
Suspended in their emerald atmosphere. 

And in the roofless huts of vast morasses. 
Deserted by tlie fever-stricken serf. 
All overgrown with reeds and long rank grasses. 
And hillocks heaped of moss-inwoven turf, 
And where the huge and speckled aloe made. 
Rooted in stones, a broad and pointed shade, 



He housed himself. There is a point of strand 
Near Vada's tower and town ; and on one side 
The treacherous marsh divides it from the land. 
Shadowed by pine and ilex forests wide ; 
And on the other creeps eternally, 
Through muddy weeds, the shallow sullen 

Naplxs, 1818. 



SONG FOR TASSO. 



I LOVED— alas I our life is love ; 

But when we cease to breathe and move, 

I do suppose love ceases too. 

I thought, but not as now I do, 

Keen thoughts and bright of linked lore. 

Of all that men had thought before. 

And all that Nature shows, and more. 

And still I love, and still I think. 
But strangely, for my heart can drink 
The dregs of such despair, and live. 
And love ; 

And if I think, my thoughts come £ut ; 
I mix the present with Sie past. 
And each seems uglier than the last. 

Sometimes I see before me flee 

A silver spirit's form, like thee, 

Leonora, and I sit 

[ ] still watching it, 

Till by the grated casement's ledge 

It fades, with such a sigh, as sedge 

Breathes o'er the breezy streamlet's edge. 



* This fragment refers to an event, told in Bismondi's 
Histoire dts Republiques Halientws, which occurred during 
the war when Florence finally subdued Pisa, and reduced 
It to a provinoBi The opming stanzas are addreased to the 
oonquering dty.— Jkf . 8, 



SONNET. 

Lift not the j>ainted veil which those who live 
Call Life ; though unreal shapes be pictured 

there. 
And it but mimic all we would believe 
With colours idly spread, — behind, lurk Fear 
And Hope, twin Destinies ; who ever weave 
Their shadows, o'er the chasm, sightless and 

drear. 

I knew one who had lifted it — ^he sought, 
For his lost heart was tender, things to love. 
But found them not, alas ! nor was theTe aught 
The world contains, the which he could approve. 
Through the unheeding many he did move, 
A splendour among shadows, a bright blot 
Upon this gloomy scene, a Spirit that strove 
For truth, and like the Preacher found it not. 



EDITOR'S NOTE ON POEMS OF 1818. 



NOTE ON THE POEMS OF 1818. 

BV THE EDITOR. 



BoMUND jkND Hblem wab begUD &t Marlow, sad 
tfarown aside — till I found it ; and, >t m/ requeit, 
it «u completed. Shelley had no care for any of 
his poenui that did not emanate from the depths of 
his mind, and develop some high or abttrnse truth. 
When he does tonch on human life and the human 
heart, no pictmes can be more &ithful, more deli- 
eate, more subtle, or more pathetic. He never 
mentioned Love, but he shed ■ grace, borrowed 
from his own nature, that scarcely any odier poet 
baa bestowed, on that passion. When he spoke 
of it as the law of life, which inasmuch as we 
rebel against, we err and injure ourselTes and 
others, he pramnlgated that which he considered 
an uTefngahle truth. In his eyes it was the 
esBence of our being, and all wue and pain arose 
from the war made against it by selfishness, or in- 
sensibility, or mistake. By reterting in his mind 
to this first principle, be discovered the source of 
many emotions, and could disclose the secret of 
all hearts, and his delineations of passion and 
emotion tonch the finest chords of our nature. 

Bosalind antl Helen was finished during the 
•amner of 1818, while we were at the Baths of 
Lucca. Thence Shelley visited Venice, sjid cir- 
cumstances rendering it eligible that we should 
remain a few weeks in the neighbourhood of that 
dQr, he accepted the offer of Lord Byron, who lent 
bim the use of a villa he rented near Eate ; and 
he scat for his (unily from Lucca to join him. 

I Capnceini was a villa built on the site of a 
C^mehin convent, demolished when the French 
sappreswd religions houses ; it was situated on 
the very over-hanging brow of a low hill at the 
foot of a range of higher ones. The house was 
cheerful and pleasant ; a vine-trellised walk, a 
Pngota, aa it is called in Italian, led from the ball 
door to a anmmer-house at the end of the garden, 
which Shelley made his study, and in which he 
began the Prometheus ; and here also, as he men- 
tions in a letter, he wrote Julian and Maddalo; a' 
sli^t ravine, with a road in its depth, divided the 
garden &om the hill, on which stood the ruins of (he 
ancieitt castle of Eate, whose dark massivewall gave 
finth an echo, and from whose ruined crevices, owls 



and bats fiittedforlli at night, as the crescent moon 
sunt behind the bUck and heavy battlements. 
We looked from the garden over the wide plain of 
Lombardy, bounded to the west by the far Apen- 
nines, while to the east, the horizon was lost in 
misty distance. After the picturesque but limited 
view of mountain, ravine, and chesnut wood at 
the Baths of Lucca, there was something infinitely 
gratifying to the eye in the wide range of proqiect 
conuuanded by our new abode. 

Our first misfortune, of the kind from which we 
soon suffered even more severely, happened here. 
Our little ^1, an infant in whose small features I 
fancied that I traced great resembkuice to her 
&ther, showed symptoms of suffering from the 
heat of the climate. Teetliing increased her ill- 
neas and danger. We were at Eate, and when 
we became alarmed, hastened (o Venice for the 
best advice. When we arrived at Fusina, we 
found that we had forgotten our passpsrt, and the 
soldiers on duty attempted to prevent our crossing 
I the laguna ; but they could not resist Shelley's 
impetuosity at such a moment. We had scarcely 
airived at Venice, before life fled from the little 
sufferer, and we returned to Eete to weep her 

After a few weeks spent m this retreat, which 
were interspersed by visits to Venice, we proceeded 
southward. We often hear of persons dis^poinled 
by a first Tint to Italy. This was not Shelley's case 
— the aspect of its nature, its sunny sky, its niajeetic 
storms ; of the luxuriant vegetation of the country, 
and the noble marble-built cities, enchanted him. 
The Mght of the works of art were full enjoyment 
and wonder ; he had not studied pictures or sli 
before, he now did so with the eye of taste, thi 
, ferred not to the rulee of schools, but to those c 
I ture and truth. Thelirat entrance to Romeopened 
to him a scene of remains of antique grandeur that 
far anrpaseed his CKpectations ; and the onspeak- 
' ' able beauty of Naples and its environs added to 
I the impression ho received of the transcendant 
I and glorious beauty of Italy. As I have said, he 

wrote long letters during the first year of ou 
I odeuce in this country, and these, when published. 



will be the best testimonials of his appreciation of 
the harmonious and beautiful in art and nature, 
and his delicate taste in discerning and describing 
them *. 

Our winter was spent at Naples. Here he wrote 
the fragments of Mazenghi and the Woodman and 
the Nightingale, which he afterwards threw aside. 
At this time Shelley suffered greatly in health. He 
put himself under the care of a medical man, who 
promised great things, and made him endure severe 
bodily pain, without any good results. Constant 
and poignant physical suffering exhausted him ; and 
though he preserved the appearance of cheerfulness, 
and often greatly enjoyed ourwanderings in the en- 
virons of Naples, and our excursions on its sunny 
sea, yet many hours were passed when lus thoughts, 
shadowed by illness, became gloomy, and then he 
escaped to solitude, and in verses, which he hid 
from fear of wounding me, poured forth morbid but 
too natural bursts of discontent and sadness. One 
looks back with unspeakable regret and gnawing 
remorse to such periods ; fancying that had one 
been more alive to the nature of his feelings, and 
more attentive to soothe them, such would not 
have existed — and yet enjoying, as he appeared to 
do, every sight or influence of earth or sky, it 
was difficult to imagine that any melancholy he 
showed was aught but the effect of the constant 
pain to which ho was a mart^T. 

We lived in utter solitude — and such is often 
not the nurse of cheerfulness ; for then, at least 
with those who liave been exposed to adversity, 
the mind broods over its sorrows too intently ; 
while the society of the enlightened, the witty, and 
the wise, enables us to forget ourselves by making 



* TIieM letters, together with various essays, transia- i 

tions, and fragments, being the greater portion of the . 
proso writings left by Shelley, are now in the press.— 

M. S. ' 



US the sharers of the thoughts of others, which is 
a portion of the philosophy of happiness. Shelley 
never liked society in numbers, it harassed and 
wearied him ; but neither did he like lonelineasy 
and usually when alone sheltered himself against 
memory and reflection, in a book. But with one 
or two whom he loved, he gave way to wild and 
joyous spirits, or in more serious conversation ex- 
pounded his opinions with vivacity and eloquence. 
If an argument arose, no man ever argued better 
— ^he was clear, logical, and earnest, in supporting 
his own views ; attentive, patient, and impartial, 
while listening to those on the adverse mde. Had 
not a wall of prejudice been raised at this time 
between him and his countrymen^ how many 
would have sought the acquaintance of one, whom 
to know was to love and to revere ! how many of 
the more enlightened of his contemporaries have 
since regretted that they did not seek him t how 
very few knew his worth while he lived, and of 
those few, several were withheld by timidity or 
envy from declaring their sense of it. But no man 
was ever more enthusiaatically loved — more looked 
up to as one superior to his fellows in inteOectoal 
endowments 'and moral worth, by the few who 
knew him well, and had sufficient nobleness of 
soul to appreciate his superiority. His exoeUenoe 
is now acknowledged ; but even while admitted, 
not duly appreciated. For who, except Uiose who 
were acquainted with him, can imagine his un- 
wearied benevolence, his generosity, his systematic 
forbearance? And still less is his vast superiority in 
intellectual attainments sufficiently understood — 
his sagacity, his clear understanding, his learning, 
his prodigious memory ; all these, as dispUyed in 
conversation, were known to few while he lived, and 
are now silent in the tomb : 

Ahi orbo mondo Ingrato, 

Gran cagion hai di dever planger meco. 

Che qael ben ch' era in te, perdut* hai seoo. 
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THE MASQUE OF ANARCHY. 



I. 



As I lay asleep in Italy, 
There came a yoice from over the sea, 
And with great power it forth led me 
To walk in the visions of Poesy. 



II. 



I met Mnrder on the way — 
He had a mask like Castlereagh — 
Very smooth he looked, yet grim ; 
Seven bloodhounds followed him : 



in. 



All were fat ; and well they might 

Be in admirable plight, 

For one by one, and two by two. 

He tossed them human hearts to chew, 

Which firom his wide cloak he drew. 



IV. 



Next came Fraud, and he had on, 

Like Lord £ , an ermine gown ; 

His big tears, for he wept well, 
Tumea to mill-stones as they fell ; 

V. 

And the little children, who 
Round his feet played to and fro. 
Thinking every tear a gem, 
Had theur brains knocked out by them. 

VI, 

Clothed with the bible as with light. 
And the shadow of the night. 
Like S ♦ * ♦ next. Hypocrisy, 
On a crocodile came by. 

vu. 
And many more Destructions played 
In this ghastly masquerade. 
All disguised, even to the eyes. 
Like bishops, Uwyers, peers, or spies. 

▼in. 
Last came Anarchy ; he rode 
On a white horse splashed with blood ; 
He was pale even to the lips. 
Like Death in the Apocalypse. 



IX. 



And he wore a kingly crown ; 
In his hand a sceptre shone ; 
On his brow this mark I saw — 
<^ I am God, and King, and Law 1 " 



X. 



With a pace stately and fast, 
Over English land he past, 
Trampling to a mire of blood 
The adoring multitude. 



XI. 



And a mighty troop around. 

With their trampling shook the ground. 

Waving each a bloody sword. 

For the service of their Lord. 



xu. 



And, with glorious triumph, they 
Rode through England, proud and gay. 
Drunk as with intoxication 
Of the wine of desolation. 



xm. 



O'er fields and towns, from sea to 
Passed the pageant swift and free. 
Tearing up, and trampling down. 
Till they came to London town. 



XIV. 



And each dweller, panic-stricken. 
Felt his heart with terror sicken. 
Hearing the tremendous cry 
Of the triumph of Anarchy. 



XV. 



For with pomp to meet him came, 
Clothed in arms like blood and flame. 
The hired murderers who did sing, 
*< Thou art God, and Law, and King. 



XVI. 



^ We have waited, weak and lone. 
For thy coming, Mighty One ! 
Our purses are empty, our swords are cold. 
Give us glory, and blood, and gold." 



X 



I 



xvn. 



Lawyers and priests, a motley crowd. 
To the earth tneir pale brows bowed. 
Like a bad prayer not over loud. 
Whispering—^ Thou art Law and God ! ** 



XVIII. 



Then all cried with one accord, 
" Thou art Kine, and Law, and Lord ; 
Anarchy, to mee we bow. 
Be thy name made holy now I 



>» 



XIZ. 

And Anarchy, the skeleton. 
Bowed and grinned to every one. 
As well as if his education 
Had cost ten millions to the nation. 



xz. 



For he knew the palaces 
Of our kings were nightly his ; 
His the sceptre, crown, and globe. 
And the gold-inwoven robe. 



XXL 



So he sent his slaves before 
To seize upon the Bank and Tower, 
And was proceeding with intent 
To meet his pensioned parliament. 



zxn. 



When one fled past, a maniac maid. 
And her name was Hope, she said : 
But she looked more like Despair ; 
And she cried out in the air : 



xxirr. 



" My father, Time is weak and grey 
With waiting for a better day ; 
See how idiot-like he stands, 
Trembling with his palsied hands ! 



XXIV. 



** He has had child after child. 
And the dust of death is piled 
Over every one but me— 
Misery ! oh. Misery ! " 



XXV. 



Then she lay down in the street, 
Right before the horses' feet. 
Expecting witli a patient eye. 
Murder, Fraud, and Anarchy. 

xxvr. 
When between her and her foes 
A mist, a light, an image rose, 
Small at first, and weak and frail 
Like the vapour of the vale : 

xxvir. 
Till as clouds grow on the blast, 
Like tower-crowned giants striding fast, 
And glare with lightnings as they fly. 
And speak in thunder to the sky. 



xxvm. 



It grew — a shape arrayed in mail 
Brighter than uie viper's scale. 
And upborne on wings whose grain 
Was like the light of sunny rain. 



On its helm, seen £ar away, 

A planet, like the morning's, lay ; 

And those plumes it light rained through. 

Like a shower of crimson dew. 



With step as soft as wind it paased 
O'er the heads of men — so fast 
That they knew the presence there. 
And looked — and all was empty air. 

XXXI. 

As flowers beneath May's footsteps waken. 
As stars from night's loose hair are ahiAan, 
As waves arise when loud winds call. 
Thoughts sprung where'er that step did fiUL 

XXXIl. 

And the prostrate multitude 
Looked — and ankle-deep m blood, 
Hope, that maiden most serene. 
Was walking with a quiet mien : 

xxxni. 
And Anarchy, the ghastly birth. 
Lay dead earth upon the earth ; 
The Horse of Death, tameless as wind. 
Fled, and with his hoofs did grind 
To dust the murderers thronged behind. 

XXXIV. 

A rushing light of clouds and splendour, 
A sense, awakening and yet tender. 
Was heard and felt — and at its close 
These words of joy and fear arose : 

XXXV. 

As if their own indignant earth, 
Which gave the sous of England birth. 
Had felt their blood upon her brow. 
And shuddering with a mother's throe, 

XXXVI. 

Had turned every drop of blood. 

By which her face had been bedewed. 

To an accent unwithstood. 

As if her heart had cried aloud : 

XXXVTI. 

" Men of England, Heirs of Glory, 
Heroes of unwritten story. 
Nurslings of one mighty mother, 
Hopes of her, and one another I 

xxxvin. 
" Rise, like lions after slumber. 
In unvanquishable nnmber. 
Shake your chains to earth like dew. 
Which in sleep had fall'n on you. 
Ye are many, tliey are few. 
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•XXXIX. 

^ What is Freedom ! Ye can tell 
That which Slavery b too well, 
For its very name has grown 
To an echo of your own. 



XL. 



^ 'Tis to work, and have such pay 
As just keeps life from day to day 
In your limbs as in a cell 
For the tyrants' use to dwell : 



xu. 



^ So that ye for them are made. 
Loom, and plough, and sword, and spade ; 
With or without your own will, bent 
To their defence and nourishment. 



XLH. 



^ 'Tis to see your children weak 
With their mothers pine and peak, 
When Uie winter winds are bleak :- 
They are dying whilst I speak. 



xun. 
** Tis to hunger for such diet. 
As the rich man in his riot 
Casts to the fat dogs that lie 
Surfeiting beneath his eye. 

XLIV, 

** 'Tis to let the Ghost of Gold 
Take from toil a thousand-fold 
More than e'er its substance could 
In the tyrannies of old : 

XLV. 

** Paper coin — that forgery 
Of the title deeds, which ye 
Hold to something of the worth 
Of the inheritance of Earth. 

XLVI, 

'* 'Tis to be a slave in soul, 
And to hold no strong controul 
Over your own u ills, but be 
All that others make of ye. 

XLVIl. 

'* And at length when ye complain. 
With a murmur weak and vain, 
'Tis to see the tyrant's crew 
Ride over your wives and you : — 
Blood is on the grass like dew ! 

zLvin. 
^ Then it is to feel revenge, 
Fiercely thirsting to exchange 
Blood for blood — and wrong for wrong ; 
Do not thus when ye are strong ! 

ZLIX. 

** Birds find rest in narrow nest, 
When weary of their winged quest ; 
Beasts find fare in woody lair, 
When storm and snow are in the air. 



L. 



" Horses, oxen, have a home. 
When from daUy toil they come ; 
Household dogs, when the wind roars. 
Find a home within warm doors. 



x.r. 



^ Asses, swine, have litter spread. 
And with fitting food are fed ; 
All things have a home but one : 
Thou, Englishman, hast none ! 



in. 



* This is slavery — savage men. 
Or wild beasts within a den. 
Would endure not as ye do : 
But ^uch ills they never knew. 



mu 



** What art thou. Freedom ! Oh ! could slaves 
Answer from their living graves 
This demand, tyrants would flee 
Like a dream's dim imagery. 



LIV. 



" Thou art not, as impostors say, 
A shadow soon to pass away, 
A superstition, and a name 
Echomg from the cave of Fame. 



LV. 



^ For the labourer thou art bread 
And a comely table spread. 
From his daily labour come. 
In a neat and happy home. 



LVI. 



** Thou art clothes, and fire, and food 
For the trampled multitude : 
No — in countries tluit are free 
Such starvation cannot be. 
As in England now we see. 



Lvn. 



^ To the rich thou art a check ; 
When his foot is on the neck 
Of his victim, thou dost make 
That he treads upon a snake. 



Lvin. 



" Thou art Justice — ne'er for gold 
May thy righteous laws be sold. 
As laws are in England : — thou 
Shieldest alike the high and low. 



ux. 



*< Thou art Wisdom— freemen never 
Dream that God will doom for ever 
All who think those things untrue. 
Of which priests make such ado. 



LX. 



** Thou art Peace — never by thee 
Would blood and treasure wasted be. 
As tyrants wasted them, when all 
Leagued to quench thy flame in Gaul. 
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T 



LZL 



<< What if English toil and blood 
Was poured forth, eren as a flood ! 
It availed, — Liberty ! 
To dim — but not extinguish thee. 



Lzir. 



*' Thou art Love — ^the rich have kist 
Thy feet ; and like him following Christ, 
Given their substance to the fr^. 
And through the rough world followed thee. 



Lzm. 



<* Oh turn their wealth to arms, and make 
War for thy beloved sake. 
On wealth and war and ihtud ; whence they 
Drew the power which is their prey. 



Lzrv. 



<^ Science, and Poetry, and Thought, 
Are thy lamps ; they make the lot 
Of the dwellers in a cot 
Such, they curse their maker not. 

LXV. 

*' Spirit, Patience, Gentleness, 
Ah that can adorn and bless, 
Art thou : let deeds, not words, express 
Thine exceeding loveliness. 

LXVU. 

'* Let a great assembly be 
Of the fearless and the free. 
On some spot of English ground, 
Where the plains stretch wide around. 

Lxvn. . 
" Let the blue sky overhead. 
The green earth on which ye tread, 
All that must eternal be. 
Witness the solemnity. 

LxvnL 
" From the comers uttermost 
Of the bounds of English coast ; 
From every hut, village, and town, 
Where those who hve and suffer, moan 
For others' misery, or their own : 

LXIX. 

" From the workhouse and the prison, 
Where pale as corpses newly risen, 
Women, children, young, and old, 
Groan for pain, and weep for cold ; 

LXX. 

" From the haunts of daily life. 
Where is waged the daily strife 
With common wants and common cares. 
Which sow the human heart with tares. 

LXXI. 

" Lastly, from the palaces, 
Where the murmur of distress 
Echoes, like the distant sound 
Of a wind, alive around ; 



LXZII. 



^ Those prison-halls of wealth and fiyahion. 
Where some few feel such oompaasion 
For those who groan, and toil, and wmil. 
As must make their brethren pale ; 



Lxxm. 



** Ye who suffer woes untold. 
Or to feel, or to behold 
Your lost country bought and sold 
With a price of blood and gold. 



Lzznr. 



'^ Let a vast assembly be. 
And widi peat solemnity 
Declare with ne'er said words, that ye 
Are, as Grod has made ye, free. 



LXXV. 



^ Be your strong and simple words 
Keen to wound as sharpened swords, 
And wide as targes let them be. 
With their shade to cover ye. 



LXXVL. 



<* Let the tyrants pour around 
With a quick and startling sound. 
Like the loosening of a sea. 
Troops of armed emblazonry. 



Lxxvn. 



^ Let the charged artillery drive. 
Till the dead air seems alive 
With the clash of clanging wheels. 
And the tramp of horses' heels. 

LXXVIII. 

" Let the iixed bayonet 
Gleam with sharp desire to wet 
Its bright point in English blood. 
Looking keen as one for food. 

IJEXIX. 

^ Let the horsemen's scimitars 
Wheel and flash, like sphereless stars. 
Thirsting to eclipse their burning 
In a sea of deadi and mourning. 



LXXX. 

*' Stand ye calm and resolute. 
Like a forest close and mute. 
With folded arms, and looks which are 
Weapons of an unvanquished war. 

LXXXL 

'* And let Panic, who outspeeds 
The career of armed steeds. 
Pass, a disregarded shade. 
Through your phalanx undismayed. 

LXXXII. 

** Let the laws of your own land, 
Good or ill, between ye stand. 
Hand to hand, and foot to foot. 
Arbiters of the dispute. 
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LZXXIIt. 



« 



The old laws of England — they 

Whose reverend heads with age are grey, 

CJhildren of a wiser day ; 

And whose solemn voice must be 

Thine own echo— Liberty ! 



LXXZIY. 



^ On those who first should violate 
Such sacred heralds in their state, 
Rest the blood that must ensue ; 
And it will not rest on you. 



LXZXV. 



** And if then the tyrants dare, 
Let them ride among you there ; 
Slash, and stab, and maim, and hew ; 
What they like, that let them do. 



LZXXVI. 



^ Wiih folded arms and steady eyes. 
And little fear, and leas surprise. 
Look upon them as they slay. 
Till their rage has died away : 



LXXXVII. 



** Then they will return with shame. 
To the place from which they came. 
And the blood thus shed will speak 
In hot blushes on their cheek : 



Lxxzvin. 



** Every woman in the land 
Will point at them as they stand — 
They will hardly dare to greet 
Theur acquaintance in the street : 



LZZXJX. 

^ And the bold true warriors, 
Who have hugged danger in the wars. 
Will turn to those who would be free. 
Ashamed of such base company : 



xc. 
** And that slaughter to the nation 
Shall steam up like inspiration. 
Eloquent, oracular, 
A volcano heard a&r : 



xcr. 
'* And these words shall then become 
Like Oppression's thundered doom. 
Ringing through each heart and brain, 
Heu^ again — again — again ! 

xai. 
** Rise, like lions after slumber 
In unvanquishable number I 
Shake your chains to earth, like dew 
Which in sleep had fallen on you : 
Ye are many — ^they are few ! " 



1 
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PETER BELL THE THIRD 



BT 



MICHING MALLECHO, ESQ. 



Is it a party in a parlour. 
Crammed Just as they (in earth were crammed. 
Some sipping punch— some sipping tea ; 
But, as you by their faces see. 

All silent, and all damned ! 

Peter Bell» hy W. Wobosworth. 



opHBLiA.— What means this, my lord ? 

iLAifUBT. — Ifarry, this is Miching Mallecho ; it means miachiel 

SHAKaPKAIia. 



DEDICATION. 



TO THOMAS BROWN, ESQ., THE YOUNGER, H.F. 



Dkar Tom, 

Allow mo to request you to introduce 
Mr. Peter Bell to the respectable family of the Fudges; 
although he may fall short of those very considerable 
personages in the more active properties which charac- 
terize the Rat and the Apostate, I suspect that even 
you, their historian, will confess that he surpasses them 
in the more peculiarly legitimate qualification of in- 
tolerable dulncss. 

You know Mr. Examiner Hunt ; well — it was he 
who presented me to two of the Mr. Bells. My in- 
timacy with the younger Mr. Bell naturally sprung 
from this introduction to his brothers. And in pre- 
senting him to you, I have the satisfaction of being 
able to assure you that he ia considerably the dullest 
of the three. 

There is this particular advantage in an acquaintance 
with any one of the Peter Bells, that if you know one 
Peter Bell, you know three Peter Bells ; they are not 
one, but three ; not three, but one. An awful mystcr}*, 
which, after having caused torrents of blood, and having 
been hymned by groans enough to deafen the music of 
tlie ipberes, is at length illustrated to the satisfaction 
of all parties in the theological world, by the nature of 
Mr. Peter Bell. 



Peter is a polyhedric Peter, or a Peter with many 
sides. He changes colours like a cameleon, and his 
coat like a snake. He is a Proteus of a Peter. He 
was at first sublime, pathetic, impressive, profound; 
then dull ; then prosy and dull ; and now dull — O, so 
very dull ! it is an ultra-legitimate dulness. 

You will perceive that it is not necessary to conuder 

•Hell and the Devil as supernatural machinery. The 

whole scene of my epic is in *^ this world which is** 

— So Peter informed us before his coDversion to 

White Obi 

The world of all of us, and where 

We find our happiness, or not at all. 

Let me observe that I have spent six or seven days 
in composing this sublime piece ; the orb of my moon- 
like genius has made the fourth part of its revolution 
round the dull earth which you inhabit, driving you 
mad, while it has retained its calmness and its splen- 
dour, and I have been fitting this its last phase ** to 
occupy a permanent station in the literature of my 
country.'' 

Your works, indeed, dear Tom, sell better; but 
mine arc far superior. The public is no judge ; posterity 
sets all to rights. 

Allow me to observe that so much has been written 
of Peter Bell, that the present history can be considered 
only, like the Iliad, as a continuation of that series of 
cyclic poems, which have already been candidates for 
bestowing immortality upon, at the same time that 
they receive it from, his character and adventures. In 
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this point of view, I baye yiolated no rule of tynUx 
in beginning^ my composition with a conjunction ; the 
full stop which closes the poem continued by me, being, 
like the full stops at the end of the Iliad and Odyssey, 
a full stop of a very qualified import. 

Hoping that the immortality which you have given 
to the Fudges, you will receive from them ; and in 
the firm expectation, that when London shall be an 
habitation of bitterns, when St. PauPs and Westminster 
Abbey shall stand, shapeless and nameless ruins^ in 
the midst of an unpeopled marsh ; when the piers of 
Waterloo-Bridge shall become the nuclei of islets of 
reeds and osiers, and cast the jagged shadows of their 



broken arches on the solitary stream, some transatlantic 
commentator will be weighing in the scales of some 
new and now/ unimagined system of criticism, the 
respective merits of the Bells and the Fudges, and 
their historians, 

I remain, dear Tom, 

Yours sincerely 

MiCHINO Mallicho. 
December 1, 1819. 

P.S — ^Pray excuse the date of place ; so soon as the 
profits of the publication come in, I mean to hire 
lodgings in a more respectable street. 
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PROLOGUE. 



Pbtsb Bells, one, two and three. 

O'er the wide world wandering be. — 

First, the antenatal Peter, 

Wrapt in weeds of the same metre. 

The so long predestined raiment 

Clothed, in which to walk his way meant 

The second Peter ; whose ambition 

Is to link the proposition. 

As the mean of two extremes — 

(This was learnt from Aldric's themes) 

Shielding from the guilt of schism 

The orthodoxal syllogism ; 

The First Peter— he who was 

Like the shadow in the gUss 

Of Uie second, yet unripe, 

Ifis snbetantial antitype. — 

Then came Peter Bell the Second, 

Who henceforward must be reckoned 

The body of a double soul. 

And that portion of the whole 

Without which the rest would seem 

Ends of a disjointed dream. — 

And the Third is he who has 

O'er the grave been forced to pass 



To the other side, which is^ — 
Go and try else, — just like this. 

Peter Bell the First was Peter 
Smugger, milder, softe]^, neater. 
Like the soul before it is 
Bom from that world into thit. 
The next Peter Bell was he, 
Predevote, like you and me. 
To good or evil as may come ; 
Hb was the severer doom, — 
For he was an evil Cotter, 
And a polygamic Potter.* 
And the last is Peter Bell, 
Damned since our first parents fell. 
Damned eternally to Hell — 
Surely he deserves it well ! 

* The oldest scholiasts read— 

A dodecagatnie Potter. 

This is at once more deeoriptlTeand more megalophonons, 
—but the alliteration of the text had captivated the 
vulgar ear oftheberdof later commentators. 
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PART THE FIRST. 



Bea4. 



And Peter Bell, when he had been 
With fresh-imported Hell-fire warmed. 

Grew serious — ^from his dress and mien 

'Twas very plainly to be seen 
Peter was quite reformed. 

His eyes turned up, his mouth turned down ; 

His accent caught a nasal twang ; 
He oUed his hair,* there might be heard 
The grace of God in every word 

Which Peter said or sang. 

But Peter now grew old, and had 
An ill no doctor could unravel ; 

His torments almost drove him mad ; — 

Some said it was a fever bad — 
Some swore it was the gravel. 

Hb holy friends then came about. 

And with long preaching and persuasion. 

Convinced the patient that, without 

The smallest shadow of a doubt. 
He was predestined to damnation. 

They said — " Thy name is Peter Bell ; 

Thy skin is of a brimstone hue ; 
Alive or dead — aye, sick or well — 
The one God made to rhyme with hell ; 

The other, I think, rhymes with you." 

Then Peter set up such a yell ! — 

The nurse, who with some water gruel 
Was climbing up the stairs, as well 
As her old legs could climb them — fell. 
And broke them both — the fall was cruel. 

The Parson from the casement leapt 

Into the lake of Windermere — 
And many an eel — though no adept 
In God*s right reason for it — kept 
Gnawing his kidnej's half a year. 



* To thnoc who have not duly appreciated the distinction 
between H'hale and Russia oil, this attribute might rather 
aeem to belong to the Dandy than the Evangelic. The 
effect, when to the windward, is indeed so similar, that it 
requires a subtle naturalist to discriminate the animals. 
They belong, however, to distinct genera. 



And all the rest rushed through the door. 

And tumbled over one another. 
And broke their skulls. — Upon the floor 
Meanwhile sat Peter Bell, and swore. 

And cursed his &ther and his mother ; 

And raved of God, and sin, and death. 

Blaspheming like an infidel ; 
And said, that with his clenched teeth. 
He'd seize the earth from underneath. 

And drag it with him down to helL 

As he was speaking came a spasm, 
And wrenched his gnashing teeUi asunder ; 

Like one who sees a strange phantasm 

He lay, — ^there was a silent chasm 
Between his upper jaw and under. 

And yellow death lay on his face ; 

And a fixed smile that was not human 
Told, as I understand the case. 
That he was gone to the wrong place : — 

I heard all this from the old woman. 

Then there came down from Langdale Pike 
A cloud, with lightning, wind and hail ; 

It swept over the mountains like 

An ocean, — and I heard it strike 
The woods and crags of Grasmere vale. 

And I saw the black storm come 

Nearer, minute after minute ; 
Its thunder made the cataracts dumb ; 
With hiss, and clash, and hollow hum. 

It neared as if the Devil was in it. 

The Devil was in it : — ^he had bought 
Peter for half-a-crown ; and when 
The storm which bore him vanished, nought 
That in the house that storm had caught 
Was ever seen again. 

Tlie gaping neighbours came next day — 

They found ail vanislied from the t^ore : 
The Bible, whence he used to pray. 
Half scorched under a hen-ooop lay ; 
Smashed glass — and nothing more ! 
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PART THE SECOND. 



^n^ Sebfl. 



Th£ Detil, I safely can aver, 

Has neither hoo^ nor tail, nor sting ; 
Nor is he, as some sages swear, 
A spirit, neither here nor there, 
In nothing — ^yet in everything. 



He is — what we are ; for sometimes 

The Deyfl is a gentleman ; 
At others a bard bartering rhymes 
For sack ; a statesman spinning crimes ; 

A swindler, living as he can ; 

A thief, who cometh in the night. 

With whole boots and net pantaloons. 
Like some one whom it were not right 
To mention ;— or the luckless wight, 
From whom he steals nine silver spoons. 



But in this case he did appear 

Like a slop-merchant from Wapping, 
And with smog face, and eye severe. 
On every side did perk and peer 
Till he saw Peter dead or napping. 

He had on an upper Benjamin 

(For he was of the driving schism) 
In the which he wrapt his win 
From the storm he travelled in. 
For fear of rheumatism. 



He called the ghost out of the corse ; — 

It was exceedingly like Peter, — 
Only its voice was hollow and hoarse — 
It had a queerish look of course — 
Its dress too was a little neater. 



The Devil knew not his name and lot'; 

Peter knew not that he was Bell : 
Each had an upper stream of thought, 
Which made all seem as it was not ; 

Fitting itself to all things well. 



Peter thought he had parents dear. 
Brothers, sisters, cousins, cronies. 

In the fens of Lincolnshire ; 

He perhaps had found them there 
Had he gone and boldly shown his 

Solemn phiz in his own village ; 

Where he thought oft when a boy 
He'd clomb the orchard walls to pillage 
The produce of his neighbour's tillage. 

With marvellous pride and joy. 

And the Devil thought he had, 

'Mid the misery and confusion 
Of an unjust war, just made 
A fortune by the gainful trade 
Of giving soldiers rations bad — 

The world is full of strange deluswn. 

That he had a mansion planned 

In a squnre like Groevenor-square^ 
That he was aping fashion, and 
That he now came to Westmorland 
To see what was romantic there. 



And all this, though quite ideal, — 
Ready at a breath to vanish, — 
Was a state not more unheal 
Than the peace he could not feel, 
Or the care he could not banish. 



After a little conversation. 
The Devil told Peter, if he chose. 

He'd bring him to the world of fashion 

By giving him a situation 

In his own service — and new clothes. 



And Peter bowed, quite pleased and proud. 
And after waiting some few days 

For a new livery—dirty yellow 

Turned up with black — the wretched fellow 
Was bowled to Hell in the Devil's chaise. 



£k 
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PART THE THIRD. 



?^en. 



Hell is a city mnch like London — 

A populous and a smoky city ; 
There are all sorts of people undone, 
And there is little or no fun done ; 

Small justice shown, and still less pity. 

There is a Castles, and a Canning, 

A Cobbett, and a Castlereagh ; 
All sorts of caitiff corpses planning, 
All sorts of cozening lor trepanning 

Corpses less corrupt than they. 

There is a * * *, who has lost 

His wits, or sold them, none knows which ; 
He walks about a double ghost. 
And though as thin as Fraud almost — 

Ever grows more grim and rich. 

There is a Chancery Court ; a King ; 

A manufacturing mob ; a set 
Of thieves who by themselves are sent 
Similar thieves to represent ; 

An army ; and a public debt. 

Which last is a scheme of paper money. 

And means — being interpreted — 
Bees, ** keep yeur wax — give us the honey, 
And we will plant, while skies are sunny, 
Flowers, which in winter serve instead." 

There is great talk of revolution — 

And a great chance of despotism — 
German soldiers— camps— confusion — 
Tumults — lotteries — rage — delusion — 
Gin — suicide — and methodism. 

Taxes too, on wine and bread, 

And meat, and beer, and tea, and cheese^ 
From which those patriots pure are fed. 
Who gorge before they reel ^o bed 

The tenfold essence of all these. 

There are mincing women, mewing, 
(Like cats, who amant miser e,*) 

Of their own virtue, and pursuing 

Their gentler sisters to that ruin, 

Without which — what were chastity .f 



* One of the attributes in Linneus's description of the 
Cat. To a similar cause the caterwauling of more than 
one species of this genus is to be referred ;— except, indeed, 
that the poor quadruped is compelled to quarrel with its 
own pleasures, whilst the biped is supposed only to quarrel 
with those of others. 

t What would this husk and excuse for a virtue bo 



Lawyers — judges — old hobnobbers 

Are there — bailiffs— chancellors— 
Bishops — great and littlo robbers — 
Rhymesters — ^pamphleteers — stock-jobbers — 
Men of glory in the wan, — 

Things whose trade is, over ladies 

To lean, and flirt, and stare, and simper. 
Till all that is divine in woman 
Grows cruel, courteous, smooth, inhuman. 
Crucified 'twixt a smile and whimper. 

Thrusting, toiling, wailing, moiling, 

Frowmng, preaching — such a not ! 
Each with never-ceasing labour. 
Whilst he thinks he cheats his neighbour. 
Cheating his own heart of quiet. 

And all these meet at levees ; — 

Dinners convivial and political ; — 
Suppers of epic poets ; — ^teas. 
Where small talk dies in agonies ; — 
Breakfasts professional and critical ; 

Lunches and snacks so aldermanic 

That one would furnish forth ten dinners. 
Where reigns a Cretan-tongued panic. 
Lest news Kuss, Dutch, or Alemannic 
Should make some losers, and some winners 

At conversazioni — balls — 

Conventicles — ^and drawing-rooms — 
Courts of law— committees— calls 
Of a morning— clubs — book-stalls — 

Churches — masquerades — and tombs. 

And this is Hell — and in this smother 

All are damnable and damned ; 
Each one damning, damns the other ; 
They are damned by one another, 

By none other are they damned. 

'Tis a lie to say, « God damns ! " • 

Where was Heaven's Attorney General 

When they first gave out such flams! 

Let there be an end of shams. 
They are mines of poisonous mineral 



without its kernel prostitution, or the kernel proetttutioii 
without this husk of a virtue ? I wonder the women of < 
the town do not form an association, like the Society for 
the Suppression of Tioe, for the support of what may b« 
called the **King, Church, and ConRtittition** of their 
order. But this subject is almost too horrible for a Joke. 
* This libel on our national oath« and this aocnsation of 




Statesmen damn themselTes to be 
Cnned ; and lawyers danm their soula 

To the auction of a fee ; 

Churchmen damn themselves to see 
Grod's sweet love in burning coals. 

The rich are damned, beyond all cure^ 
To taunt, and starve, and trample on 
The weak and wretched ; and the poor 
Damn their broken hearts to endure 
Stripe on stripe, with groan on groan. 

Sometimes the poor are damned indeed 

To take, — ^not means for being blest, — 
But Cobbett's snuff, revenge ; tJ^t weed 
From which the worms that it doth feed 
Squeeze less than they before possessed. 

And some few, like we know who, 

Damned — ^but God alone knows why— 
To believe their minds are given 
To make this uffly Hell a Heaven ; 
In which fai£ they live and die. 



Thus, as in a town, plague-stricken^ 
Each man be he sound or no 

Must indifferently sicken ; 

As when day begins to thicken. 
None knows a pigeon from a crow, — 



So good and bad, sane and mad. 

The oppressor and the oppressed ; 
Those who weep to see what others 
Smile to inflict upon their brothers ; 
Lovers, haters, worst and best ; 



All are damned — ^they breathe an air. 

Thick, infected, joy-dispelling : 
Each pursues what seems most fiiir. 
Mining like moles, through mind, and there 
Scoop palace-caverns vast, where Care 
In throned state is ever dwelling. 



^»^^^^^^^^^^A^^>^>^>^>^»^^^^^ 



PART THE FOURTH. 



SWn. 



Lo, Peter in Hell's Grosvenor-square, 

A footman in the deviPs service ! 
And the misjudging world would swear 
That every man in service there 

To virtue would prefer vice. 

But Peter, though now damned, was not 

What Peter was before damnation. 
Men oftentimes prepare a lot 
Which ere it finds them, is not what 
Suits with their genuine station. 

All things that Peter saw and felt 

Had a peculiar aspect to him ; 
And when they came within the belt 
Of his own nature, seemed to melt. 

Like cloud to cloud, into him. 

And so the outward world uniting 

To that within him, he became 
Considerably uninviting 
To those, who meditation slighting. 

Were moulded in a different frame. 

And he scorned them, and they scorned him ; 

And he scorned all they did ; and they 
Did all that men of their own trim 
Are wont to do to please their whim. 

Drinking, lying, swearing, play. 

an our conntrsnnen of being in the daily practice of 
solemnly anoverating the moBt enormoot falsehood, I fear 
dewnree the notice of a more active Attorney General than 
that here alluded to. 



Such were his fellow-servants ; thus 
His virtue, like our own, was built 
Too much on that indignant fuss 
Hypocrite Pride stirs up in us 
To bully out another's guilt. 

He had a mind which was somehow 
At once circumference and centre 

Of all he might or feel or know ; 

Nothing went ever out, although 
Something did ever enter. 

He had as much imagination 
As a pint-pot ; — ^he never could 

Fancy another situation. 

From which to dart his contemplation. 
Than that wherein he stood. 

Yet his was individual mind, 

And new created all he saw 
In a new manner, and refined 
Those new creations, and combined 
Them, by a master-spirit's law. 



Thus — thouffh unimaginati^ . 

An apprehension clear, intense. 
Of his mmd's work, had made alive 
The things it wrought on ; I believe 

Wakening a sort of thought in sense. 

But from the first 'twas Peter's drift 

To be a kind of moral eunuch. 
He touched the hem of nature's shift. 
Felt faint — and never dared uplift 
The closest, all-concealing tunic 



^ 



242 



POEMS WRITTEN IN 1819. 



She laughed the while, with an arch smiley 

And Idssed him with a sister^s IdaBy 
And said — ** My best Diogenes, 
I love you well — but, if you please. 
Tempt not again my deepest bliss. 

** Tis you are cold — ^fop I, not coy. 

Yield love for love, feank, warm and true ; 
And Bums, a Scottish peasant boy — 
His errors prove it — knew my joy 
More, learned friend, than you. 



^ Boeea bacciata turn perde ventura 

Aruti rinnuooa come fa la luna : — 
So thought Boccaccio, whose sweet words might 

cure a 
Male prude, like you, from what yon now 
endure, a 
Low-tide in soul, like a stagnant laguna." 

Then Peter rubbed his eyes severe. 

And smoothed his spacious forehead down. 
With his broad palm ; — 'twixt love and fear. 
He looked, as he no doubt felt, queer. 
And in his dream sate down. 



The Devil was no uncommon creature ; 

A leaden- witted thief — ^just huddled 
Out of the dross and scum of nature ; 
A toad-like lump of limb and feature, 

With mind, and heart, and fancy muddled. 



He was that heavy, dull, cold thing. 
The spirit of evil well may be : 

A drone too base to have a sting ; 

Who gluts, and grimes his lazy wing;, 
And calls lust, luxury. 

Now he was quite the kind of wight 

Round whom collect, at a fixed sera, 
Venison, turtle, hock, and claret, — 
Grood cheer — and those who come to share 
And best East Indian madnra I 

It was his fancy to invite 

Men of science, wit, and learning. 
Who came to lend each other light ; 
He proudly thought that his gold's might 

Had set those spirits burning. 

And men of learning, science, wit, 

Considered him as you and I 
Think of some rotten tree, and sit 
Lounging and dinins under it, 

Exposed to the wide sky. 

And all the while, with loose &t smile. 

The willing wretch sat winking there. 
Believing 'twas his power that made 
That jovial scene — and that all paid 
Homage to his unnoticed chair. 

Though to be sure this place was Hell ; 

He was the Devil — and all they — 
What though the claret circled well. 
And wit, like ocean, rose and fell ' 

Were damned eternally. 



PART THE FIFTH. 

CBfratt. 




Among the guests who often staid 

Till the Devil's petits-soupers, 
A man there came, fair as a maid. 
And Peter noted what he said, 

Standing behind his master's chair. 

He was a mighty poet — ^and 

A subtle-souled psychologist ; 
All things he seemed to understand, 
Of old or new — of sea or land — 

But his own mind — which was a mist. 

This was a man who might have turned 
Hell into Heaven — and so in gladness 

A Heaven unto himself have earned ; 

But he in shadows undiscerned 
Trusted, — and damned himself to madness. 

He spoke of poetry, and how 
" Divine it was — a light — a love — 

A spirit which like wind doth blow 

As it listeth, to and fro ; 

A dew rained down from God above. 



** A power which comes and goes like dream. 

And which none can ever trace — [beam." 
Heaven's light en earth — Truth's brightest 
And when he ceased there lay the gleam 
Of those words upon his face. 

Now Peter, when he heard such talk. 
Would, heedless of a broken pate. 
Stand like a man asleep, or baulk 
Some wishing guest of knife or fork, 
Or drop and break his master's plate. 

At night he oft would start and wake 

Like a lover, and began 
In a wild measure songs to make 
On moor, and glen, and rocky bike. 

And on the heart of man. 

And on the universal sky — 

And the wide earth's bosom green,— 
And the sweet, strange mystery 
Of what beyond these things may lie. 
And yet remain unseen. 
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For in his thought he visited 

The spots in which, ere dead and damned. 
He his wayward life had led ; 
Yet knew not whence the thoughts were fied. 

Which thus his fancy cxanuned. 

And these ohscure remembrances 
Stirred, snch harmony in Peter, 
That whensoever he should please, 
He could speak of rocks and trees 
In poetic metre. 

For though it was without a sense 
Of memory, yet he remembered well 

Many a ditch and quick-set fence ; 

Of liJces he had intelligence. 
He knew something of heath, and fell. 

He had also dim recollections 

Of pedlars tramping on their rounds ; 
Milk-pans and pails ; and odd collections 
Of saws, and proverbs ; and reflections 
Old parsons make in burying-grounds. 

But Peter's verse was clear, and came 
Announcing from the frozen hearth 

Of a cold age, that none might tame 

The soul of that diviner flame 
It augured to the Earth. 



Like ffentle rains, on the dry plains, 

Making that green which late was grey. 
Or like the sudden moon, that stains 
Some gloomy chamber's window panes 
With a broad light like day. 



For language was in Peter's hand. 

Like clay, while he was yet a potter ; 
And he made songs for all the land. 
Sweet both to feel and understand. 
As pipkins late to mountain Cotter. 



And Mr. ■ , the bookseller. 
Grave twenty pounds for some ; — the 
scorning 
A footinan's yellow coat to wear, 
Peter, too proud of heart, I fear. 
Instantly gave the Devil warning. 



Whereat the Devil took offence, 

And swore in his soul a great oath then, 
^ That for his damned impertinence. 
He'd bring him to a proper sense 
Of what was due to gentlemen 1"— 



W ^^^»^>^^^^»^^^^^<^MMVMMMW^»#^'^'»*^ 



PART THE SIXTH 

iDamnation. 






** O THAT mine enemy had written 

A book ! " — cried Job : — a fearful curse ; 
If to the Arab, as the Briton, 
Twas Killing to be critic-bitten : — 
The Devil to Peter i^ished no worse. 

When Peter's next new book found vent. 
The devil to all the first Reviews 

A copy of it slily sent. 

With five-pound note as compliment. 
And this short notice — " Pray abuse." 

Then seriatim, month and quarter. 

Appeared such mad tirades. — One said — 
^ Peter seduced Mrs. Foy's daughter, 
Then drowned the mother in Ullswater, 
The last thing as he went to bed." 

Another — '^ Let him shave his head ! 

Where's Dr. Willis ?— Or is he joking I 
What does the rascal mean or hope. 
No longer imitating Pope, 

In that barbarian Shakspeare poking !" 

One more, ''Is incest not enough ! 

And must there be adultery too ? 
Grace after meat 1 Miscreant and Liar ! 
Thief! Blackguard! Scoundrel! Fool! Hell-fire 

Is twenty times too good for you. 



'< By that Ust book of yours we think 

You've double damned yourself to scorn ; 
We warned you whilst yet on the brink 
You stood. From your black name will shri 
The babe that Lb unborn." 

All these Reviews the Devil made 

Up in a parcel, which he had 
Safely to Peter's house conveyed. 
For carriage, ten-pence Peter paid — 

Untied them — read them — went half ma 

« What ! " cried he, « this is my reward 

For nights of thought, and days of toil 1 
Do poets, but to be abhorred 
By men of whom they never heard. 
Consume their spirits' oil ! 

« What have I done to them ! — and who 

Is Mrs. Foy ! 'Tis very cruel 
To speak of me and Enmna so 1 
Adultery I God defend me ! Oh ! 
I've half a mind to fight a duel. 

« Or," cried he, a grave look collecting, 

" Is it my genius, like the moon. 
Sets those who stand her face inspecting, 
That face within their brain reflecting. 
Like a crazed bell-chime, out of tune 1 " 

R a 
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For Peter did not know the town. 
But thought, as country readers do. 

For half a guinea or a crown. 

He bought oblivion or renown 

From God's own voice * in a review. 

All Peter did on this occasion 

Was, writing some sad stuff in prose. 

It is a dangerous invasion 

When poets criticise ; their station 
Is to delight, not pose. 

The Devil then sent to Leipsic fair. 

For Bom's translation of Kant's book ; 
A world of words, tail foremost, where 
Right--wrong — false — true — and foul — and fair, 
As in a lottery-wheel are shook. 

Five thousand crammed octavo pages 

Of Geitnan psychologics.-^he 
Who his/«ror verborum assuages 
Thereon, deserves just seven months' wages 

More than will e'er be due to me. 

I looked on them nine several days, 
And then I saw that they were bad ; 

A friend, too, spoke in their dispraise, — 

He never read them ; — with amaze 
I found Sir William Drummond had. 

When the book came, the Devil sent 

It to P. Verbovsle,+ Esquire, 
With a brief note of compliment, 
By that night's Carlisle maiL It went. 

And set his soul on fire. 

Fire, which ejc luce pnebens fumum^ 
Made him beyond the bottom see 

Of truth's clear well — when I and you Ma'am, 

Go, as we shall do, subter humum. 
We may know more than he. 

Now Peter ran to seed in soul 

Into a walking paradox ; 
For he was neither part nor whole. 
Nor good, nor bad — nor knave nor fool, 

—Among the woods and rocks. 

Furious he rode, where late he ran. 
Lashing and spurring his tame hobby ; 

Turned to a formal puritan, 

A solemn and unscxual nuin, — 
He half believed fVhite Obi. 

This steed in vision he would ride. 

High trotting over nine-inch bridges, 
With FHbbertigibbet, imp of pride. 

Mocking and mowing by his side 

A mad-brained goblin for a guide — 
Over corn-fields, gates, and hedges. 



• Vox populi, vox dei. As Mr. Godwrin truly observes 
of a more famous saying, of some merit as a popular 
maxim, but totally destitute <^ philosophical aecuracp. 

t QuAsi, Qui valet verba .— -f. e. all the words which luire 
been, are, or may be expended by, for, against, with, or on 
bim. A snfHcicnt proof of the utility of this history. Peter's 
progenitor who selected this name seems to have possessed 
A pure anticipated cognition of the nature and modesty of 
this ornament of his posterity. 



After these ghastly rides, he came 

Home to his heart, and found from thenoe 

Much stolen of its accustomed flame ; 

His thoughts grew weak, drowsy, and lame 
Of their intelligence. 

To Peter*s view, all seemed one hue ; 

He was no ^hig he was no tory ; 
No Deist and no Christian he ; — 
He got so subtle, that to be 

Nothing, was all his glory. 

One single point in his belief 

From his organisation sprung. 
The heart-enrooted faith, the chief 
Ear in his doctrines' blighted sheaf. 

That *< happiness is wrong ; " 

So thought Calvin and Dominic ; 

So thmk their fierce successors, who 
Even now would neither stint nor stick 
Our flesh from off our bones to pick. 

If they might " do their do.* 



)> 



His morals thus were undermined : — 
The old Peter— the hard, old Potter 

Was bom anew within his mind ; 

He grew dull, harsh, sly, unrefined, 

As when he tramped beside the Otter *, 

In the death hues of agony 

Lambently flashing from a fish. 
Now Peter felt amused to see 
Shades like a rainbow's rise and flee, 

Mixed with a certain hungry wish.f 

So in his Country's djing face 
He looked — and lovely as she lay. 

Seeking in vain his last embrace. 

Wailing her own abandoned case. 

With hardened sneer he turned away: 

And coolly to his own soul said ; — 
" Do you not think that we might make 

A poem on her when she's dead : — 

Or, no — a thought is in my head — 
Her shroud for a new sheet I'll take. 

" My wife wants one. — Let who will bury 
This mangled corpse ! And I and you, 
My dearest Soul, will then make merry, 
As the Prince Regent did with Sherry, — 
Ay — and at last desert me too." 

* A famous river in the new Atlantis of the Dynasto- 
phylic Pantisocratists. 

t See the description of the beautiful colours produoed 
during the agonising dcatli of a number of trout, in the 
fourth part of a long poem in blank verse, published 
within a few years. That poem contains curious evidence 
of the gradual hardening of a strong but circumscribed 
sensibility, of the perversion of a penetrating but panic- 
stricken understanding. The author might have derived 
a lesson which he had probably forgotten from theie sweet 
and sublime verses. 

This lesson. Shepherd, let us two divide. 

Taught both by what shot shows and what conceals. 

Never to blend our pleasure or our pride 

With sorrow of the meanest thing that feels. 

t Nature. 
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And 80 his Soul would not be gay, 

But moaned within him ; like a fawn 
Moaning within a cave, it lay 
Wounded and wasting, day by day^ 
Till all its life of me was gone. 

As troubled skies stain waters clear. 

The storm in Peter's heart and mind 
Now made his verses dark and queer : 
They were the ghosts of what they were, 
Shaking dim grave-clothes in the wind. 

For he now raved enormous folly. 

Of Baptisms, Sunday-schools, and Graves, 
^would make George Colman melancholy. 
To have heard him, like a male Molly, 
Cbaunting those stupid staves. 

Yet the Reviews, who heaped abuse 
On Peter while he wrote for freedom. 

So soon as in his song they spy. 

The folly which soothes tyranny. 
Praise him, for those who feed *em. 

^ He was a man, too great to scan ; — 

A planet lost in truth's keen rays :— 
His virtue, awful and prodigious ; — 
He was the most sublime, religious, 
Pure-minded Poet of these days.'* 



As soon as he read that, cried Peter, 

^ Eureka I I have found the way 
To make a better thing of metre 
Than e'er was made by living creature 

Up to this blessed day." 

Then Peter wrote odes to the Devil ;— 
In one of which he meekly said : 

*' May Carnage and Slaughter, 

Thy niece and thy daughter. 

May Rapine and Famine, 

Thy gorge ever cramming. 

Glut Uiee with living and dead I 

*^ May death and damnation. 

And consternation. 
Flit up from hell with pure intent I 

Slash them at Manchester, 

Glasgow, Leeds and Chester ; 
Drench all with blood from Avon to Trent. 

" Let thy body-guard yeomen 

Hew down babes and women. 
And laugh with bold triumph till Heaven 
be rent. 

When Moloch'in' Jewry, 

Munched children with fury. 
It was thou, Devil, dining with pure intent."* 



PART THE SEVENTH. 



Boubk Bamnatton. 



The Devil now knew his proper cue.— 
Soon as he read the ode, he drove 

To his friend Lord Mac Murderchouse's, 

A man of interest in both houses. 
And said': — ^ For money or for love, 

** Pray find some cure or sinecure ; 

To feed from the superfluous taxes, 
A friend of ours — a poet — fewer 
Have fluttered tamer to the lure 

Than he." His lordship stands and racks his 

Stupid brains, while one might count 
As many beads as he had boroughs, — 

At length replies ; from his mean front. 

Like one who rubs out an account. 
Smoothing away the unmeaning furrows : 



tc 



It happens fortunately, dear Sir, 
I can. I hope I need require 

No pledge from you, that he will stir 

In our i^airs ; — like Oliver, 
That he'U be worthy of his hire." 

These words exchanged, the news sent off 

To Peter, home the Devil hied, — 
Took to his bed ; he had no cough. 
No doctor, — meat and drink enough,-^ 
Yet that same night he died. 



The Devil's corpse was leaded down ; 

His decent heirs enjoyed his pelf. 
Mourning-coaches, many a one. 
Followed his hearse along the town :— 

Where was the devil lumself ! 

When Peter heard of his promotion, 

His eyes grew like two stars for bliss : 
There was a bow of sleek devotion. 
Engendering in his back ; each motion 
^emed a Lord's shoe to kiss. 

He hired a house, bought plate, and made 
A genteel drive up to his door. 

With sifted gravel neatly hud, — 

As if defying all who said, 
Peter was ever poor. 



* It is curious to observe how often extremes meet. 
Cobbett and Peter use the same language for a different 
purpose: Peter is indeed a sort of metrical Cobbett 
Cobbett is, however, more mischievous than Peter, because 
he pollutes a holy and now unconquerable cause with the 
principles of legitimate murder ; whilst the other only 
makes a bad one ridiculous and odious. 

If either Peter or Cobbett should see this note, each will 
feel more indignation at being compared to the other than 
at any censure implied in the moral perversion laid to 
their charge. 
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But a disease soon struck into 

Tlie very life and soul of Peter — 
He walked about — slept — had the hue 
Of health upon his cheeks — and few 
Dug better — none a heartier eater. 

And yet a strange and horrid curse 
Clung upon Peter, night and day, 
Month after month the thing grew worse. 
And deadlier than in this my verse, 
I can find strength to say. 

Peter was dull — he was at first 

Dull — O, so dull — so very dull ! 
Whether he talked, wrote, or rehearsed — 
Still with this dulness was he cursed — 

Dull — ^beyond all conception — dull. 

No one could read his books—no mortal. 
But a few natural friends, would hear him ; 

The parson came not near his portal ; 

His state was like that of the inmiortal 
Described by Swift — ^no man could bear him. 

His sister, wife, and children yawned. 
With a long, slow, and drear ennui, 

All human patience far beyond ; 

Their hopes of Heaven each would have pawned. 
Any where else to be. 

But in his verse, and in his prose. 

The essence of his dulness was 
Concentred and compressed so close, 
'T would have made Guatunozin doze 

On his red gridiron of brass. 

A printer's boy, folding those pages. 

Fell slumbrously upon one side ; 
Like those famed seven who slept three ages. 
To wakeful frenzy's vigil rages, 

As opiates, were the same applied. 

Even the Reviewers who were hired 

To do the work of his reviewing, 
With adamantine nerves, grew tired ; — 
Gaping and torpid they retired. 

To dream of what they should be doing. 



And worse and worse, the drowsy eurao 

Yawned in him, till it grew a pest — 
A wide contagious atmosphere, 
Creeping like cold through all things 
A power to infect and to infest 

His servant-maids and dogs grew doll ; 

His kitten, late a sportive elf. 
The woods and lakes, so beautiftil. 
Of dim stupidity were full. 

All grew dull as Peter's self! 

The earth under his feet — the springs. 

Which lived within it a quick life. 
The air, the winds of many wings. 
That fan it with new murmurings, 
Were dead to their harmonioua strifes 

The birds and beasts within the wood. 
The insects, and each creeping thing. 

Were now a silent multitude ; 

Love's work was left un wrought — no brood 
Near Peter's housd took wmg. 



And every neighbouring cottager 

Stupidly yawned upon the other : 
No jack-ass brayed ; no little cur 
Cocked up his ears ;— no man would 
To save a dying mother. 



Yet all from that charmed district went 

But some half-idiot and half-knave. 
Who rather than pay any rent, 
Would live with marvellous content. 
Over his father's grave. 

No bailiff dared within that space. 

For fear of the dull charm, to enter ; 
A man would bear upon his face. 
For fifteen months in any case. 
The yawn of such a venture. 

Seven miles above — below — around — 
This pest of dulness holds its sway ; 

A ghastly life without a sound ; 

To Peter's soul the spell is bound — 
How should it ever pass away ! 



MISCELLANEOUS. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 



LINES, 



WftlREN DUBINO THE CASTLKREAOH 
ADMINISTRATION. 



Corpses are cold in the tomb, 
Stones' on the pavement are dumb. 
Abortions are dead in the womb. 
And their mothers look pale — like the white shore 
Of Albion, free no more. 

Her sons are as stones in the way— 
1%ey are masses of senseless clay — 
They are trodden and move not away, — 
The abortion, with which she travaileth. 
Is Libeiiy — smitten to death. 

Then trample and dance, thou Oppressor, 
For thy Victim is no redressor. 
Thou art sole lord and possessor 
Of her corpses, and clods, and abortions — they pave 
Thy path to the grave. 

Hearest t|iou the festival din. 
Of death, and destruction, and sin. 
And wealth, crying Havoc ! within — 
'TIS the Bacchiuial triumph, which makes truth 
Thine Epithalamium. [dumb. 

Ay, marry thy ghastly wife ! 
Let fear, and disquiet, and strife 
Spread thy couch in the chamber of life. 
Marry Ruin, thou tyrant ! and God be thy guide 
To the bed of the bride. 



SONG 



TO THE MEN 0^ ENGLAND. 



Men of England, wherefore plough 
For the lords who lay ye low ! 
Wherefore weave with toil and care. 
The rich robes your tyrants wear ! 

Wherefore feed, and clothe, and save, 
From the cradle to the grave. 
Those ungrateful drones who would 
Drain your sweat — nay, drink your blood I 

Wherefore, Bees of England, forge 
Many a weapon, chain, and scourge. 
That these stingless drones mav spoil 
The forced produce of your toil ! 



Have ye leisure, comfort, calm, 
Shelter, food, love's gentle balm ! 
Or what is it ye buy so dear 
With your pain and with your fear I 

The seed ye sow, another reaps ; 
The wealth ye find, another keeps ; 
The robes ye weave, another wears ; 
The arms ye forge, another bears. 

Sow seed, — but let no tyrant reap ; 
Find wealth, — let no impostor heap ; 
Weave robes, — let not the idle wear ; 
Forge arms, — in your defence to bear. 

Shrink to your cellars, holes, and cells ; 
In halls ye deck, another dwells. 
Why shake the chains ye wrought ! Ye 
The steel ye tempered glance on ye. 



With plough and spade, and hoe and loom. 
Trace your grave, and build your tomb. 
And weave your winding-sheet, till fair 
England be your sepulchre. 



SIMILES, 

FOR TWO POLITICAL CHARACTERS OF 1819. 



As from an ancestral oak 

Two empty ravens sound their clarion. 
Yell by yell, and croak by croak, 
When they scent the noonday smoke 

Of fresh human carrion : — 



As two gibbering night-birds flit. 
From their bowers of deadly hue. 

Through the night to frighten it. 

When the mom is in a fit. 
And the stars are none or few : — 



As a shark and dog-fish wait 

Under an Atlantic isle. 
For the negro-ship, whose freight 
Is the theme of their debate. 

Wrinkling their red gills the while — 

Are ye, two vultures sick for battle. 

Two scorpions under one wet stone. 
Two bloodless wolves whose dry throats rattle. 
Two crows perched on the murrained cattle, 
Two vipers tangled into one. 
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AN ODE, 

TO THB A8SERT0BS OF LimCKrT. 



Arise, arise, arise ! 
There is blood on the earth that denies ye bread ; 

Be your wounds like eyes 
To weep for the dead, the dead, the dead. 
What other grief were it just to pay ! 
Your sons, your wives, your brethren, were they; 
Who said they were slam on the battle day t 

Awaken, awaken, awaken f 
The slave and the tyrant are twin-bom foes ; 

Be the cold chains shaken 
To the dust, where your kindred repose, repose : 
Their bones in the grave will start and move, 
When they hear the voices of those they love,j 
Most loud in the holy combat above. 

Wave, wave high the banner ! 
When Freedom is riding to conquest by : 

Though the slaves that fan her 
Be famine and toil, giving sigh for sigh. 
And ye who attend her imperial car. 
Lift not your hands in the banded war. 
But in her defence whose children ye are. 

Glory, glory, glory. 
To those who have greatly suffered and done ! 

Never name in story 
Was greater than that which ye shall have won. 
Conquerors have conquered their foes alone, 
Whose revenge, pride, and power, they have over- 
thrown : 
Ride ye, more victorious, over your own. 

Bind, bind every brow 
With crownals of violet, ivy, and pine : 

Hide the blood-stains now 
With hues which sweet nature has made divine. 
Green strength, azure hope, and eternity. 
But let not the pansy among them be ; 
Ye were injured, and that means memory. 



ENGLAND IN 1819. 



An old, mad, blind, despised, and dying king, — 
Princes, the dregs of their dull race, who flow 
Through public scorn — mud from a muddy 

spring,— 
Rulers, who neither see, nor feel, nor know, 
But leech-like to their fainting country cling. 
Till they drop, blind in blood, without a blow, — 
A people starved and stabbed in the untilled field, — 
An army, which liberticidc and prey 
Makes as a two-edged sword to all who wield, 
Golden and sanguine laws which tempt and slay, — 
Religion Christless, Godless — a book sealed ; 
A Senate — Time's worst statute unrepealed, — 
Are graves, from which a glorious Phantom may 
Burst, to illumine our tempestuous day. 



ODE TO HEAVEN. 



Chorus op Spirits, 
first spirit. 

Palace-roof of cloudless nights ! 
Paradise of golden lights ! 

Deep, immeasurable, vast. 
Which art now, and which wert thai ! 

Of the present and the past. 
Of the eternal where and when. 

Presence-chamber, temple, home. 

Ever-canopying dome. 

Of acts and ages yet to come ! 

Glorious shapes have life in thee. 
Earth, and all earth's company ; 

Living globes which ever throng 
Thy deep chasms and wildernesses ; 

And green worlds that glide along ; 
And swift stars with flashmg tresses ; 

And icy moons most cold and bright. 

And mighty suns beyond the night. 

Atoms of intensest l^ht. 

Even thy name is as a god. 
Heaven I for thou art the abode 

Of that power which is the glass 
Wherein man his nature sees. 

Generations as they pass 
Worship thee with bended knees. 

Their unremaining gods and they 

Like a river roll away ; 

Thou remainest such alway. 

SECO.'^D SPIRIT. 

Thou art but the mind's first chamber. 
Round which its young fancies clamber, 

Like weak insects in a cave. 
Lighted up by stalactites ; 

But the portal of the grave. 
Where a world of new delights 

Will make thy best glories seem 

But a dim and noonoay gleam 

From the shadow of a dream ! 

THIRD SPIRIT. 

Peace ! the abyss is wreathed with scorn 
At your presumption, atom-bom ! 

What is heaven ! and what are ye 
Who its brief expanse inherit I 

What are suns and spheres which flee 
With the instinct of that spirit 

Of which ye are but a part ! 

Drops which Nature's mighty heart 

Drives through thinnest veins. Depart ! 

What is heaven ! a globe of dew. 

Filling in the morning new 
Some eyed flower, whose young leaves waken 

On an unimagined world : 
Constellated suns unshaken, 

Orbits measureless, are furled 
In that frail and fading sphere. 
With ten millions gathered there. 
To tremble, gleam, and disappear. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 
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ODE TO THE WEST WIND.* 



I. 

O WILD West Wind, thou breath of Autumn's being. 
Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead 
Are driren, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing. 

Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red. 
Pestilence-stricken multitudes : O thou. 
Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed 

The winged seeds, where they lie cold and low. 
Each like a corpse within its grave, until 
Thine azure sister of the spring shall blow 

Her clarion o'er the dreaming earth, and fill 
(Driving sweet buds like floc^ to feed in air) 
With living hues and odours plain and hill : 

Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere ; 
Destroyer and preserver ; hear, oh hear ! 



II. 

Thou on whose stream, 'mid the steep sky's com- 
motion, 
Loose clouds like earth's decaying leaves are shed, 
Shook from the tangled boughs of ifeaven and Ocean, 

Angels of rain and lightning : there are spread 
On the blue surface of thine airy surge, 
Like the bright hair uplifted from the head 

Of some fierce Msenad, even from the dim verge 

Of the horizon to the zenith's height. 

The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge 

Of the dying year, to which this closing night 
Will be the doom of a vast sepulchre. 
Vaulted with all thy congregated might 

Of vapours from whose solid atmosphere 

Black rain, and fire, and hail, will burst: Oh hear! 



III. 

Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams 
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay, 
Lulled by the coil of his crystalline streams^ 

Beside a pumice isle in Baise's bay. 
And saw m sleep old palaces and towers 
Quivering within the wave's intenser day. 



*Thi8 i>oem was conceiyed and chiefly written in a 
wood that skirts the Amo, near Florence, and on a day 
when that tempestuous wind, whose temperature is at 
once mild and animating, was collecting the vapours which 
pour down the autumnal rains. They began, as I foresaw, 
at sunset, with a Tiolent tempest of hail and rain, attended 
by that magnificent thunder and lightning peculiar to the 
Cisalpine regions. 

The phenomenon alluded to at the conclusion of the third 
stanxa is well known to naturalists. The vegetation at the 
bottom of the sea, of rivers, and of lakes, sympathises 
with that of the land in the change of seasons, and is con- 
lequently influenced by the winds which announce it. 



All overgrown with azure moss and flowers 

So sweet, the sense faints picturing them ! Thou 

For whose paUi the Atlantic's level powers 

Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below 
The sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear 
The sapless foliage of the ocean, know 

Thy voice, and suddenly grow grey with fear, 
And tremble and despoil theme^ves : Oh hear ! 



IV. 

If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear ; 

If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee ; 

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share 

The impulse of thy strength, only less free 
Than thou, uncontrollable ! If even 
I were as in my boyhood, and could be 

The comrade of thy wanderings over heaven. 
As then, when to outstrip the skyey speed 
Scarce seemed a vision, 1 would ne'er have striven 

As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need. 
Oh ! lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud ! 
I fall upon the thorns of life ! I bleed ! 

A heavy weight of hours has chained and bowed 
One too like thee : tameless, and swift, and proud. 



V. 

Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is : 
What if my leaves are falling like its own ! 
The tumult of thy mighty harmonies 

Will take from both a deep autumnal tone. 
Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, spirit fierce. 
My spirit ! Be thou me, impetuous one I 

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe 
Like withered leaves to quicken a new birth ; 
And, by the incantation of this verse. 

Scatter, as from an unextinguished hearth 
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind ! 
Be through my lips to unawakened earth 

The trumpet of a prophecy ! O wind. 

If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind ! 



AN EXHORTATION. 



Cameleons feed on light and air : 
Poets' food is love and fame : 

If in this wide world of care 
Poets could but find the same 

With as little toil as they, 

Would they ever change their hue 
As the light cameleons do^ 

Suiting it to every ray 

Twenty times a-day ! 



Poets are on this cold earthy 

As cameleons might be, 
Hidden from their early birth 

In a cave beneath the sea ; 
Where light is, cameleons change ! 

Where love is not, poets do : 

Fame is lore disguised : if few 
Find either, never think it strange 
That poets range. 

Yet dare not stain with wealth or power 

A poet's free and heavenly mind : 
If bright cameleons should devour 

Any food but beams and wind, 
They would grow as earthly soon 

As their brother lizards are. 

Children of a sunnier star. 
Spirits from beyond the moon. 
Oh, refuse the boon I 



TO WILLIAM SHELLEY. 



(With what truth I may say- 
Roma! Roma! Roma! 
Non ^ piu oome era prima !) 



Mt lost William, thou in whom 

Some bright spirit lived, and did 
That decaying robe consume 

Which its lustre faintly hid. 
Here its ashes find a tomb, 
But beneath this pyramid 
Thou art not — if a thing divine 
Like thee can die, thy funeral shrine 
Is thy mother's grief and mine. 

Where art thou, my gentle child ? 

Let me think thy spirit feeds. 
Within its life intense and mild. 
The love of living leaves and weeds, 
Among these tombs and ruins wild ; — 

Let me think that tlirough low seeds 
Of the sweet flowers and sunny grass. 
Into their hues and scents may pass, 
A portion 

June, 1819. 



ON 



THE MEDUSA OF LEONARDO DA VINCT, 

IN THE FLOK^MTINB GALLERY. 



It lieth, nzmg on the midnight sky. 

Upon uie eloudy mountain peak supine ; 
Below, far lands are seen tremblingly ; 

Ita horror and its beauty are divme. 
Upon its lips and eyeUds seems to lie 

Loveliness like a shadow, fipom which 
Fiery and lurid, struggling underneath^ 

The agonies of apgi^oh and of death. 

Yet it is leas the horror than the grace 
Which turns the gazer's spirit into stone ; 

Whereon the lineaments of that dead Ikoe 
Are graven, till the characters be grown 

Into itself, and thought no more can trace ; 
'Tis the melodious hue of beauty thrown 

Athwart the darkness and the glare of pain. 

Which humanize and harmonize the strain. 

And from its head as from one body grow. 
As [ ] grass out of a watery rock. 

Hairs which are vipers, and they curl and flow. 
And their lon^ tangles in each odier lock. 

And with unendmg involutions show 
Their mailed radiance, as it were to mock 

The torture and the deaUi within, and saw 

The solid air with many a ragged jaw. 

And from a stone beside, A poisonous eft 
Peeps idly into these Gorgonian eyes ; 

Whilst in the air a ghastly bat, bereft 
Of sense, has flitted with a mad surprise 

Out of the cave this hideous light hath cleft. 
And he comes hastening like a moth that hies 

After a taper ; and the midnight sky 

Flares, a light more dread than obscurity. 

Tis the tempestuous loveliness of terror ; 

For from the serpents gleams a brazen glare 
Kindled by that inextricable error. 

Which makes a thrilling vapour of the air 
Become a [ ] and ever-shifting mirror 

Of all the beauty and the terror there — 
A woman's countenance, with serpent locks, 
Gazing in death on heaven from thoee wet 
rocks. 

Florxncs, 1819. 
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NOTE ON THE POEMS OF 1819. 

BT THE EDITOR. 



Thohob Shelley's ftnt eiger deaiie to «xeite bb 
nmntijiiien to rcaiat openly the oppnaaioiiB exl*- 
l«Dt duiing *■ the good old timei" hkd &ded with 
Mfly fODtfa, lUU bis wanoeet sympUhke were 
hr the pecfile. He was a repablioui, and loved 
a iemoamej. He looked on all human bainge 
M inheritiDg bd equal right to pOMCia the deareM 
prinl^ea of our nature, the necessaries of Ufa, 
when Gtirly earned by labour, and intellectual 
inatmetion. His hatred of any despotism, that 
looked upon the people as not to be consulted or 
protected &wn want and ignorance, was intense. 
He was reaidiDg near Leghorn, at Villa Vtlaorano, 
writing The Cenci, when the news of the Han- 
diettcT Haoaure reached ds ; it roosed in biio 
lioleot emotions of indignation and compssaion. 
The great truth that the nuny, if accordant and 
resolate, could control the few, aa was shown some 
years after, tnade him long to teach "his injured 
eooitliTmen how to resist. Inspired by these . 
Tedings, he wroto the Hasqne of Anarchy, which 
he sent to hia finend, Leigh Hunt, to be inserted 
in the Euuntner,of which he was then the Editor. 
" I did not insert it," Leigh Hunt writea in his 
*alnable and inleresting pre&ce to this poem, 
when he printed it in 1B32, " because I thought | 
that the public at large had not become sufficiently I 
diaeemiDg to do justice to the sincerity and kind- 
heutedneM of his spirit, that walked in this flaming i 
rob* of vsrse." Days of outrage have passed 
away, and with them the exasperation that would 
cause such an appeal to the many to be injuiious. 
Without being aware of them, they at one time 
acted on hi* suggestions, and gained the daj ; but 
they rose when human life was respected by the 
Iter in power ; such was not the case during the 
admhiirtRttion which excited Shelley's abhorrence. 
The poem was written for the people, and is 
Ibwvfore in a more popular lone than usual | 
portions strike as abrupt and nnpolished, but many 
as are all his own. I heard him repeat, and 
admired thoae beginning, — 

Mr Fatber Tims is oU and irer. 



before I knew to what poem they ware to belimg. 
But the moat touching passage is that which 
describes the blessed efTeeta of Uber^; they might 
make a patriot of any man, whose heart was not 
wholly closed against his humbler fellow-ete&' 

Shelley lored the people, and respected them as 
often more virtuous, as always more suffering, and, 
therefore, mors deserving of sympathy, than the 
great. He believed that a clash between the two 
eloBsee of society was inevitable, and be eagerly 
ranged himself on the people's side. He had an 
idea of publishing a series of poems adapted 



and wrongs — be wrote a few, but in those days of 
prosecution for libel they could not be printed. 
They are not among the best of his productions, a 
writer being always shackled when he endeavours 
to write down to the comprehension of those who 
coutd not understand or feel a highly imaginative 
style ; but they show his earnestness, and with 
what heartfelt compassion he went home to the 
direct point of injury — that oppreaaion Ja detest- 
abtc, aa being the parent of starvation, nakedncas, 
and igDorance. Besides these outpourings of 
compassion and indignation, he had meant to 
adorn the cause he loved irith loftier poetry of 
glory and triumph — »uch is the scope of the Ode 
to the Aasertois of Liberty. He sketched also a 
new version of oar national anthem, aa iililliasiiil 
to Liberty. 

Ood pro^v, ■peed, ind mjt, 

Ood tsIh from BBglsnd*t grave 
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She is thine own pun soul 
Moulding the mighty whole, 

(Sod Bare the Queen ! 
She is thine own deep lore 
Rained down from hearen abore, 
WliereTer she rest or more, 

God sare our Queen I 

Wilder her enemies 

In their own dark disguise, 

God sare our Queen ! 
All earthly things that dare 
Her sacred name to bear, 
Strip them, as kings are, bare ; 

God save the Queen ! * 

Be her eternal throne 
Built in our hearts alone, 

God save the Queen ! 
Let the oppressor hold 
Canopied seats of gold ; 
She sits enthroned of old 

O'er our hearts Queen. 

Lips touched by seraphim 
Breathe out the choral hymn 

God save the Queen ! 
Sweet as if Angels sang, 
Loud as that trumpet's clang 
Wakening the world's dead gang, 

God save the Queen ! 

Shelley had sufTered severely from the death of 
our son during this summer. His heart, attuned 
to every loudly affection, was full of burning love 
for his offspring. No words can express the 
anguish he felt when his elder children were torn 
from him. In his first resentment against the 
Chancellor, on the passing of the decree, he had 
written a curse, in which there breathes, besides 
haughty indignation, all the tendei'ness of a father's 
love, which could imagine and fondly dwell upon 
its loss and the consequences. It is as follows : — 



TO THE LORD CHANCELLOR. 

Thy country's curse is on thee, darkest Crest 
Of that foul, knotted, many-headed worm, 

Which rends our Mother's bosom— Priestly Pest ! 
Ma&ked Resurrection of a buried form I * 

Thy country's curse is on thee ! Justice sold. 
Truth trampled. Nature's Innd-marks overthrown. 

And heaps of fraud-accumulated gold, 
Plead, loud as thunder, at Destruction's throne. 

And whilst that slow sure Angel, which aye stands. 

Watching the beck of Mutability, 
Delays to execute her high commands. 

And, though a nation weeps, spares thine and thee ; 

O let a father's curse bo on thy soul, 
And let a daughter's hope be on thy tomb. 

And both on thy grey head, a leaden cowl, 
To weigh thee down to thine approaching doom ! 

* The Star Chamber. 



I curse thee l^ a parent's outraged love. 
By hopes long cherished and too lately lost, 

Bj gentle feelings thou eouldst never pr ve. 
By griefiB which thy stem nature never orort : 

By those infantine smiles of happy light. 
Which were a fire within a stranger's hearth. 

Quenched even when kindled, in untimdy nighty 
Biding the promise of a lovely birth : 

By those unpractised accents of young apeedi* 
Which he who is a father thought to frame 

To gentlest lore, such as the wisest teach ; 
Thou strike the lyre of mind ! O grief and 



By all the happy see in children's growth. 
That undeveloped flower of budding years. 

Sweetness and sadness interwoven both. 
Source of the sweetest hopes and saddest fears : 

By all the days under a hireling's care 
Of dull constraint and bitter heaviness, — 

O wretched ye, if ever any were. 
Sadder than orphans, yet not fatherless ! 



By the false cant, which on their innocent lips. 
Must hang like poison on an opening bloom. 

By the dark creeds which cover with eclipse 
Their pathway from the cradle to tiie tomb: 

By thy most impious Hell, and all its tenors. 
By all the grief, the madness, and the guilt 

Of thine impostures, which must be their errors. 
That sand on which thy crumbling Power ia boJit ; 

By thy complicity with lust and bate. 
Thy thirst for tears, thy hunger after gold. 

The ready frauds which ever on thee wait. 
The servile arts in which thou hast grown old ; 



By thy most killing sneer, and by thy smile. 
By all the acts and snares of thy black den. 

And— for thou canst outwoep the crocodile- 
By thy false tears— those millstones braining 



By all the hate which checks a father's love* 
By all the scorn which kills a father's care. 

By those most Impious hands that dared remove 
Nature's high bounds— by thee— and by despair ! 

Vcs. the despair which bids a father groan. 
And cry, my children are no longer mine ; 

The blood within those veins may be mine own. 
But, Tyrant;.their polluted souls are thinsb 

I curse thee, though I hate thee not ; O slave ! 

If thou eouldst quench the earth-consuming hell 
Of which thou art a da>mon, on thy grave 

This curse should be a blessing. Fare thee well ! 

At one time, while the question was still pending, 
the Chancellor had said some words that seemed 
to intimate that Shelley should not be permitted 
the care of any of his children, and for a moment 
he feared that our infant son would be torn from 
us. He did not hesitate to resolve, if such were 
menaced, to abandon coiuitry, fortune, everything, 
and to escape with his child ; and I find some 
unfinished stanzas addressed to this son, whom 
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afterwards we lost at Rome, written under the 
idea that we might suddenly be forced to cross 
the sea^ so to preserve him. This po^m, as well 
as the one previously quoted, were not written to 
exhibit the pangs of distress to the public ; they 
were the spontaneous outbursts of a man who 
brooded over his wrongs and woes, and was 
impelled to shed the grace of his genius over the 
uncontrollable emotions of his heart : — 

The billows on the beach are leaping around it. 

The bark is weak and frail. 
The sea looks black, and the clouds that bound it 

Darkly strew the gale. 
Come with me, thou delightful child, 
Come with me, though the wave is wild. 
And the winds are loose, we must not stay. 
Or the slavea of law may rend thee away. 

Th^y have taken thy brother and sister dear. 

They have made them unfit for thee ; 
They have withered the smile and dried the tear. 

Which should have been sacred to me. 
To a blighting fsiith and a cause of crime 
They have bound them slaves in youthly time. 
And they will curse my name and thee» 
Because we fearless are and free. 

Come thou, beloved as thou art» 

Another sleepeth still. 
Near thy sweet mother's anxious heart. 

Which thou wiUi Joy wilt fill ; 
With fairest smiles of wonder thrown 
On that which is ind^ our own, 
And which in distant lands will be 
The dearest playmate unto thee. 



Fear not the tyrants will rule for erer. 

Or the priesta of the evil faith ; 
They stand on the brink of that raging river. 

Whose waves they have tainted with death. 
It is fed from the depth of a thousand dells. 
Around them it foams and rages and swells ; 
And their swords and their sceptres I floating 
Like wrecks on the surge of eternity. 

Rest, rest, shriek not, thou gentle child ! 

The rocking of the boat thou fearest, 
And the cold spray and the clamoiu' wild ? 

There sit between us two, thou dearest ; 
Me and thy mother— well we know 
The storm at which thou tremblest so. 
With all its dark and hungry graves. 
Less crvul than the savage slaves 
Who hunt thee o'er these sheltering waves. 

This hour will in thy memory 

Be a dream of days forgotten ; 
We soon diall dwell by the acure sea 
Of serene and golden Italy, 
Or Greece, the Mother of the free. 
And I will teach thine infant tongue 
To call upon their heroes old 
In their own lang^iage, and will mould 
Thy growing spirit in the flame 
Of Grecian lore ; that by such name 
A patriot's birthright thou mayst daim. 



I ought to observe that the fourth verse of this 
effusion is introduced in Rosalind and Helen. 

When afterwards this child died at Rome, he 
wrote, apropos of the English burying-ground in 
that city, ^ This spot is the repository of a sacred 
loss, of which the yearnings of a parent's heart 
are now prophetic ; he is rendered immortal by 
love, as his memory is by death. My beloved 
child lies buried here. I envy death the body far 
less than the oppressors the minds of those whom 
they have torn from me. The one can only kUl 
the body, the other crushes the affections." 

In this new edition I have added to the poems 
of this year, « Peter Bell the Third." A critique 
on Wordsworth's Peter Bell reached us at Leghorn, 
which amused Shelley exceedingly and suggested 
this poem. 

I need scarcely observe that nothing personal 
to the Author of Peter Bell is intended in this 
poem. No man ever admired Wordsworth's 
poetry more ; — ^he read it perpetually, and taught 
others to appreciate its beauties. This poem is, 
like all others written by Shelley, ideal. He con- 
ceived the idealism of a poet — a man of lofty and 
creative genius, — quitting the glorious calling of 
discovering and announcing the beautiful and 
good, to support and propagate ignorant prejudices 
and pernicious errors ; imparting to the unen- 
lightened, not that ardour for truth and spirit of 
toleration which Shelley looked on as the sources 
of the moral improvement and happiness of man- 
kind ; but false and injurious opinions, that evil 
was good, and that ignorance and force were the 
best allies of purity and virtue. His idea was 
that a man gifted even as transcendantly as the 
Author of Peter Bell, with the highest qualities 
of genius, must, if he fostered such errors, be 
infected with dulness. This poem was written, 
as a warning — not as a narration of the reality. 
He was unacquainted personally with Words- 
worth or with Coleridge, (to whom he alludes in the 
fifth part of the poem,) and therefore, I repeat, 
his poem is purely ideal ; — ^it contains something 
of criticism on the compositions of these great 
poets, but nothing injurious to the men them- 
selves. 

No poem contains more of Shelley's peculiar 
views, with regard to the errors into which many of 
the wisest have fallen, and of the pernicious effects 
of certain opinions on society. Much of it is 
beautifully written — and though, like the burlesque 
drama of Swellfoot, it must be looked on as a play- 
thing, it has so much merit and poetry — so much 
of hinuelf in it, that it cannot fail to interest 
greatly, and by right belongs to the world for 
whose instruction and benefit it was written. 
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PART L 

A SENSiTiTB Plant in a garden srew, 
And the young winds fed it with silver dew. 
And it opened its fan-like leaves to the light. 
And dosed them beneath the kisses of night. 

And the Spring arose on the garden fair, 
And the Spirit of Love fell everywhere ; 
And each flower and herb on Earth's dark breast 
Rose from the dreams of its wintry rest. 

But none ever trembled and panted with bliss 
In the garden, >the field, or the wilderness. 
Like a doe in the noontide with love's sweet want. 
As the oompanionlesB Sensitive Plant. 

The snowdrop, and then the violet, 
Arose fix)m the ground with warm rain wet, 
And their breath was mixed with fresh odour, sent 
From the turf, like the voice and the instrument. 

Then the pied windflowers and the tulip tall, 
And narcissi, the fairest among them all. 
Who gaze on their eyes in the stream's recess. 
Till they die of their own dear loveliness. 

And the Naiad-like lily of the vale. 
Whom youth makes so fair and passion so pale. 
That the light of its tremulous bells is seen 
Through their pavilions of tender green ; 

And the hjTicinth purple, and white, and blue, 
Which flung from its bells a sweet peal anew 
Of music so delicate, soft, and intense. 
It was felt like an odour within the sense ; 

And the rose like a nymph to the bath addrest. 
Which unveiled the depth of her glowing breast, 
Till, fold after fold, to the fainting air 
The soul of her beauty and love lay bare ; 

And the wand-like lily, which lifted up. 

As a Msenad, its moonlight-coloured cup, 

Till the fiery star, which is its eye. 

Gazed through the clear dew on the tender sky ; 

And the jessamine faint, and the sweet tuberose. 
The sweetest flower for scent that blows ; 
And all rare blossoms from every clime 
Grew in that garden in perfect prime. 



And on the stream whose inconstant bosom 
Was prankt, under boughs of embowering bloflsom. 
With golden and green light, shmting throng^ 
Theur heaven of many a tangled hue. 

Broad water-lilies lay tremulously, 

And starry river-buds elimmered by. 

And around them the soft stream did glide and dance 

With a motion of sweet sound and radianoe. 

And the sinuous paths of lawn and of moss, 
Which led through the garden alon^ and 
Some open at once to the sun and the breeze. 
Some lost among bowers of bloasoming ' 



Were all paved with daisies and delicate bells^ 
As fair as the fabulous asphodels. 
And flowrets which drooping as day drooped too. 
Fell into pavilions, white, purple, and blue. 
To roof the glow-worm from the evening dew. 

And from this undefiled Paradise 
The flowers (as an infantas awakening eyes 
Smile on its mother, whose singing sw^eet 
Can first lull, and at last must awaJcen it). 

When Heaven's blithe winds had unfolded them. 
As mine-lamps enkindle a hidden gem. 
Shone smiling to Heaven, and every one 
Shared joy in the Ught of the gentle sun ; 

For each one was interpenetrated 
With the light and the odour its neighbour shed. 
Like young lovers whom youth and love make dear. 
Wrapped and filled by their mutual atmosphere. 

But the Sensitive Plant, which could give small frnit 
Of the love which it felt from the leaf to the root, 
Received more than all, it loved more than ever. 
Where none wanted but it,could belong to the giver— 

For the sensitive Plant has no bright flower ; 
Radiance and odour are not its dower ; 
It loves, even like Love, its deep heart is full, 
It desires what it has not, the beautiful ! 

The light winds, which from unsustaining wings 
Shed the music of many murmurings ; 
The beams which dart from many a star 
Of the flowers whose hues they bear afar ; 
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The plumed ioBeets swift and free, 
Like golden boats on a sunny sea, 
Laden with light and odour, which pass 
Over the gleam of the living grass ; 

The unseen clouds of the dew, which lie 
Like fire in the flowers till the sun rides high. 
Then wander like spirits among the spheres. 
Each cloud faint with the fragrance it bears ; 

The quivering vapours of dim noontide, 
V9 hich, like a sea o'er the warm earth glide, 
In which every sound, and odour, and beam, 
Move, as reeds in a single stream ; 

Each and all like ministering angels were 
For the Sensitive Plant sweet joy to bear. 
Whilst the lagging hours of the day went by 
Like windless clouds o'er a tender sky. 

And when evening descended from heaven above. 
And the Earth was all rest, and the air was all love. 
And delight, though less bright, was far more deep, 
And the day's veU fell from the world of sleep. 

And the beasts, and the birds, and the insects were 
In an ocean of dreams without a sound ; [drowned 
Whose waves never mark, though they ever impress 
The light sand which paves it, consciousness ; 

(Only overhead the sweet nightingale 

Ever sang more sweet as the day might fifiil. 

And snatches of its Elysian chant 

Were mixed with the dreams of the Sensitive Plant.) 

The Sensitive Plant was the earliest 
Up-gathered into the bosom of rest ; 
A sweet child weaiy of its delight. 
The feeblest and yet the favourite, 
Cradled within the embrace of night. 



PART IL 



Thsrb was a Power in this sweet place. 
An Eve in this Eden ; a ruling grace 
Which to the flowers, did they waken or dream. 
Was as Grod is to the stai;^ scheme. 

A Lildy, the wonder of her kind. 
Whose form was upborne by a lovely mind. 
Which, dilating, had moulded her mien and motion 
Like a sea-flower unfolded beneath the ocean. 

Tended Uie garden from mom to even : 
And the meteors of that sublunar heaven, 
Like the lamps of the air when night walks forth. 
Laughed round her footsteps up from the Earth 1 

She had no companion of mortal race. 
But her tremulous breath and her flushing &ce 
Told whilst the mom kissed the sleep from her eyes. 
That her dreams were less slumber than Paradise : 

As if some bright spirit for her sweet sake 

Had deserted heaven while the stars were awake. 

As if yet around her he lingering were. 

Though the veil of daylight concealed him from her. 



Her step seemed to pity the fpnaa it prest : 
You might hear, by the heavmg of her breast. 
That the coming and the going of the wind 
Brought pleasure there and lot passion behind. 

And wherever her airy footstep trod. 
Her trailing hair from the grassy sod 
Erased its Ught vestige, with shadowy sweep, 
Like a sunny storm <rer the dark green deep. 

I doubt not the flowers of that garden sweet 
Rejoiced in the sound of her gentle feet ; 
I doubt not they felt the spirit that came 
From her glowing fingers through all their frame. 

She sprinkled bright water from the stream 
On those that were faint with the sunny beam ; 
And out of the cups of the heavy flowers 
She emptied the rain of the thunder showers. 

She lifted their heads with her tender hands, 
And sustained them with rods and osier bands ; 
If the flowers had been her own infants, she 
Could never have nursed them more tenderly. 

And all killing insects and gnawing worms, 
And things of obscene and unlovely forms, 
She bore in a basket of Indian woof. 
Into the rough woods far aloof. 

In a basket, of grasses and wild flowers full. 
The freshest her gentle hands could pull 
For the poor banished insects, whose intent, 
Although they did ill, was innocent. 

But the bee and the beamlike ephemeris. 
Whose path is the lightning's, and soft moths that 

kiss 
The sweet lips of the flowers, and harm not, did she 
Make her attendant angels be. 

And many an antenatal tomb. 
Where butterflies dream of the life to come, 
She left clinging round the smooth and dark 
Edge of the odorous cedar bark. 

This fairest ereature from earliest spring 
Thus moved through the garden ministering 
All the sweet season of summer tide. 
And ere the first leaf looked brown---she died ! 



PART in. 



Three days the flowers of the garden fair. 
Like stars when the noon is awakened, were. 
Or the waves of the Baise, ere luminous 
She floats up through the smoke of Vesuvius. 

And on the fourth, the Sensitive Plant 
Felt the sound of the funeral chaunt. 
And the steps of the bearers, heavy and slow, 
And the sobs of the mourners, deep and low ; 

The weary sound and the heavy breath. 
And the silent motions of passing death. 
And the smell, cold, oppressive, and dank, 
Sent through the pores of the coffin plank ; 



The dark grass, and the flowers among the g^rass, 
Were bright with tears as the crowd did pass ; 
From their sighs the wind caught a mournful tone^ 
And sate in the pines and gave groan for groan. 

The garden, once fair, became cold and foul. 
Like the corpse of her who had been its soul : 
Which at first was lovely as if in sleep. 
Then slowly changed, till it grew a heap 
To make men tremble who never weep. 

Swift summer into the autumn flowed. 
And frost in the mist of the morning rode. 
Though the noon-day sun looked clear and bright, 
Mockmg the spoil of the secret night. 

The rose-leaves, like flakes of crimson snow. 
Paved the turf and the moss below. 
The lilies were drooping, and white, and wan. 
Like the head and the skin of a dying man. 

And Indian plants, of scent and hue 
The sweetest that ever were fed on dew. 
Leaf after leaf, day by day. 
Were massed into the common clay. 

And the leaves, brown, yellow, and grey, and red. 
And white with the whiteness of what is dead. 
Like troops of ghosts on the dry wind past ; 
Their whistling noise made the birds aghast. 

And the gusty winds waked the winged seeds 
Out of their birth-place of ugly weeds. 
Till they clung round many a sweet flower's stem. 
Which rotted into the earth with them. 

The water-blooms under the rivulet 
Fell from the stalks on which they were set ; 
And the eddies drove them here and there. 
As the winds did those of the upper air. 

Then the rain came down, and the broken stalks 
Were bent and tangled across the walks ; 
And the leafless net-work of parasite bowers 
Massed into ruin, and all sweet flowers. 

Between the time of the wind and the snow, 

All loathliest weeds began to grow, 

Whose coarse leaves were splashed with many a 

speck, 
Like the water-snake's belly and the toad's back. 

And thistles, and nettles, and darnels rank. 
And the dock, and henbane, and hemlock dank, 
Stretch'd out its long and hollow shank. 
And stifled the air till the dead wind stank. 

And plants, at whose names the verse feels loath, 
Filled the place with a monstrous undergrowth. 
Prickly, and pulpous, and blistering, and blue. 
Livid, and starred with a lurid dew. 

And agarics and fungi, with mildew and mould. 
Started like mist from the wet ground cold ; 
Pale, fleshy, as if the decaying: dead 
With a spirit of growth had been animated ! 



Spawn, weeds, and filth, a leprous scum. 
Made the running rivulet thick and dumb. 
And at its outlet, fUgs huge as stakes 
Dammed it up with roots knotted like 
snakes. 



And hour by hour, when the air was still, 
The vapours arose which have strength to kill : 
At mom they were seen, at noon they were felt, 
At night they were darkness no star ooold melt. 

And unctuous meteors from spray to spray 
Crept and flitted in broad noon-dav 
Unseen ; every branch on which toey alit 
By a venomous blight was burned and bit. 

The Sensitive Plant, like one forbid. 
Wept, and the tears within each lid 
Of its folded leaves which together grew. 
Were changed to a blight of frozen glue. 

For the leaves soon fell, and the branches soon 
By the heavy axe of the blast were hewn ; 
The sap shrank to the root through every pore^ 
As blood to a heart that will beat no more. 

For Winter came : the wind was his whip ; 
One choppy finger was on his lip : 
He had torn the cataracts from the hills. 
And they clanked at his girdle like manacles ; 

His breath was a chain which without a sound 
The earth, and the air, and the water bound ; 
He came, fiercely driven in his chariot-throne 
By the tenfold blasts of the arctic zone. 

Then the weeds which were forms of living death. 
Fled from the frost to the earth beneath : 
Their decay and sudden flight fi-om frost 
Was but like the vanishing of a ghost ! 

And under the roots of the Sensitive Plant 
The moles and the dormice died for want : 
The birds dropped stiff" from the frozen air. 
And were caught in the branches naked and 
bare. 

First there came down a thawing rain. 
And its dull drops froze on tlie boughs again. 
Then there steamed up a freezing dew 
Which to the drops of the thaw-rain grew ; 

And a northern whirlwind, wandering about 
Like a wolf that had smelt a dead child out. 
Shook the boughs thus laden, and heavy and stiff. 
And snapped them ofi* with his rigid griff*. 

When winter had gone and spring came back. 

The Sensitive Plant was a leafless wreck ; 

But the mandrakes, and toadstools, and docks, and 

darnels. 
Rose like the dead from their ruined chamels. 
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CONCLUSION. 

Whether the Sensitive Plant, or that 
Which within its boughs like a spirit sat^ 
Ere its outward form had known decay^ 
Now felt this change, I cannot say. 

Whether that lady's gentle mind, 
No longer with the form combined 
Which scattered love, as stars do light. 
Found sadness, where it left delight, 

I dare not guess ; but in this life 
Of err6r, ignorance and strife, 
Where noming is, but all things seem. 
And we the shadows of the dream. 

It is a modest creed, and yet 
Pleasant, if one considers it. 
To own that death itself must be. 
Like all the rest, a mockery. 

That garden sweet, that lady fair. 
And aJl sweet shapes and odours there. 
In truth have never passed away : 
'Tis we, 'tis ours, are changed ! not they. 

For love, and beauty, and delight. 
There is no death nor change ; their might 
Exceeds our organs, which endure 
No light, being themselves obscure. 



A VISION OF THE SEA. 



Tis the terror of tempest The rags of the sail 
Are flickering in ribbons within the fierce gale : 
From the stark night of vapours the dim rain is 

driven. 
And when lightning is loosed like a deluge from 

heaven. 
She sees the black trunks of the water-spouts spin. 
And bend, as if heaven was ruining in, 
Which they seemed to sustain with their terrible 

mass 
As if ocean had sunk from beneath them : they 

pass 
To their graves in the deep with an earthquake of 

sound. 
And the waves and the thunders, made silent 

around. 
Leave the wind to its echo. The vessel^ now tossed 
Through the low trailing rack of the tempest, is 

lost 
In the skirts of the thunder-cloud : now down the 

sweep 
Of the wind-cloven wave to the chasm of the deep 
It sinks, and the walls of the watery vale 
Whose depths of dread calm are unmoved by tlie 

gale. 
Dim mirrors of ruin, hang gleaming about ; 
While the surf, like a ch^ of stars, like a rout 
Of death-flames, like whirlpools of fire-flowing 

iron. 

With splendour and terror the black ship environ; 



Or like sulphur-flakes hurled from a mine of pale 
In fountains spout o'er it. In many a spire [fire. 
The pyramid-billows, with white points of brine. 
In the cope of the lightning inconstantly shine. 
As piercing the sky from me floor of the sea. 

The great ship seems splitting ! it cracks ae a tree. 
While an earthquake is splintering its root, or* the 

blast 
Of the whirlwind that stript it of branches has 

past. 
The intense thunder-balls which are raining from 

heaven 
Have shattered its mast, and it stands black and 

riven. 
The chinks suck destruction. The heavy dead hulk 
On the living sea rolls an inanimate bulk. 
Like a corpse on the clay which is hung'ring to 

fold 
Its corruption around it. Meanwhile, from the 

hold. 
One deck is burst up from the waters below. 
And it splits like the ice when the thaw-breezes 

blow 
O'er the lakes of the desert ! Who sit on the other 1 
Is that all the crew that lie burying each other. 
Like the dead in a breach, round the foremast 1 

Are those 
Twin tigers, who burst, when the waters arose. 
In the agony of terror, their chains in the hold 
(What now makes them tame, is what then made 

them bold) 
Who crouch, side by side, and have driven, like a 

crank. 
The deep grip of their claws through the vibrating 
Are these all! [plank! 

Nine weeks the tall vessel had lain 
On the windless expanse of the watery plain. 
Where the death-darting sun cast no shadow at 

noon, 
And there seemed to be fire in the beams of the 

moon. 
Till a lead-coloured fog gathered up from the deep. 
Whose breath was quick pestilence ; then, the cold 

sleep 
Crept, like blight through the ears of a thick field 

of com, 
0*er the populous vessel. And even and mom. 
With their hammocks for coffins the seamen 

aghast 
Like dead men the dead limbs of their comrades 

cast 
Down the deep, which closed on them above and 

around. 
And the sharks and the dog-fish their grave-clothes 

unbound. 
And were glutted like Jews with this manna rained 

down 
From God on their wilderness. One after one 
The mariners died ; on the eve of this day. 
When the tempest was gathering in cloudy array. 
But seven remained. Six the thunder had smitten. 
And they lie black as mummies on which Time has 

written 
His scom of the embakner ; the seventh, from the 

deck 
An oak splinter pierced through his breast and his 

bacl^ 
And hung out to the tempest, a wreck on the wreck. 

8 



No more t At the helm sits a woman more fair 
Than heaven, wlien, mibinding its star-braided 

hair, 
It sinks with the sun on the earth and the sea. 
She clasps a bright child on her upgathered knee, 
It laughs at the lightning, it mocks the mixed 

thunder 
Of the air and the sea, with desire and with wonder 
It is beckoning the tigers to rise and come near, 
It would play with those eyes where the radiance 

of fear 
Is outshining the meteors ; its bosom beats high. 
The heart-fire of pleasure has kindled its eye ; 
Whilst its mother's is lustreless. << Smile not, my 

child, 
But sleep deeply and sweetly, and so be beguiled 
Of the pang that awaits us, whatever that be, 
So dreadful since thou must divide it with me ! 
Dream, sleep 1 This pale bosom, thy cradle and 

bed. 
Will it rock thee not, infant ! Tis beating with 

dread ! 
Alas ! what is life, what is death, what are we, 
That when the ship sinks we no longer may be 1 
What ! to see thee no more, and to feel tliee no 

more 1 
To be after life what we have been before ! [eyes. 
Not to touch those sweet hands, not to look on those 
Those lips, and that hair, all that smiling disguise 
Thou yet wearest, sweet spirit, which I, day by 

day. 
Have so long called my child, but which now fades 

away 
Like a rainbow, and I the fallen shower t' 



t»> 



Lo ! the ship 
Is settling, it topples, the leeward ports dip; 
The tigers leap up when they feel the slow brine 
Crawling inch by inch on them ; hair, ears, limbs, 

and eyne, 
Stand rigid with horror; a loud, long, hoarse cry 
Burst at once from their vitals tremendously, 
And 'tis borne do^Ti the mountainous vale of the 

wave. 
Rebounding, like thunder, from crag to cave, 
Mixed with the clash of the lashing rain, 
Hurried on by the might of the hurricane : 
The hurricane came from the west, and past on 
By the path of the gate of the eastern sun, 
Transversely dividing the stream of the storm ; 
As an arrowy serpent, pursuing the form 
Of an elephant, bursts through the brakes of the 

waste. 
Black as a cormorant the screaming blast. 
Between ocean and heaven, like an ocean, past, 
Till it came to the clouds on the verge of tlie 

world 
Which, based on the sea and to heaven upcurled, 
Like columns and walls did surround and sustain 
The dome of the tempest ; it rent them in twain. 
As a flood rends its barriers of mountainous 

crag : 
And the dense clouds in many a ruin and mg, 
Like the stones of a temple ere earthquake has 

past, 
Like the dust of its fall, on the whirlwind are east ; 
They are scattered like foam on the torrent ; and 

where 
The wind has burst out through the chasm, fix)m 

the air 



Of clear morning, the beams of the sunrise flow in. 
Unimpeded, keen, golden, and crystalline. 
Banded armies of light and of air ; at one gate 
They encounter, but interpenetrate. 
And that breach in the tempest is widening away. 
And the caverns of cloud are torn up by the day, 
And the fierce winds are sinking with weary wings. 
Lulled by the motion and murmurinzs. 
And the long glassy heave of the rocking sea. 
And over head glorious, but dreadful to see. 
The wrecks of the tempest, like vapours of gold, 
Are consuming in sunrise. The heaped waves 

behold. 
The deep calm of blue heaven dilating above. 
And, like passions made still by the presence of 

Love, 
Beneath the clear surface reflecting it slide 
Tremulous with soft influence; extending its tide 
From the Andes to Atlas, round mountain and isle, 
Round sea-birds and wrecks, paved with heaven's 

azure smile, 
The wide world of waters is vibrating. 

Where 
Is the ship ! On the verge of the wave where it lay 
One tiger is mingled in ghastly affray [battle 

With a sea-snake. The foam and the smoke of the 
Stain the clear air with sunbows; the jar, and the 

rattle 
Of solid bones crushed by the infinite strecB 
Of tlie snake's adamantine voluminousness; 
And the hum of the hot blood that spouts and nuns 
Where the gripe of the tiger has wounded the 

veins. 
Swollen with rage, strength, and efibrt ; the whirl 

and the splash 
As of some hideous engine whose brazen teeth smash 
The thin winds and soft waves into thunder ! the 

screams 
And hissings crawl fast o'er the smooth ocean- 
streams, 
Elach sound like a centipede. Near this commotion, 
A blue shark is hanging within the blue ocean. 
The fin-winged tomb of the victor. The other 
Is winning his way from the fate of his brother, 
To his own with the 8i>eed of despair. Lo! a boat 
Advances ; twelve rowers with the impulse of 

thouj^ht 
Urge on the keen keel, the brine foams. At the stem 
Three marksmen stand levelling. Hot bullets 

bum 
In the breast of the tiger, which yet bears him on 
To his refuge and ruin. One fragment alone, 
'Tis dwindling and sinking, 'tis now almost gone. 
Of the wreck of the vessel peers out of the sea. 
With her left hand she grasps it inn>etuously. 
With her right she sustains her fair infant. Death, 

Fear, 
Love, Beauty, are mixed in the atmosphere. 
Which trembles and bums with the fervour of 

dread 
Around her wild eyes, her bright hand, and her 

head, 
Like a meteor of light o*er the waters', her child 
Is yet smiling, and playing, and murmuring : so 

smiled 
The false deep ere the storm. Like a sister and 

brother 
The child and the ocean still smile on each other, 
WhUst 
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THE CLOUD. 



I. 



I B&iifO fresh showers for the thirsting flowerB, 

From the seas and the streams ; 
I bear light shades for the leares whe» laid 

In weir noon- day dreams. 
From my wings are diaken the dews that waken 

The sweet buds every one. 
When rocked to rest on their mother's breast, 

As she dances about the sun. 
I wield tile flail of the lashing hail, 

And whiten the green plains under. 
And then again I dissolve it in rain, 

And hwgh as I pass in thunder. 



I bind the sun's throne with the burning zone. 

And the moon's with a girdle of pearl ; 
The volcanoes are dim, and the stars reel and swim, 

When the whirlwinds my banner unfurl. 
From cape to cape, ^ith a bridge-like shape. 

Over a torrent sea. 
Sunbeam-proof, I bang like a roof. 

The mountains its colunms be. 
The triumphal arch through which I march. 

With hurricane, fire, and snow. 
When the powers of the air are chained to my 



n. 



I sift tiie snow on the mountains below, 

And their great pines groan aghast ; 
And all the night 'tis my pUlow white. 

While I sleep in the arms of the blast. 
Sublime on the towers of my skiey bowers. 

Lightning my pilot sits. 
In a cavern under is fettered the thunder, 

It struggles and howls at fits ; 
Over earth and ocean with gentle motion, 

This pilot is guiding me. 
Lured by the love of the genii that move 

In the depths of the purple sea ; 
Over the rilb, and the crags, and the hills. 

Over the lakes and the plains. 
Wherever he dream, under mountain or stream. 

The Spirit he loves remains ; 
And I all the while bask in heaven's blue smile, 

Whilst he is dissolving in rains. 



Is the million-coloured bow 



[chair, 



m. 



The sanguine sunrise, with his meteor eyes. 

And his burning plumes outspread. 
Leaps on the back of my sailing rack, 

When the morning star shines dead. 
As OQ the jag of a mountain crag. 

Which an earthquake rocks and swings, 
An eagle alit one moment may sit ^ 

In the light of its golden wings. 
And when sunset may breathe, from the lit sea 
beneath. 

Its ardours of rest and of love. 
And the crimson pall of eve may fall 

From the depth of heaven above. 
With wings folded I rest, on mine airy nest, 

As still as a brooding dove. 

IV. 

That orbed maiden, mth white fire laden. 

Whom mortals call the moon. 
Glides glimmering o'er my fleece-like floor. 

By the midnight breezes strewn ; 
And wherever the beat of her unseen feet. 

Which only the angels hear. 
May have broken the woof of my tent's thin roof. 

The stars peep behind her and peer ; 
And I laugh to see them whirl and flee. 

Like a swarm of golden bees. 
When I widen the rent in my wind-built tent. 

Till the calm rivers, lakes, and seas, 
Like strips of tiie sky fallen through me on high, 

Are each paved with the moon and these. 



The sphere-fire above its soft colours wove. 
While the moist earth was laughing below. 

VI. 

I am the daughter of earth and water, 

And the nursling of the sky: 
I pass through the pores of the ocean and shores ; 

I change, but I cannot die. 
For after the rain, when with never a stain, 

The pavilion of heaven is bare. 
And the winds and sunbeams with their convex 

Build up the blue dome of air, [gleams, 

I silentiy laugh at my own cenotaph. 

And out of the caverns of rain. 
Like a child from the womb, like a ghost from the 

I arise and unbuild it again. [tomb^ 



LOVE'S PHILOSOPHY. 



The fountains mingle with the river. 

And the rivers with the ocean. 
The winds of heaven mix for ever 

With a sweet emotion ; 
Nothing in the world is single ; 

All things by a law divine 
In one another's being mingle — 

Why not I with thme ! 

See the mountains kiss high heaven. 

And the waves clasp one anotiier ; 
No sister flower would be forgiven 

If it disdained its brother : 
And the sunlight clasps the earth. 

And the moonbeams kiss the sea r- 
What are all these kissings worth. 

If thou kiss not me t 

Janttarf, 18S0. 



TO 



I PEAR thy kisses, gentle maiden. 
Thou needest not fear mine ; 

My spirit is too deeply laden 
Ever to burthen thine. ^ 

I fear thy mien, thy tones, thy motion. 
Thou needest not fear mine ; 

Innocent is the heart's devotion 
Witii which I worship thine. 

s a 
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POEMS WRITTEN IN 1820. 



TO A SKYLARK. 



I. 



Hail to thee, blithe spirit 1 
Bird thou never wert, 

That from heaven, or near it, 
Pourest thy full heart 
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art. 



n. 



Higher still and higher, 
From the earth thou springest 

Like a cloud of fire ; 
The blue deep thou wingest. 
And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest. 



in. 



In the golden lightning 

Of the sunken sun. 
O'er which clouds are brightening. 

Thou dost float and run ; 
Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun. 



IV. 



The pale purple even 

Melts around thy flight ; 
Like a star of heaven. 

In the broad day -light 
Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight. 



V. 

Keen as are the arrows 

Of that silver sphere, 
Whose intense lamp narrows 

In the white dawn clear. 
Until we hardly see, we feel that it is there. 

VI. 

All the earth and air 

With thy voice is loud. 
As, when night is bare. 
From one lonely cloud 
The moon rains out her beams, and heaven is over- 
flowed. 

VII. 

What thou art we know not ; 

What is most like thee ! 
From rainbow clouds there flow not 
Drops so bright to see, 
As from thy presence showers a rain of melody. 

VIIL 

Like a poet hidden 

In the light of thought, 
Singing hymns unbidden. 

Till the world is wrought 
To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not: 

IX. 

Like a high-bom maiden 

In a palace tower, 
Soothing her love-laden 
Soul in secret hour 
With music sweet as love, which overflows her 
bower: 



Like a glow-worm golden 

In a dell of dew. 
Scattering unbeholden 
Its aSrial hue 
Among the flowers and grass, which screen it from 
ithe view: 



XI. 

Like a rose embowered 

In its own green leaves. 
By warm winds deflowered. 
Till the scent it gives 
Makes fSunt with too much sweet these heavy- 
winged thieves. 



xn. 
Sound of vernal showers 
On the twinkling grass. 
Rain-awakened flowers. 
All that ever was 
Joyou8,andclear,and fresh, thy music doth 

xin. 

Teach us, sprite or bird. 

What sweet thoughts are thine: 
I have never heard 
Praise of love or wine 
That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine. 

XIV. 

Chorus hymeneal, 

Or triumphal chaunt. 
Matched with thine would be all 

But an empty vaunt — 
A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want. 

XV. 

What objects are the fountains 

Of thy happy strain ! 
What flelds, or waves, or mountains ! 
What shapes of sky or plain t 
What love of thine own kind ! what ignorance of 
pain! 

XVL 

With thy clear keen joyance 

Languor cannot be : 
Shadow of annoyance 
Never came near thee : 
Thou lovest ; but ne*er knew love's sad satiety. 

XVII. 

Waking or asleep, 

Thou of death must deem 
Things more true and deep 

Than we mortals dream. 
Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream! 

XVIII. 

We look before and after. 

And pine for what is not : 
Our sincerest laughter 

With some pain is fraught ; 
Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest 
thought. 
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znc 
Yet if we could Bcom 

Hate, and pride, and fear ; 
If we were things bom 
Not to shed a tear, 
I know not how thy joy we ever should oome near. 

zx. 

Better than all measures 

Of delightful sound. 
Better than all treasures 

That in books are found. 
Thy skill to poet were, thou scomer of the ground! 

XXL 

Teach me half the gladness 

That thy brain must know, 
Such harmonious madness 
From my lips would flow, 
The world should listen then, as I am listening 
now. 



ODE TO LIBERTY. 



Yet freedom, yet, thy banner torn but flying, 
Streanu like a thnnder-etorm against the wind. 

BYBOll. 



I. 



A GLORIOUS people vibrated again 

The lightning of the nations : Liberty, 
From heart to heart, from tower to tower, o'er 
Spain, 
Scattering contagious fire into the sky, 
Gleamed. My soul spumed the chains of its dismay. 
And, in the rapid plumes of song, 
Clothed itself subhme and strong ; 
As a young eagle soars the morning clouds among. 
Hovering in verse o*er its accustomed prey ; 
Till from its station in the heaven of fame 
The Spirit's whirlwind rapt it, and the ray 
Of tne remotest sphere of living flame 
Which paves the void, was from behind it flung. 
As foam from a ship's swiftness, when there came 
A voice out of Uie deep ; I will record the 
same. 



n. 






The Sun and the serenest Moon sprang forth ; 
The burning stars of the abyss were hurl'd 
Into the depths of heaven. The daedal earth, 

That island in the ocean of the world. 
Hung in its cloud of all-sustaining air : 
But this divinest universe 
Was yet a chaos and a curse. 
For thou wertnot : but power from worst producing 
worse. 
The spirit of the beasts was kindled there, 
And of the birds, and of the watery forms. 
And there was war among them and despair 

Within them, raging without truce or terms : 
The bosom of their violated nurse 
Groaned, for beasts warred on beasts, and worms 
on worms, [storms. 

And men on men; each heart was as a hell of 



UL 



Man, the imperial shape, then multiplied 

His generations under the pavilion 
Of the sun's throne : palace and pyramid. 

Temple and prison, to many a swarming million, 
Were, as to mountain-wolves their ragged caves. 
This human living multitude 
Was savage, cunning, blind and rude. 
For thou wert not ; but o'er the populous solitude, 
Like one fierce cloud over a waste of waves, 

Hung tyranny ; beneath, sate deified 
The sister-pest, congregator of slaves ; 
Into the shadow of her pinions wide. 
Anarchs and priests who feed on gold and blood. 
Till with the stain their inmost souls are dyed, 
Drove the astonished herds of men from every 
side. 



nr. 



The nodding promontories, and blue isles, 

And cloud-like mountains, and dividuous waves 
Of Greece, basked glorious in the open smiles 

Of favouring heaven : from tiieir enchanted caves 
Prophetic echoes flung dim melody 
On the unapprehensive wild. 
The vine, the com, the olive mild. 
Grew, savage yet, to human use unreconciled ; 
And Uke unfolded flowers beneath the sea. 
Like the man's thought dark in the infant's brain, 
Like aught that is which wraps what is to be, 
Art'sdeathless dreamslay veiled by many a vein 
Of Parian stone ; and yet a speechless child. 
Verse murmured, and Philosophy did strain 
Her lidless eyes for thee ; when o'er the ^gean 
main 



V. 



Athens arose : a city such as vision 

BuUds from t^e purple crags and silver towers 
Of battlemented cloud, as in derision 

Of kingliest masonry : the ocean floors 
Pave it ; the evening sky pavilions it ; 
Its portals are inhabited 
By thunder-zoned winds, each head 
Within its cloudy wings with sun-fire garlanded„ 
A divine work ! Athens diviner yet 

Gleamed with its crest of columns, on the will 
Of man, as on a mount of diamond^ set ; 
For tbou wert, and thine all-creative skill 
Peopled, with forms that mock the eternal dead 
In marble immortality, that hill 
Which was thine earliest throne and latest oracle. 



VI. 



Within the surface of Time's fleeting river 

Its vrrinkled image lies, as then it lay 
Immoveably unquiet, and for ever 

It trembles, but it cannot pass away ! 
The voices of thy bards and sages thunder 
With an earth-awakening blast 
Through the caverns of the past ; 
Religion veils her eyes ; Oppression shi*inks aghast: 
A winged sound of joy, and love, and wonder. 
Which soars where Expectation never flew. 
Rending the veil of space and time asunder 1 
One ocean feeds the clouds, and streams, and 
dew ; 
One sun illumines Heaven ; one spirit vast 
With life and love makes chaos ever new. 
As Athens doth the world with thy delight 
renew. 



:^^ 



VII. 



Then Rome was, and from thy deep bosom fairest, 

Like a wolf-cub from a Cadnuean Maenad*, 
She drew the milk of greatness, though thy dearest 

From that Elysian food was yet unweaned ; 
And many a deed of terrible uprightness 
By thy sweet love was sanctified ; 
And in thy smile, and by thy side, 
Saintly Camill us lived, and firm Atilius died, [ness, 
But when tears stained thy robe of vestal white- 

And gold profaned thy capitolian throne. 
Thou didst desert, with spirit-winged lightness, 
The senate of the tyrants : they sunk prone 
Slaves of one tyrant. Palatinus sighed 
Faint echoes of Ionian song ; that tone 
Thou didst delay to hear, lamenting to disown. 



viri. 



From what Hyrcanian glen or frozen hill. 
Or piny promontory of the Arctic main. 
Or utmost islet inaccessible, 

Didst thou lament the ruin of thy reign, 
Teaching the woods and waves, and desert rocks, 
And every Naiad's ice-cold urn. 
To talk in echoes sad and stem. 
Of that sublimest lore which man had dared unlearn? 
For neither didst thou watch the wizard flocks 
Of the Scald's dreams, nor haunt the Druid's 
sleep. [locks. 

What if the tears rained through thy shattered 
Were quickly dried 1 for thou didst groan, not 
When from its sea of death to kill and bum, [weep. 
The Galilean serpent forth did creep, 
And made thy world an undistinguishable heap. 



IX. 



A thousand years the Earth cried, Where art thoul 

And then the shadow of thy coming fell 
On Saxon Alfred's olive-cinctured brow : 

And many a warrior-peopled citadel. 
Like rocks, which fire lifts out of the flat deep. 
Arose in sacred Italy, 
Frowning o'er the tempestuous sea 
Of kings, and priests, and slaves, in tower-crowned 
That multitudinous anarchy did sweep, [majesty; 
And burst around their walls, like idle foam. 
Whilst from the human spirit's deepest deep, 
Strange melody with love and awe struck dumb 
Dissonant arras ; and Art which cannot die. 
With divine wont traced on our earthly home 
Fit imagery to pave heaven's everlasting dome. 



X. 



Thou huntrcHS swifter than the Moon ! thou terror 

Of the world's wolves ! thou bearer of the quiver, [ 
Whose sun-like shafts pierce tempest-udnged Error, 
As light may pierce the clouds when they dissever 
In the calm regions of the orient day ! 

Luther caught thy wakening glance : 
Like lightning from his leaden lance 
Reflected, it dissolved the visions of the trance 
In which, as in a tomb, the nations lay ; 

And En2;land's prophets hailed thee as their 
In songs whose music cannot pavs away, [queen, 
Thouc;h it must flow for ever : not unseen 
Before the spirit-sighted countenance 

Of Milton didst thou pass, from the sad scene 
Beyond whose night he saw, with a dejt^ctedmien. 

* See the IJaccha? of Km ipidcs. 



XI. 



The eager hours and unreluctant years 

As on a dawn-illumined mountain stood. 
Trampling to silence their loud hopes and fears 

Darkening each other with their multitude, 
And cried luoud. Liberty ! Indignation 
Answered Pity from her cave ; 
Death grew pale within the grave. 
And desolation howled to the destroyer. Save ! 
When, like heaven's sun, girt by the exhalation 

Of its own glorious light, thou didst arise. 
Chasing thy foes from nation unto nation 
Like shadows : as if day had cloven the skies 
At dreaming midnight o*er the western wave. 
Men started, staggering with a glad surprise. 
Under the lightnings of thine unfamiliar eyes. 



XII. 



XIII. 



XIV. 



Tomb of Arminius ! render up thy dead 

Till, like a standard from a watch-tower's staff. 
His soul may stream over the tyrant's head ! 

Thy victory sliall be his epitaph. 
Wild Bacchanal of truth's mysterious wine. 
King-deluded Germany, 
His dead spirit lives in thee. 
Why do we fear or hope ! thou art already free ! 
And thou, lost Paradise of this divine 

And glorious world ! thou flowery wilderness ! 
Thou island of etemitv ! thou shrine 

Where desolation, clothed with loveliness. 
Worships the thing thou wert ! O Itjily, 
Gather thy blood into thy heart ; re]>re.<s 
The beasts who make tlieir dens thy sacnMl 
palaces. 



Thou heaven of earth ! what spells conld pall thee 
In ominous eclipse ! A tiiousand years, [then. 
Bred from the slime of deep oppression's den, 

Dyed all thy liquid light with blood and tears. 
Till thy sweet stars could weep the stain away ; 
How like Bacchanals of blood 
Round France, the ghastly vintage, stood 
Destruction's sceptered slaves, and Folly's mitred j 
brood I ' 

When one, like them, but mightier far than they. 
The Anarch of thine own bewildered powers, 
Rose : armies mingled in obscure array. 

Like clouds with clouds, darkening the sacred 
Of serene heaven. He,bythe past pursued, [bowers 
Rests with those dead but unforgotten hours. 
Whose ghosts scare victor kings in their 
tral towers. 



England yet sleeps : was she not called of old ? 

Spain calls her now, as with its thrilling thtmder 
Vesuvius wakens yEtna, and the cold 

Snow-crags by its reply are cloven in sunder : 
O'er the lit waves every yEolian isle 
From Pithecusa to Pelorus 
Howls, and leaps, and glares in chorus : [us. 
They cry. Be dim, ye lamps of heaven susi>ended o'er 
Her chains are threads of gold, she need but smile 
And they dissolve ; but Spain's were links of 
Till bit to dust, by virtue's keenest file, [steel. 
Twins of a single destiny ! appeal 
To the eternal years enthroned before us. 
In the dim West ; impress us from a seal. 
All ye have thought and done! Time cannot dare 
conceal. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 
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XV. 

O that the free would stamp the impious name 

Of 'f * ♦ ♦ into the dust ; or write it there, 
So that this blot upon the page of fame 

Were as a serpent's path, which the light air 
Erases, and the flat sands close behind I 
Ye the oracle have heard : 
Lift the victory-flashing sword, 
And cut the snaky knots of this foul gordian w^rd, 
Which, weak itself as stubble, yet can bind 

Lato a mass, irrefragably Arm, 
The axes and tiie rods which awe mankind ; 
The sound has poison in it, 'tis the sperm 
Of what makes life foul, cankerous, and abhorred; 
Disdain not thou, at thine appointed term. 
To set thine armed heel on this reluctant worm. 

XVI. 

O that the wise from their bright minds would kindle 
Such lamps within the dome of this dim world, 
That the pale name of Priest might shrink and 
dwindle 
Into the hell from which it first was hurled, 
A scoff of impious pride from fiends impure 

Till human thoughts might kneel alone. 
Each before the judgment-throne 
Of its own aweless soul, or of the power unknown ! 
that the words which make the thoughts obscure 
From which they spring, as clouds of glimmer- 
ing dew 
From a white lake blot heaven's blue portraiture, 
Were stript of their thin masks and various hue. 
And frowns and smiles and splendours not their own. 
Till in the nakedness of false and true 
They stand before their Lord, each to receive its 
due. 

XVII. 

He who taught man to vanquish whatsoever 
Can be between the cradle and the grave. 
Crowned him the King of Life. vain endeavour! 

If on his own high will a willing slave. 
He has enthroned the oppression and the oppressor. 
What if earth can clothe and feed 
Amplest millions at their need. 
And power in thought be as the tree within the 
Or what if art, an ardent intercessor, [seed 1 

Diving on fiery wings to Nature's throne. 

Checks the great mother stooping to caress her, 

And cries, give me, thy child, dominion 

Over all height and depth ? if Life can breed [groan. 

New wants, and wealth from those who toil and 

Rend of thy gifts and hers a thousandfold for one. 

XVIII. 

Come thou, but lead out of the inmost cave 
Of man's deep spirit, as the morning-star 
Beckons the Sun from the Eoan wave. 

Wisdom, 1 hear the pennons of her car 
Self-moving like cloud charioted by flame ; 
Comes she not, and come ye not. 
Rulers of eternal thought. 
To judjre with solemn truth life's ill-apportioned lot? 
Blind Love, and equal Justice, and the Fame 

Of what has been, the Hope of what will be ! 
O, Liberty ! if such could be thy name 

Wert thou disjoined from these, or they from 
If thine or theirs were treasures to be bought [thee: 
By blood or tears, have not the wise and free 
Wept tears, and blood like tears ! The solenm 
harmony 



XIX. 



Paused, and the spirit of that mighty singing 

To its abyss was suddenly withdrawn ; 
Then as a wild swan, when sublimely winging 

Its path athwart Uie thunder-smoke of dawn. 
Sinks headlong through the aerial golden light 
On the heavy sounding plain. 
When the bolt has pierced its brain ; 
As smnmer clouds dissolve unburthened of their 
Ab a far taper fades with fading night ; [rain ; 

As a brief insect dies with dying day, 
My song its pinions disarrayed of might, 
Drooped ; o'er it closed the echoes far away 
Of the great voice which did its flight sustain. 
As waves which lately paved his watery way 
Hiss round a drowner's head in their tempestuous 
play. 



'- ARETHUSA. 



Arethusa arose 

From her couch of snows 

In the Acroceraunian mountaim;, — 
From cloud and from crag. 
With many a jag. 

Shepherding her bright fountains. 
She leapt down the rocks 
With her rainbow locks 

Streuning among the streams ; — 
Her steps paved with green 
The downward ravine 

Which slopes to the western gleams : 
And gliding and springing. 
She went, ever singing. 

In murmurs as soft as sleep ; 

The earth seemed to love her. 
And Heaven smiled above her. 

As she lingered towards the deep. 

Then Alpheus bold, 

On his glacier cold, 
Witli his trident the mountains strook ; 

And opened a chasm 

In the rocks ; — with the spasm 
All £r)'manthus shook. 

And the black south wind 

It concealed behind 
The urns of the silent snow. 

And earthquake and thunder 

Did rend in sunder 
The bars of the springs below : 

The beard and the hair 

Of the river God were 
Seen through the torrent's sweep. 

As he followed the light 

Of the fleet nymph's flight 
To the brink of the Dorian deep. 

" Oh, save me ! Oh, guide me ! 
And bid the deep hide me. 

For hejerasps me now by the haLp !" 
'The loud Ocean heard, 
To its blue depth stirred. 

And divided at her prayer ; 
And under the water 
The Earth's white daughter 
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Fled like a mamy beam ; 

Behind her descended 

Her billows, unblended 
With the brackish Dorian stream : 

Like a gloomy stain 

On the emerald main 
Alpheus mshed behind, — 

As an eagle porsning 

A dove to its ruin 
Down the streams of the ck)udy wind. 

Under the bowers 
Where the Ocean Powers 

Sit on their pearled thrones : 

Through the coral woods 
Of the weltering floods. 

Over heaps of unvalued stones ; 
Through the dim beams 
Which amid the streams 

Weave a net-work of coloured light ; 
And under the caves. 
Where the shadowy waves 

Are as green as the forest's night u. 
Outspeeding the shark, 
And the sword-fish dark. 

Under the ocean foam. 

And up through the rifts 
Of the mountain cUfts 

They passed to their Dorian home. 

And now from their fountains 

In Enna*8 mountains, 
Down one vale where the morning basks. 

Like friends once parted 

Grown single-hearted. 
They ply their watery tasks. 

At sunrise they leap 

From their cradles steep 
In the cave of the shelving hill ; 

At noon-tide they flow 

Through the woods below 
And the meadows of Asphodel ; 

And at night they sleep 

In the rocking deep 
Beneath the Ortygian shore ; — 

Like spirits that Lie 

In the azure sky 
When they love but live no more. 

Pisa, 1820. 



SONG OF PROSERPINE, 

WHILE GATHERING FLOWERS ON THE PLAIN OF ENNA. 

Sacred Goddess, Mother Earth, 
Thou from whose immortal bosom, 

Gods, and men, and beasts have birth, 
Leaf and blade, and bud and blossom. 

Breathe thine influence most divine 

On thine own child, Proserpine. 

If with mists of evening dew 

Thou dost nourish these young flowers 

Till they grow, in scent and hue. 
Fairest children of the hours, 

Breathe thine influence most divine 

On thine own child, Proserpine. 



HYMN OF APOLLO. 

The sleepkss Hours who watch me as Ilic, 

Curtained with star-enwoven tapestries^ 
From the broad moonlight of the sky. 

Fanning the busy dreams from my oxm 
Waken me when their Mother, the grey Dawn, 
Tells them that dreams and that the moon is gone. 

• 
Then I arise, and climbing Heaven's blue dome, 

I walk over the mountams and the wavesy 
Leaving my robe upon the ocean fttam ; 

My footsteps pave the clouds with fire ; tine «▼«• 
Are filled with my bright presence, and toe air 
Leaves the greeu'earth to my embraces bare. 

The sunbeams are my shafts, with which I Ml 
Deceit, that loves the night and feaxa the day ; 

All men who do or even imagine ill 
Fly me, and fipom the glory of my ray 

Good mmds and open actions take new might. 

Until dnninished by the reign of night. 

I feed the ck)uds, the rainbows, and the flo'*^*;^^ 
With their ethereal colours ; the Moon's |^obe 

And the pure stairs in their eternal bowers 
Are cinctmred with my power as with a robe ; 

Whatever lamps on Earth or Heaven paay flUne 

Are portions of one power, which is mine. 

I stand at noon upon the peak of Heaven, 
Then wiUi unwilling steps I wander dowD 

Into the clouds of the AUantic even ; 
For grief that I depart they weep and frown: 

What look is more delightful than the smile 

With which I soothe them from the weslem iale I 

I am the eve with which the Universe 
Beholds 'itself and knows itself divine ; 

All harmony of instrument or verse. 
All prophecy, all medicine are mine. 

All light of art or nature ;— to my song 

Victory and praise in their own nght belong. 



HYMN OF PAN. 



From the forests and highUnds 

We come, we come ; 
From the river-girt islands, 

Where loud waves are dumb 
Listening to my sweet pipings. 
The wind in the reeds and the rushes. 

The bees on the bells of thj-me, 
The birds on the m>Ttle bushes. 
The cicale above in the lime. 
And the lizards below in the grass, 
Were as silent as ever old Tmolus ♦ was. 
Listening to my sweet pipings. 

Liquid Peneus was flowing. 
And all dark Tempe lay 

In Pelion's shadow, outgrowing 
The light of the dying day, 



• This and the former poem were written at the request 
of a friend, to bo inserted in a drama on the subject of 
Midas. Apollo and Pan contended before Tmolua for the 
prize in music. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 
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Speeded with my sweet pipings. 
The Sileni, and Sylvans, and Fauns, 

And the nymphs of the woods and waves. 
To the edge of the moist river-lawns, 

And the brink of the dewy caves, 
And all that did then attend and follow, 
Were silent with love, as you now, Apollo, 
With envy of my sweet pipings. 

• 
I sang of the dancing stars, 

I sang of the dseidal Earth, 
And of Heaven — and the giant wars. 
And Love, and Death, and Birth, — 
And tiien I changed my pipings, — 
Singing how down the vale of Menalus 

I pursued a maiden and clasped a reed : 
Gods and men, we are all deluded thus 1 

It breaks in our bosom and then we bleed 
All wept, as I think both ye now would. 
If envy or age had not frozen your blood. 
At the sorrow of my sweet pipings. 



THE QUESTION. 



I DBEAMED that, as I wandered by Uie way. 
Bare winter suddenly was changed to spring. 

And gentle odours led my steps astray. 
Mixed with a sound of waters murmuring 

Along a shelving bank of turf, which lay 
Under a copse, and hardly dared to fling 

Its green arms round the bosom of the stream. 

But kissed it and then fled, as thou mightest in dream. 

There grew pied wind-flowers and violets. 

Daisies, those pearled Arcturi of the earth. 
The constellated flower that never sets ; 

Faint oxlips ; tender blue bells, at whose birth 
The sod scarce heaved ; and tiiat tall flower that 
Its mother's face with heaven-collected tears, [wets 
When the low wind, its playmate's voice, it hears. 

And in the warm hedge grew lush eglantine. 
Green cow-bind and the moonlight-coloured May, 

And cherry blossoms, and white cups, whose wine 
Was the bright dew yet drained not by the day ; 

And wild roses, and ivy serpentine, 
With its dark buds and leaves, wandering astray; 

And flowers azure, black, and streaked with gold. 

Fairer than any wakened eyes behold. 

And nearer to the river's trembling edge 
There grew broad flag-flowers, purple prankt with 

And starry river buds among the sedge, [white. 
And floating water-lilies, broad and bright. 

Which lit the oak that overhung the hedge 
With moonlight beams of their own watery light; 

And bulrushes, and reeds of such deep green 

As soothed the dazzled eye with sober sheen. 

Methought that of these visionary flowers 
I made a nosegay, bound in such a way 

That the same hues, which in their natural bowers 
Were mingled or opposed, the like array 

Kept these imprisoned children of the Hours 
within my hand, — and then, elate and gay, 

I hastened to the spot whence I had come. 

That I might there present it ! — Oh 1 to whom I 



THE TWO SPIRITS. 

AN ALLEGORY. 



FIRST SPIRIT. 

THOU, who plumed with strong desire 

Wouldst float above the earth, beware I 
A shadow tracks thy flight of firo— 

Nieht is comine I 
Bright are we regions of the air. 

And among tiie winds and beams 
It were delight to wander there — 
Night is coming I 

SECOND SPIRIT. 

The deathless stars are bright above : 
If I would cross the shade at night. 
Within my heart is the lamp of love. 

And that is day ! 
And the moon will smile with gentle light 

On my golden plumes where'er they move ; 
The meteors will linger round my flighty 
And make night day. 

FIRST SPIRIT. 

But if the whirlwinds of darkness waken 
Hail, and lightning, and stormy rain ; 
See the bounds of the air are shaken — 

Night is coming ! 
The red swift clouds of we hurricane 
Yon declining sun have overtaken. 
The clash of the hail sweeps over the plain- 
Night is coming ! 

SECOND SPIRIT. 



I see the light, and I hear the sound ; 

I'll sail on the flood of the tempest dark. 
With the calm within and the light around 

Which makes night day : 
And thou, when the gloom is deep and stark, 

Look from thy dull earth, slumber-bound. 
My moonlight flight thou then may'st mark 
On high, far away. 

Some say there is a precipice 

Where one vast pine is frozen to ruin 
O'er piles of snow and chasms of ice 

'Mid Alpine mountains ; 
And that the languid storm pursuing 

That winged shape, for ever fties 
Round those hoar branches, aye renewing 
Its aSry fountains. 

Some sav when nights are dry and clear. 

And the death-dews sleep on the morass. 
Sweet whispers are heard by the traveller. 

Which makes night day : 
And a silver shape like his early love doth pass 

Upborne by her wild and glittering hair. 
And when he awakes on the fragrant grass, 
He finds night day. 
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LETTER 

TO MARIA GISBORXB. 



Lbohorx , Julff 1, 1820. 

The spider spreads her webs, whether she be 

In poet's tower, celhur, or bam, or tree ; 

The silkworm in the dark-green mulberry leaves 

His winding-sheet and cradle ever weaves ! 

So I, a thing whom moralists call worm, 

Sit spinning still round this decaying form, 

From the fine threads of rare and subtle thought — 

No net of words in garish colours ^Tought, 

To catch the idle buzzers of the day — 

But a soft cell, where, when tliat fades away. 

Memory may clothe in wings my living name 

And feed it with the asphodels of fame. 

Which in those hearts which most remember me 

Grow, making love an immortality. 

Whoever should behold me now, I wist, 

Would think I were a mighty mechanist. 

Bent with sublime Archimedean art 

To breathe a soul into the iron heart 

Of some machine portentous, or strange gin. 

Which by the force of figured spells might win 

Its way over the sea, and sport therein ; 

For round the walls are hung dread engines, such 

As Vulcan never wrought for Jove to clutch 

Ixion or the Titan : — or the quick 

Wit of that man of God, St. Dominic, 

To convince Atheist, Turk, or Heretic ; 

Or those in philosophic councils met. 

Who thought to pay some interest for the debt 

They owed to Jesus ('hrist for their salvation, 

By giving a faint foretaste of damnation 

To Shakspeare, Sidney, Spenser, and the rest 

Who made our land an island of the blest, 

When lamp-like Spain, who now relumes her fire 

On Freedom's hearth, grew dim with Empire : — 

With thumb-screws, wheels, with tooth and spike 

and jag, 
With fishes found under the utmost crag 
Of Cornwall, and the storm-encompassed isles, 
Where to the sky the rude sea seldom smiles 
Unless in treacherous wi-ath, as on the mom 
When the exulting elements in scorn 
Satiated with desti-oyed destruction, lay 
Sleeping in beauty on their mangled prey, 
As panthers sleep : — and other strange and dread 
Magical forms the hrick-fl(M)r overspread — 
Proteus transformed to nietiil did not make 
More fii^iirc's, or nion* stran^jo ; nor did he take 
Such shapes of uniutrliigibh* bi-ass, 
Or heap himself in such a horrid mass 
Of tin and iron not to be understood, 
And ftn-ms of unimaginable wood, 
To puzzle Tubal Cain and all his l>rood : 
(ireat screws, and cones, and wheels, and grooved 

blocks, 
The elements of what will stand the shocks 
Of wave and wind and time. — Lipon the table 
More knacks and (juips there be than I am able 
To catiih)guise in this vei-se of mine : — 
A pretty 1r»wI of wornl — not full of wine. 
But quicksilver ; that dew which the gnomes drink 
When at their subterranean toil they swink. 



Pledging the demons of the earthquake, who 
Reply to them in lava-cry, halloo I 
And call out to the cities o'er their head, — 
Roofs, towns, and shrines, — the dying and the dead 
Crash through the chinks of earth— and then all 

quaff 
Another rouse, and hold their sides and lan^. 
This quicksilver no gnome has drunk — ^within 
The walnut-bowl it lies, veined and thin, 
In colour like the wake of light that stains 
The Tuscan deep, when from the moist moon rains 
The inmost shower of its white fire — the breease 
Is stUl — blue heaven smiles over the paie seas. 
And in this bowl of quicksilver — for I 
Yield to the impulse of an iniancy 
Outlasting manhood — I have made to float 
A rude ideaJism of a paper boat — 
A hollow screw with cogs — Henry will know 
The thing I mean, and laugh at me^if so 
He fears not I should do more mischief. — Next 
Lie bills and calculations much perplext. 
With steam-boats, frigates, and machinery quaint 
Traced over them in blue and yellow paint 
Then comes a range of mathematical 
Instruments, for plans nautical and statical, 
A heap of rosin, a green broken glass 
With ink in it ;— a china cup that was 
What it will never be again, I think, 
A thifig from which sweet Ups were wont to drink 
The liquor doctors rail at — and which I 
Will quaff in spite of them — and when we die 
We'll toss up who died first of drinking tea. 
And cry out,— heads or tails! where'er we be. 
Near that a dusty paint-box, some old boolu, 
A half burnt match, an ivory block, three hooka, 
Where conic sections, spherics, logarithms, 
To great Laplace, from Saunderson and Sims, 
Lie heaped in their harmonious disarray 
Of fignres,— disentangle them who may. 
Baron de Tott's Memoirs beside them lie. 
And some odd volumes of old chemistry. 
Near them a most inex]»licable tiling, 
With least in the middle — I'm conjecturing 
How to make Henry understand ; — but — no, 
I'll leave, as Sinniser says, with many mo. 
This secret in the pregnant womb of time. 
Too vast a matter for so weak a rh^me. 

And here like some weird Archimage sit I, 

Plotting dark spells, and devilish enginery'. 

The self impelling steam-wheels of the mind 

Which pump up oaths from clergymen, and grind 

The gentle spirit of our meek reWews 

Into a i>owdery foam of salt abuse. 

Ruffling the ocean of their self-content ; — 

1 sit — and smile or sigh as is my bent, 

But not for them — Libeecio rushes round 

With an inconstant and an idle sound, 

I heed him more than them — the thunder-smoke 

Is gathering on the mountains, like a cloak 

Folded athwart their shoulders bn>ad and hare ; 

The ripe corn under the undulating air 

Undulates Hke an ocean ; — and the vint»« 

Are trembling wide in all their trt*llisi'd lines ; — 

The murmur of the awakening sea doth fill 

The empty pauses of the blast ;— the hill 

Looks hoary through the white electric rain, 

And from the glens l)eyond, in sullen strain 

The interrupted thunder howls ; above 

One chasm of heaven smiles, like the eye of love 



On the unquiet world ; — while such things are, 
How could one worth your friendship heed the war 
Of worms ? The shriek of the world's carrion 

jays. 
Their censure, or their wonder, or their praise ! 

You are not here! The quaint witch Memory sees 

In vacant chairs your absent images, 

And points where once you sat, and now should be. 

But are not. — I demand if ever we 

Shall meet as then we met ; — and she replies, 

Veiling in awe her second-sighted eyes, 

** I know the past alone — but summon home 

My sister Hope, she speaks of all to come." 

But I, an old diviner, who know well 

Every false verse of that sweet oracle. 

Turned to the sad enchantress once again, 

And sought a respite from my gentle pain. 

In acting every passage o'er and o'er 

Of our communion. — How on the sea shore 

We watched the ocean and the sky together, 

Under the roof of blue Italian weather ; 

How I ran home through last year's thunder-storm. 

And felt the transverse lightning linger warm 

Upon my cheek : and how we often made 

Treats for each other, where good will outweighed 

The frugal luxury of our country cheer, 

As it well might, were it less fiinn and clear 

Than ours must ever be ;— and how we spun 

A shroud of talk to hide us f A)m the sim' 

Of this familiar life, which seems to be 

But is not, — or is but quaint mockery 

Of all we would beUeve ; or sadly blame 

The jarring and inexplicable frame 

Of this wrong world : — and then anatomize 

The purposes and thoughts of men whose eyes 

Were closed in distant years ; — or widely guess 

The issue of the earth's great business. 

When we shall be as we no longer are ; 

Like babbling gossips safe, who hear the war 

Of winds, and sigh, but tremble not ; or how 

You listened to some interrupted flow 

Of visioaary rhyme ; — in joy and pain 

Struck from the inmost fountains of my brain. 

With little skill perhaps ;— or how we sought 

Those deepest wells of passion or of thought 

Wrought by wise poets in the waste of yeai*8. 

Staining the sacred waters with our tears ; 

Quenching a thirst ever to be renewed ! 

Or how I, wisest lady ! then indued 

The language of a land which now is free, 

And w^inged with thoughts of truth and majesty, 

Flits round the tyrant's sceptre like a cloud, 

And bursts the peopled prisons, and cries aloud, 

" My name is Legion !" — that majestic tongue. 

Which Calderon over the desert nung 

Of ages and of nations ; and which found 

An echo in our hearts, and with the sound 

Startled oblivion ; — thou wert then to me 

As is a nurse — when inarticulately 

A child would talk as its grown parents do. 

If living winds the rapid clouds pursue, 

If hawks chase doves through the aerial way. 

Huntsmen the innocent deer, and beasts their prey, 

Why should not we rouse with the spirit's blast 

Out of the forest of the pathless past 

These recollected pleasures ! 

You are now 
In London, that great sea, whose ebb and flow 



At once is deaf and loud, and on the shore 

Vomits its wrecks, and still howls on for more. 

Yet in its depth what treasures ! You will see 

Your old friend Godwin, greater none than he ; 

Though fallen on evil times, yet will he stand. 

Among the spirits of our age and land. 

Before the dread tribunal of To-come 

The foremost, whilst rebuke stands pale and dumb. 

You will see Coleridge ; he who sits obscure 

In the exceeding lustre and the pure 

Intense irradiation of a mind. 

Which, with its own internal lustre blind. 

Flags wearily through darkness and despair — 

A cloud-encircled meteor of the air, 

A hooded eagle among blinking owls. 

You will see Hunt ; one of those happy souls 

Which are the salt of the earth, and without whom 

This world would smell like what it is — a tomb ; 

Who is, what others seem : — his room no doubt 

Is still adorned by many a cast from Shout, 

With graceful flowers, tastefully placed about ; 

And coronals of bay from ribbons hung, 

And brighter wreaths in neat disorder flung, 

The gifts of the most learned among some dozens 

Of female friends, sisters-in-law and cousins. 

And there is he with his eternal puns. 

Which beat the dullest brain for smiles, like duns 

Thundering for money at a poet's door ; 

Alas ! it is no use to say, '* I'm poor !" 

Or oft in graver mood, when he will look 

Things wiser than were ever said in book. 

Except in Shakspeare's wisest tenderness. 

You will see H — , and I cannot express 

His virtues, though I know that they are great. 

Because he locks, then barricades, the gate 

Within which tliey inliabit ; — of his wit. 

And wisdom, you'll cry out when you are bit. 

He is a pearl within an oyster-shell, 

One of the richest of the deep. And there 

Is English P — witli his mountain Fair 

Turned into k Flamingo, — that shy bird 

That gleams i'the Indian air. Have you not heard 

When a man marries, dies, or turns Hindoo, 

His best friends hear no more of him I but you 

Will see him, and will like him too, I hope. 

With the milk-white Snowdonian Antelope 

Matched with his camelopard his flue wit 

Makes such a wound, the knife is lost in it ; 

A strain too learned for a shallow age. 

Too wise for selflsh bigots ; — ^let his page, 

Which charms the chosen spirits of the age. 

Fold itself up for a serener clime 

Of years to come, and And its recompense 

Tn that just expectation. Wit and sense, 

Virtue and human knowledge, all that might 

Make this dull world a business of delight. 

Are all combined in Horace Smith.— And these. 

With some exceptions, which I need not teaze 

Your patience by descanting on, are all 

You and I know in London. 

I recall 
My thoughts, and bid you look upon the night : 
As water does a sponge, so tlie moonlight 
Fills the void, hollow, universal air. 
What see you I — Unpavilioned heaven is fair. 
Whether the moon, into her chaml)er gone. 
Leaves midnight to the golden stars, or wan 
Climbs with diminished beams the azure steep ; 
Or whether clouds sail o'er the inverse deep. 



XIV. 



The deep recesses of her odorous dwelling 

Were stored with magic treasures — sounds of air, 

Which had the power all spirits of compelling. 
Folded in cells of crystal silence there ; 

Such as we hear in youth, and think the feeling 
Will never die — yet ere we are aware, 

The feeling and the sound are fled and gone. 

And the regret they leave remains alone. 



XV. 



And there lay visions swift, and sweet, and quaint. 
Each in its thin sheath like a chrysalis ; 

Some eager to burst forth, some weak and faint 
With the soft burthen of intensest bliss : 

It is its work to bear to many a saint 
Whose heart ador^ the shrine which holiest is, 

Even Love's — and others white, green, grey, and 

And of all shapes — and each was at her beck, [black, 



XVI. 



And odours in a kind of aviary 

Of ever-blooming Eden-trees she kept, 

Clipt in a floating net, a love-sick Fairy 

Had woven from dew-beams while the moon yet 

As bats at the wired window of a dairy, [slept ; 
They beat their vans ; and each was an adept. 

When loosed and missioned, making wings of winds. 

To stir sweet thoughts or sad, in destined minds. 



XVII. 



And liquors clear and sweet, whose healthful might 
Could medicine the sick soul to happy sleep. 

And change eternal death into a night 

Of glorious dreams — or if eyes needs must weep 

Could make their tears all wonder and delight. 
She in her crystal vials did closely keep : 

If men could drink of those clear vials, *tis said 

The living were not envied of the dead. 



xvni. 



Her cave was stored with scrolls of strange device. 
The works of some Saturnian Archimage, 

Which taught the expiations at whose price 
Men from the Gods might win that happy age 

Too lightly lost, redeeming native vice ; [rage 
And which might quench the earth-consuming 

Of gold and blood — till men should live and move 

Harmonious as the sacred stars above. 



XIX. 



XX. 




And wondrous works of substances unkno^i-n. 

To which the enchantment of her father's power 
Had changed those ragged blocks of ^vage stone. 

Were heaped in the recesses of her bower ; 
Carved lamps and chalices, and phials which shone 
In their otvti golden beara.s — each like a flower, 
pf whose depth a flre-fly shakes his light 
a cypress in a starless night. 



XXI. 



At first she lived alone in this wild home. 
And her thoughts were each a minister. 

Clothing themselves or with the ocean-foam. 
Or with the wind, or with the speed of fire. 

To work whatever purposes might come 

Into her mind : such power her mighty Sire 

Had girt them with, whether to fly or run. 

Through all the regions which he shines upon. 



XXII. 



The Ocean-nymphs and Hamadryades, 
Oreads and Naiads with long weedy locks, 

Ofiered to do her bidding through the seas. 
Under the earth, and in the hollow rocks. 

And fai* beneath the matted roots of trees. 
And in the gnarled heart of stubborn oaks. 

So they might live for ever in the light 

Of her sweet presence — each a satellite. 



xxm. 



And how all things that seem untameable, 

Not to be checked and not to be conflned, j 

Obey the spells of wiwdom's wizard skill ; 

Time, Earth, and Fire — ^the Ocean and the Wind, 

And all their sliapes — and man's imperial will ; 
And other scrolls whose writings did unbind 

The inmost lore of Love — let the profane | 

Tremble to ask what secrets they contain. 



" This may not be," the wizard maid replied ; 

*^ The fountains where the Naiades bc^ew 
Their shining hair, at length are drained and dried ; 

The solid oaks forget their strength, and strew 
Their latest leaf upon the mountains wide ; 

The boundless ocean, like a drop of dew 
Will be consumed — the stubborn centre most 
Be scattered, like a cloud of sunmtier dust 

xxnr. 
'' And ye with them will perish one by one : 

If I must sigh to think that this shall be. 
If I must weep when the surviving Sun 

Shall smile on your decay — Oh, ask not me 
To love vou till your little race is run ; 

I cannot die as ye must — over me [ye dwell 
Your leaves shall glance — the streams in which 
Shall be my paths henceforth, and so farewell !" 

XXV, 

She spoke and wept : the dark and azure well 
Sparkled beneath the shower of her bright tears, 

And everj' little circlet where they fell. 
Flung to the cavem-roof inconstant spheres 

And intertangled lines of light : — a knell 
Of sobbing voices came upon her ears 

From those departing Forms, o'er the serene 

Of the white streams and of the forest green. 

XXVI. 

All day the wizard lady sat aloof, 

Spelling out scrolls of dread antiquity, 

Under the cavern's fountain-lighted roof ; 
Or broidering the pictured poesy 

Of some high tale upon her growing woof. 

Which thesweetsplendour of her smiles could dye 

In hues outshining heaven — and ever she 

Added some grace to the >*Tought poesy. 

XXVIl. 

While on her hearth lay blazing many a piece 
Of sandal-wood, rare gums, and cinnamon ; 

Men scarcely know how beautiful fire is. 
Each flame of it is as a precious stone 

Dissolved in ever-moving light, and this 
Belongs to each and all who gaze upon. 

The Witch beheld it not, for in her hand 

She held a woof that dimmed the burning brand. 



THE WITCU OF ATLAS. 



This lady never nlept, Imt lay in trHniv 
All niglil within Uip fuunCKin — an in Hieep. 

lu emerald cragK gloweJ In her besnty's glance ; 
Through the green BpleDdour of Ihf watvr der p 

She Baw the conBtellaliona reel and daiioc 
Like fire-ties-^nd wilhal (lid evpr keep 

The tenour other CDUtemplatU.ns calm, 

With open eyes, flo»ed feel, aiiJ folded pnlm. 

And when the'nhirl^'inilaandlheclaudiideHreiided 
From tilt white pinnaeies of [huE cold hill, 

£hc paeaed at dewfall to a 6paee extended. 
Where, in a lawn of Howering aBphodel 

Amid a wood uf puiea and cedars llended. 
There jnwned an inexting'uuihable well 

Of criniBon fire, full oven to tlio brim, 

And overflowing all the morgla trim. 

Within the which »he lay when the fierce war 
Of wintry wtndn shook ihiit innociionB lic|uar 

In many a mimie mooti and beardel star, 

O'er woodaand lawns — theBerpendeardi'tflicker 

In tilcep, and dreaminf- still, he -crept 4ifar — 
And when the windless snow deseaudiij thicker 

Than autumn leaves, site watched it an It cauio 

Melt on the surface uf the levt'l llamo. 



She had a Boat which some nay Vulcan wro 
For Venua, B« liie ehancit of her star ; 

But it was found too feeble to be fniUKlit 
With aU the ardours in (hat sphcro which 

And so she sold it, and Apollo boui;lit 
And save it to this daughter - from a esr 

Chaneed to Ihe fairest and the lighteHt boat 

Whicb ever upon loorUl stream did Soat 



And others say, that, when but three hourx old. 
The first' born Lare out of bis irradle leapt. 

And cinve duu Cliaoa with his wings of gold, 
And like A tiarticullurul adept. 

Stole A stnuigHHeed, and wrapt it up in mould. 
And sowed it in hla mother's star, and kept 

Watering it all the summer with Bweet dew. 

And with hia win|{a fannuig it as it grew. 

The plant [;tow atrouE andgreen — the snowy flower 
Fell, anil the lung and gourd-like fruit hegan 

To turn the light and dow by inward poWer 
To its own nibnlance: Woven tracery ran 

Ot light firm texture, ribbed and brandling, o'er 
The solid rind, like a leaTs -veined Ion, 

tW which Love scooped tills boat, and with soft 

Piloted it round the uinruitiHuoua ocean, [mution 



Tliis boat she moored upon her fount, and lit 
A lituig spirit within all its frame, 

Breathing the wialofewiftneas into it. 

Couched on tlio fountain like a panther tame. 

One of Ihe twun at £van'H feet timl sit ; 
Or as on Veala's aceptro a swift Hamo, 

Or on blind Homer's heart a winged thought, — 

In joyaUB cupectntion Liy the boat. 



Then by Htran^e art ehe kneaded fire and sni 
ToEelher, teniporine Ihe repugnant inaes 

Willi liquid lovp — all things together grow 
Through which the haniiony of kive can p 

And a fair Shape out of her hands did Sow 
A hving Imoge, which dldfarBurpaea 

In beaniy that briglit sliapeof vltaJ stone 

Which drew the heart out of Pygmalion. 



A sexless Ibing it wb6, alid In its growth 
It seemed tu have developed no defect 

Of either sex, yet all the grace of both, — 

III geDtleneHtandstrenetli its limhswvre decked; 

Tile busom lightly HwelW with its full youth. 
The countenance wns Bu«h as might select 

Some artiBt thjit liu skill should never die. 

Imaging forth such perfect purity. 



From its amooth shonldera hang two rapid wings. 
Fit to liavo borne it to the seventh sphere, 

Tipt with the speed uf linuid lighlenings, 
Dyeilinlheardoum of the almospliere : 

She ledhercreatuio to the boiling nprings 

Wheretfae tight boat was moored, and aaid — "Sit 

And pointed to tile prow, and took her seat [here 1" 

Beside the rudder with oppoiuug feet. 



And down the Btnatnu which dove those mountains 
Around their inland ielctx, and amid [vast 

The panther-peopled forests, whose shade cast 
Darkneaa and odours, and a pleasure hid 

In melancholy gloom, the piimaci? passed ; 
By many a star-surrounded pyramid 

Of icy crag cleaving the purple sky. 

And caverns yawning round unfatbomably. 



The silver noon into Uml winding dell, 

Willi slanted gleam athwart the forest tops. 

Tempered tike golden evening, feebly fell ; 

A green and glowing light, like that which drops 

from folded lilies in which glow-womis dwell. 
When earthcver her iBcenighlB mantle wraps; 

Between the severed mounluins lay on high 

Over the stream, a narrow rift of sky. 

And ever as she went, the Image lay 

With folded wings and unawakeued eyesj 

And o'er its gentle eounteuance did play 
The busy dreams, as thick ua summer flies, 

Cliaaing the rapid smiles that would not stay. 
And drinking the warm tearSjUnd the sweet sigha 

Inlialhig, which, with hiisy murmur vain. 

They hod aroused fron that full heart and brain. 



And ever down TbO proiiA Titl^, like a cloud 
Upon a stream of wind, tlie jiinnace went : 

Now lingering on the pools, in which abode 
Tlie calm and darkness of the deep content 

■in which tliey paused ; now o'er the aliallow road 
Of -white and dancing waters, all besprent 

With sand and polished pebbles ; — morlal boat 

1 n such a shallow rapid could not Boat. ^^ 
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XUI. 

And down the earthquaking cataracts which shiver 
Their snow-like waters into golden air^ 

Or under chasms unfathomable ever 
Sepulchre them, tUl in their rage they tear 

A subterranean portal for the river. 
It fled — ^the circling sunbows did upbear 

Its fall down the hoar precipice of spray. 

Lighting it far upon its lampless way. 

xun. 
And when the wizard lady would ascend 

The labyrinths of some many-winding vale. 
Which to the inmost mountain upward tend — 

She called '' Hermaphroditus ! ' and the pale 
And heavy hue which slumber could extend 

Over its lips and eyes, as on the gale 
A rapid shadow &om a slope of grass. 
Into the darkness of the stream did paas. 

ZLIV. 

And it unfurled its heaven-coloured pinions, 

With stars of fire spotting the stream below ; 
. And from above into the Sun's dominions 
Flinging a glory, like the golden glow 

In which spring clothes ner emerald-winged 
All interwoven with fine feathery snow [minions, 

And moonlight splendour of intensest rime. 

With which frost paints the pines in winter time. 

XLV. 

And then it winnowed the Elysian air 
Which ever hung about that lady bright. 

With its ethereal vans — and speedmg there, 
Like a star up the torrent of the night, 

Or a swift eagle in the morning glare 

Breasting the whirlwind with impetuous flight ; 

The pinnace, oared by those enchanted wings. 

Clove the fierce streams towards their upper springs. 

XL VI. 

The water flashed like sunlight by the prow 
Of a noon- wandering meteor flung to Heaven ; 

The still air seemed as if its waves did flow 
In tempest down the mountains, — loosely driven 

The lady's radiant hair streamed to and fro ; 
Beneath, the billows having vainly striven 

Indignant and impetuous, roared to feel 

The swift and steady motion of the keel. 

XLVTT. 

Or, when the weary moon was in the wane, 

Or in the noon of intcrlunar night, 
The lady-witch in visions could not chain 

Her spirit ; but sailed forth under the light 
Of shooting stars, and bade extend amain 

Hisstorm-outspceding wings, th' Hermaphrodite; 
She to the Austral waters took her way. 
Beyond the fabulous Tliamondocona. 

XLVill. 

Where, like a meadow which no scythe has shaven, 
Which rain could never bend,or whirl-blast shake, 

With the Antarctic constellations paven, 
Canopus and his ci*cw, lay th' Austral lake — 

There she would build herself a windless haven 
Out of the clouds whose moving turrets make 

The bastions of the storm, when through the sky 
spirits of the tempest thundered by. 



xux. 



A haven, beneath whose translucent floor 
The tremulous stars sparkled unfathomably. 

And around which the solid vapours hoar. 
Based on the level waters, to the sky 

Lifted their dreadful crags ; and like a shore 
Of wintry mountains, inaccessibly 

Hemmed in with rifts and precipices grey. 

And hanging crags, many a cove and bay. 



And whilst the outer lake beneath the laah 

Of the winds' scourge, foamed like a wounded 

And the incessant hail with stony clash [thing; 
Ploughed up the waters, and ihe flagging wing 

Of the roused cormorant in the lightning fuish 
Looked like the wreck of some wind-wandeMg 

Fragment of inky thunder-smoke — this haven 

Was as a gem to copy Heaven engraven. 

LI. 

On which that lady plaved her many pranksy 
Circling the image ox a shooting star. 

Even as a tiger on Hydaspes' banks 
Outspeeds the Antelopes which speediest are. 

In her light boat ; and many quips and cranks 
She played upon the water ; till the car 

Of the late moon, like a sick matron wan. 

To journey from the misty east b^;an. 

Ln. 
And then she called out of the hollow turrets 

Of those high clouds, white, golden, and Termiliony 
The armies of her ministering spirits — 

In mighty legions million after million 
They came, each troop emblazoning its merits 

On meteor flags ; and many a proud pavilion. 
Of the intertexture of the atmosphere, 
They pitched upon the plain of the cahn mere. 

UII. 

They framed the imperial tent of their great Queen 

Of woven exhalations, underlaid 
With lambent lightning-fire, as may be seen 

A dome of thin and open ivory inlaid 
With crimson silk — cressets from the serene 

Hung there, and on the water for ker tread, 
A tapestry of fleece-like mist was strewn. 
Dyed in the beams of the ascending moon. 

uv. 
And on a throne o'erlaid with starlight, canght 

Upon those wandering isles of aery dew, 
Which highest shoals of mountain shipwreck not. 

She sate, and heard all tliat had happened new 
Between the earth and moon since they had brought 

The last intelligence — and now she grew 
Pale as that moon, lost in the watery night — 
And now she wept, and now she laughed outright. 

LV. 

These were tame pleasures. — She would often climb 
The steepest ladder of the crudded rack 

Up to some beaked cape of cloud sublime. 
And like Arion on the dolphin's back 

Ride singing through the shoreless air. Oft time 
Following the serpent lightning*s winding track. 

She ran upon the platforms of the wind. 

And laughed to hear the fire-balls roar behind. 
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LVI. 



And sometimes to those streams of upper air, 
Which whirl the earth in its diurnal round, 

She would ascend, and win the spirits there 
To let her join their chorus. Mortals found 

That on those days the sky was calm and fair, 
And mystic snatches of harmonious sound 

Wandered upon the earth where'er she passed, 

And happy -Noughts of hope, too sweet to last 

Lvn. 
But her choice sport was, in the hours of sleep, 

To glide adown old Nilus, when he threads 
Egypt and ^Ethiopia, from the steep 

Of utmost Axum6, until he spreads, 
Like a calm flock of silver-fleeced sheep, 

His waters on the plain : and crested heads 
Of cities and proud temples gleam amid. 
And many a vapour-belted pyramid. 

Lvin. 
By Moeris and the Mareotid lakes, [floors ; 

Strewn with faint blooms like bridal chamber 
Where naked boys bridling tame water-snakes. 

Or charioteering ghastly alligators. 
Had left on the sweet waters mighty wakes 

Of those huge forms : — within the brazen doors 
Of the great Labyrinth slept both boy and beast^ 
Tired with the pomp of their Osirian feast 

LIZ. 

And where within the surface of the river 
The shadows of the massy temples lie, 

And never are erased — but tremble ever 

Like things which every cloud can doom to die. 

Through lotus-pav'n canals, and wheresoever 
The works of man pierced that serenest sky 

With tombs, and towers, and fane, 'twas her delight 

To wander in the shadow of the night 

LX. 

With motion like the spirit of that wind 

Whose soft step deepens slumber, her light feet 

Past through the peopled haunts of human kind. 
Scattering sweet visions from her presence sweet. 

Through fane and palace-court and labyrinth mined 
With many a dark and subterranean street 

Under the Nile ; through chambers high and deep 

She past, observing mortals in their sleep. 

LXI. 

A pleasure sweet doubtless it was to see 
Mortals subdued in all the shapes of sleep. 

Here lay two sister-twins in infancy ; 

There a lone youth who in his dreams did weep ; 

Within, two lovers linked innocently 

In their loose locks which over both did creep 

Like ivy from one stem ; — and there lay calm. 

Old age with snow-bright hair and folded palm. 

LXII. 

But other troubled forms of sleep she saw. 

Not to be mirrored in a holy song. 
Distortions foul of supernatural awe. 

And pale imaginings of visioned wrong, 
And all the code of custom's lawless law 

Written upon the brows of old and young : 
" This," said the wizard maiden, <* is the strife 
Which stirs the liquid surfiEU» of man's Ufe." 



Lxm. 



And little did the sight disturb her soul — 
We, the wedc mariners of that wide lake. 

Where'er its shores extend or billows roll. 
Our course unpiloted and starless make 

O'er its wide surface to an unknown goal, — 
But she in the calm depths her way could take. 

Where in bright bowers inunortal forms abide. 

Beneath the weltering of the restless tide. 



I 



UCIV. 



And she saw princes couched under the glow 
Of sunlike gems ; and round each temple-court 

In dormitories ranged, row after row, 
She saw the priests asleep, — all of one sort, 

For all were educated to be so. 
The peasants in their huts, and in the port 

The sailors she saw cradled on the waves, 

And the dead lulled within their dreamless graves. 



LXV. 



And all the forms in which those spirits lay. 
Were to her sight like the diaphanous 

Veils, in which those sweet ladies oft array 

Their delicate limbs, who would conceal from us 

Only their scorn of all concealment : they 
Move in the light of their own beauty thus. 

But these and all now lay with sleep upon them. 

And little thought a Witchwas looking on them. 



LXVI. 



She all those human figures breathing there 
Beheld as living spirits — to her eyes 

The naked beauty of the soul lay bare. 

And often through a rude and worn disguise 

She saw the inner form most bright and fair — 
And then, — she had a charm of strange device, 

Which, murmured on mute lips with tender tone. 

Could make that spirit mingle with her own. 



LXVII. 



Alas, Aurora ! what wouldst thou have given 
For such a charm, when Tithon became grey ! 

Or how much, Venus, of thy silver heaven 
Wouldst thou have yielded, ere Proserpina 

Had half (oh ! why not all 1) the debt forgiven 
Which dear Adonis had been doomed to pay> 

To any witch who would have taught you it! 

The Heliad doth not know its value yet 



LXVIII. 



Tis said in after times her spirit free 
Knew what love was, and felt itself alone — 

But holy Dian could not chaster be 
Before she stooped to kiss Endymion, 

Than now this lady — like a sexless bee 
Tastintr all blossoms, and confined to none — 

Among those mortal forms, the wizard-maiden 

Passed with an eye serene and heart unladen. 



LXIX. 



To those she saw most beautiful, she gave 

Strange panacea in a crj'stal bowl. 
They drank in their deep sleep of that sweet wave, 

And lived thenceforth as if some control. 
Mightier than life, were in them ; and the grave 

Of such, when death oppressed the weary soul. 
Was a green and over-arching bower 
Lit by liie gems of many a starry flower. 




X.ZX. 



For on the night that they were haried, she 
Restored the embalmers* ruining, and shook 

The light out of the funeral lamps, to be 
A mimic day within that deathy nook ; 

And she unwound the woven imagery 
Of second childhood's swaddling bands, and took 

The coffin, its last cradle, from its niche. 

And threw it with contempt into a ditch. 



LXXI. 



And there the body lay, age after age, 
Mute, breathing, beating, warm, and undecaying, 

Like one asleep in a green hermitage. 

With gentle sleep about its eyelids playing. 

And livine in its dreams beyond the rage 

Of death or life ; while they were stiH arraying 

In liveries ever new the rapid, blind, 

And fleeting generations of mankind. 



Lzxn. 



And she would write strange dreams upon the brain 
Of those who were less beautiful, and make 

All harsh and crooked purposes more vain 
Than in the desert is the serpent's wake 

Which the sand covers, — all his evil gain 
The miser in such dreams would rise and shake 

Into a beggar's lap ; — ^the lying scribe 

Would his own lies betray wi£out a bribe. 



Lxxrn. 



The priests would write an explanation full, 
Translating hierogl^'phics into Greek, 

How the god Apis really was a bull. 

And nothing more ; and bid the herald stick 

The same against the temple doors, and pull 
The old cant do^^n ; they licensed all to speak 

Whate'er they thought of hawks, and cats, and geese, 

By pastoral letters to each diocese. 



Lxxir. 



The king would dress an ape up in his cro>*Ti 
And robes, and seat him on his glorious seat. 

And on the right hand of the sunlike throne 
Would place a gaudy mock-bird to repeat 

The chatterings of the monkey. — Every one 
Of the prone courtiers crawled to kiss the feet 

Of their great Emperor when the morning came; 

And kissed — alas, how many kiss the same ! 



LXXV. 



The soldiers dreamed that they were blacksmiths. 
Walked out of quarters in somnambulism, [and 

Round the red anvils you might see them stand 
Like Cyclopses in Vulcan's sooty abysm. 

Beating their swords to ploughshares ;— in a band 
The gaolers sent those of the liberal schism 

Free through the streets of Memphis ; much, I wis. 

To the annoyance of king Amasis. 



LXXVT. 



And timid lovers who had been so coy. 

They hardly knew whether they loved or not. 

Would rise out of their rest, and take sweet joy, 
To the fulfilment of their inmost thought ; 

And when next day the maiden and the boy 
Met one another, both, like sinners caught. 

Blushed at the thing which each believed was 

Only in fancy — till the tenth moon shone ; [done 



Lxxvn. 
And then the Witch would let them take no ill : 

Of manv thousand schemes which lovers find 
The Witch found one, — and so they took their fill 

Of happiness in mairiage warm and kind. 
Friends who, by practice of some envioos skilly 

Were torn apart, a wide wound, mind fix>m 
She did unite i^ain with visions clear [mind;! 
Of deep afiection and of truth sincere. 

Lxxvur. 
These were the pranks she pUyed among the cities 

Of mortal men, and what she did to sprites 
And Gods, entangling them in her sweet ditties. 

To do her will, and show their subtle slights, 
I will declare another time ; for it is 

A tale more fit for the weird winter nights — 
Than for these garish summer days, when we 
Scarcely believe much more than we can see. 



ODE TO NAPLES*. 



EPODE I. a. 
I STOOD within the city disinterred f ; 
And heard the autumnal leaves like light foot- 
falls 
Of spirits passing through the streets ; and heard 
The Mountain's slumberous voice at intervals 
Thrill through those roofless halls ; 
The oracular thunder penetrating shook 

The listening soul in my suspended blood ; 
I felt that Earth out of her deep heart spoke— 
I felt, but heard not : — through white columns 
The isle-sustaining Ocean flood, [glowed 

A plane of light between two heavens of azure : 
Around me gleamed many a bright sepulchx^ 
Of whose pure beauty, Time, as if his pleasure 
Were to spare Death, had never made erasure; 
But every living lineament was clear 
As in the sculptxir's thought ; and there 
The wreaths of stony myrtle, ivy and pine. 

Like winter leaves o'ergrown by moulded snow. 
Seemed only not to move and grow 
Because the crystal silence of the air 

Weighed on their life ; even as the Power divine. 
Which then lulled all things, brooded upon mine. 

EPODE II. a. 

Then gentle winds arose. 
With many a mingled close 
Of wild iEolian sound and mountain odour keen ; 
And where the Baian ocean 
Welters with air-like motion. 
Within, above, around its bowers of starry green. 
Moving the sea-flowers in those purple caves. 
Even as the ever stormless atmosphere 
Floats o'er the Elysian realm, 
It bore me like an Angel, o'er the waves 
Of sunlight, whose swift pinnace of dewy air 

* The Author has connected many recoUectiont of hit 
visit to Pompeii and Baiv with the enthusiasm excited by 
the intelligence of the pntclamation of a Constitutional 
Government at Naples. This has given a tinge of pic- 
tureftquo and descriptive imagery to the introductory 
Kpodes, which depicture the scenes and some of the 
majestic feelings permanently connected with the 
of this animating event. — Author's Note. 
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No storm can overwhelm ; 

I sailed where ever flows 

Under the calm Serene 

A spirit of deep emotion, 

From the unknown graves 

Of the dead kings of Melody*. 
Shadowy Aomos darkened o'er the helm 
The horizontal sether ; heaven stript bare 
Its depths over Elysium, where the prow 
Made the invisible water white as snow ; 
From that Typhsean mount, Inarime, 
There streamed a sunlike vapour, like the standard 

Of some ethereal host ; 

Whilst from all the coast, 
Louder and louder, gathering round, there wandered 
Over the oracular woods and divine sea 
Prophesyings which grew articulate — 
They seize me — I must speak them; — be^they fate ! 

STBOPHE a. 1. 
Naples ! thou Heart of men, which ever pantest 

Naked, beneath the lidless eye of heaven ! 
ElvHian City, which to calm enchantest 
The mutinous air and sea ! they round thee, even 
As sleep round Love, are driven ! 
Metropolis of a ruined Paradise 

Long lost, late won, and yet but half regained ! 
Bric^ht Altar of the bloodless sacrifice. 
Which armed Victory offers up unstained 
To Love, the flower-enchained ! 
Thou which wert once, and then didst cease to be. 
Now art, and henceforth ever slialt be, free. 
If Hope, and Truth, and Justice can avaU. 
Hail, hail, all hail ! 

STROPHE p. 2. 
Thou youngest giant birth. 
Which from the groaning earth 
Leap'st, clothed in armour of impenetrable scale 1 
Last of the Intercessors 
Who 'gainst the Crowned Transgressors 
Pleadest before God's love ! Arrayed in Wisdom's 
mail. 
Wave thy lightning lance in mirth ; 
Nor let thy high heart fail. 
Though from their hundred gates the leagued 
Oppressors, 
With hurried legions move ! 
Hail, hail, all hail ! 

ANTISTROPHE a. 

What though Cimmerian Anarchs dare blaspheme 

Freedom and thee ! thy shield is as a mirror 
To make their blind slaves see, and with fierce 
gleam 

To turn his hungry sword upon the wearer ; 
A new Action's error 
Shall theirs have been^-devoured by their own 

Be thou like the imperial Basilisk, [hounds ! 
Killing thy foe with unapparent wounds ! 

Gaze on oppression, till at that dread risk 

Aghast she pass from the Elarth's disk : 
Fear not, but gaze — for freemen mightier grow. 
And slaves more feeble, gazing on their foe. 

If Hope, and Truth, and Justice may avail^ 

Thou shalt be great.— All hail ! 

ANTISTROPHE $. 2. 

From Freedom's form divine. 
From Nature's inmost shrine. 



* Homer and VirgU. 



Strip eve^ impious gawd, rend Error veil by veil : 

O'er Ruin desolate. 

O'er Falsehood's fallen state, 
Sit thou sublime, unawed ; be the Destroyer pale I 

And equal Uws be thine. 

And winged words let sail. 
Freighted with truth even from the throne of God : 

That wealth, surviving fate. 

Be thine.— All haU I 

ANTISTROPHE a. y. 

Didst thou not start to hear Spain's thrilling paean 

From land to land re-echoed solemnly, 
Till silence became music ! From the iEeean * 
To the cold Alps, eternal Italy 
Starts to hear thine ! The Sea 
Which paves the desert streets of Venice, laughs 

In light and music ; widowed Genoa wan. 
By moonlight spells ancestral epitaphs, 
Murmuring, where is Doria ! fair Milan, 
Within whose veins long ran 
The viper's f palsying venom, lifts her heel 
To bruise his head. The signal and the seal 
(If Hope, and Truth, and Justice can avail) 
Art Thou of all these hopes.— hail ! 

ANTISROPHE $. y, 

Florence ! beneath the sun. 

Of cities fairest one. 
Blushes within her bower for Freedom's expecta- 

From eyes of quenchless hope [tion : 

Rome tears the priestly cope. 
As ruling once by power, so now by admiration. 

An athlete stript to run 

From a remoter station 
For the high prize lost on Philippi's shore : — 
As then Hope, Truth, and Justice did avail. 
So now may Fraud and Wrong ! hail ! 

EPODE I. fi. 

Hear ye the march as of the Earth-bom Forms 

Arrayed against the ever-livuig Gods ! 
The crash and darkness of a thousand storms 
Bursting their inaccessible abodes 

Of crags and thunder clouds I 
See ye the banners blazoned to the day. 

Inwrought with emblems of barbaric pride I 
Dissonant threats kill Silence far away. 
The Serene Heaven which wraps our Eden wide 
With iron light is dyed. 
The Anarchs of the North lead forth their legions 

Like Chaos o'er creation, uncreating ; 
An hundred tribes nourished ou strange religions 
And lawless slaverieB,— down the aerial regions 
Of the white Alps, desolating. 
Famished wolves that bide no waiting. 
Blotting the glowing footsteps of old glory, 
Tramphng our columned cities into dust. 

Their dull and savage lust 
On Beauty's corse to sickness satiating — [hoary 
They come ! The fields they tread look black and 
With fire—from their red feet the streams run 
gory! 

EPODE II. fi. 

Great Spirit, deepest Love ! 
Which rulest and dost move 

« MKAt the Island of Circe. 
t The viper was the armorial device of the Yiseoati, 
tyrants of Milan. 
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All things which live and are, within the Italian 
Who spreadest heaven around it, [shore ; 
Whose woods, rocks, waves, surround it; 
Who sittest in thy star, o'er Ocean's western floor. 
Spirit of beauty ! at whose soft command 
The sunbeams and the showers distil its foison ! 
From the Earth's bosom chill ; 
O bid those beams be each a blinding brand 
Of lightning ! bid those showers be dews of poison ! 
Bid the Earth's plenty kill ! 
Bid thy bright Heaven above 
Whilst light and darkness bound it, 
Be their tomb, who planned 
To make it ours and thine ! 
Or, with thine harmonizing ardours fill 
And raise thy sons, as o'er the prone horizon 
Thy lamp feeds every twilight wave with fire — 
Be man's high hope and unextinct desire 
The instrument to work thy will divine ! 
Then clouds from sunbeams, antelopes from leo- 
And frowns and fears from Thee, [pards. 
Would not more swiftly flee. 
Than Celtic wolves from the Ausonian shepherds. — 
Whatever, Spirit, from thy starry shrine 
Thou yieldest or withholdest. Oh let be 
This City of thy worship, ever free ! 



AUTUMN 

A DIRGE. 



The warm sun is failing, the bleak wind is wailuig. 

The bare boughs are sighing, the pale flowers are 

And the year [^y'"g> 

On the earth her death -bed, in a shroud of leaves 

Is lying. [dead. 

Come, months, come away, 

From November to May, 

In your saddest array ; 

Follow the bier 

Of the dead cold year. 
And like dim shadows watch by her sepulchre. 

The chill rain is falling, the nipt worm is crawling. 
The rivers are swelling, the thunder is knelling 

For the year ; 
The blithe swallows are flown, and the Uzards each 
gone 
To his dwelling ; 
Come, months, come away ; 
Put on white, black, and grey. 
Let your light sisters play — 
Ye, follow the bier 
Of the dead cold year, 
And make her grave green with tear on tear. 



THE WANING MOON. 



And like a dying lady, lean and pale. 
Who totters forth, wrapt in a gauzy veil, 
Out of her eliambor, led by the insane 
And feeble wanderings of her fading brain. 
The moon arose up in the murky earth, 
A white and shapeless mass. 



DEATH. 



Death is here, and death is there. 
Death is busy everywhere. 
All around, within, beneath, 
Above is death — and we are death. 

Death has set his mark and seal 
On all we are and all we feel. 
On all we know and all we fear. 



First our pleasures die — and then 
Our hopes, and then our fears — and when 
These are dead, the debt is due. 
Dust claims dust — and we die too. 

All things that we love and cherish. 
Like ourselves, must fade and perish ; 
Such is our rude mortal lot — 
Love itself would, did they not. 



LIBERTY. 



The fiery mountains answer each other ; 
Tlieir thunderings are echoed from zone to zone ; 
The tempestuous oceans awake one another. 
And the ice-rocks are shaken round winter's 
zone, 
When the clarion of the Typhoon is blown. 

From a single cloud the lightning flashes. 
Whilst a thousand isles are illumined around. 
Earthquake is trampling one city to ashes. 
An hundred are shuddering and tottering ; the 
sound 
Is bellowing underground. 

But keener thy gaze than the lightning's glare, i 
And swifter thy step than the earthquake's tramp ; i 
Thou deafenest the rage of the ocean ; thy stare 
Makes blind ihe volcanoes ; the sun's bright lamp i 
To thine is a fen-fire damp. 

From billow and mountain and exhalation 
The sunlight is darted through vapour and blast ; 
From spirit to spirit, from nation to nation. 
From city to hamlet, thy dawning is cast, — 
And tyrants and slaves are like shadows of night 
In the van of the morning light. 



TO THE MOON. 



Art thou pale for weariness 
Of climbing heaven, and gazing on the earth, 

Wandering companionless 
Among the stars that have a different birtli, — 
And ever-changing, like a joyless eye 
That finds no object worth its constancy ? 



MISCELLANEOUS. 
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SUMMER AND WINTER. 



It was a bright and cheerful afternoon, 
Towards the end of the sunny month of June, 
When the north wind congregates in crowds 
The floating mountains of the silver clouds 
From the horizon — and the stainless sky 
Opens beyond them like eternity. 
AH things rejoiced beneath the sun, the weeds. 
The river, and the corn-fields, and the reeds ; 
The willow leaves that glanced in the light breeze, 
And the firm foliage of the larger trees. 

It was a winter such as when birds die 
In the deep forests ; and the fishes lie 
Stiffened in the translucent ice, which makes 
Even the mud and slime of the warm Ukes 
A wrinkled clod, as hard as brick ; and when. 
Among their children, comfortable men 
Gather about great fires, and yet feel cold : 
Alas ! then for the homeless beggar old ! 



THE TOWER OF FAMINE •. 



Amid the desolation of a city. 

Which was the cradle, and is now the grave. 

Of an extinguished people ; so that pitv 

Weeps o'er the shipwrecks of oblivion s wave. 

There stands the Tower of Famine. It is built 

Upon some prison- homes, whose dwellers rave 

For bread, and gold, and blood : pain, linked to 

Agitates the light flame of their hours, [guilt. 

Until its vkal oil is spent or spilt : 

There stands the pile, a tower amid the towers 

And sacred domes ; each mariiile-ribbed roof. 

The brazen-gated temples, and the bowers 

Of solitary wealth ! the tempest-proof 

Pavilions of the dark Italian air 

Are by its presence dimmed — they stand aloof. 

And are withdrawn — so that the world is bare. 

As if a spectre, wrapt in shapeless terror, 

Amid a company of ladies fair 

Should glide ana glow, till it became a mirror 

Of all their beauty, and their hair and hue. 

The life of their sweet eyes, with all its error. 

Should be absorbed, tUl they to marble grew. 



AN ALLEGORY. 



A PORTAL as of shadowy adamant 

Stands yawning on the highway of the life 
Which we all treid, a cavern huge and gaunt ; 

Around it rages an unceasing strife 
Of shadows, like the restless clouds that haunt 
The gap of some cleft mountain, lifted high 
Into the whirlwinds of the upper sky. 



* At Fiaa there still exists tlie prison of Ugolino, which 
goes by the name of "La Torre della Fame : " in the 
adjoining building the galley-slaves are confined. It is 
situated near the Pontc al Mare on the Ama 



And many passed it by with careless tread. 
Not knowing that a shadowy [ ] 

Tracks every traveller even to where the dead 
Wait peacefully for their companion new ; 

But others, by more curious humour led, 
Pause to examine, — these are very few. 

And they learn little there, except to know 

That shadows follow them where'er they go. 



THE WORLD'S WANDERERS. 



Tell me, thou star, whose wings of light 
Speed thee in thy fiery flight. 
In what cavern of the night 

Will thy pinions close now I 

Tell me, moon, thou pale and grey 
Pilgrim of heaven's homeless way. 
In what depth of night or day 
Seekest thou repose now ! 

Weary wind, who wanderest 
Like the world's* rejected guest, 
Hast thou still some secret nest 
On the tree or billow t 



SONNET. 



Ye hasten to the dead ! What seek ye there, 

Ye restless thoughts and busy purposes 

Of the idle brain, which the world's livery wear ! 

O thou quick Heart, which pantest to possess 

All that anticipation feigneth fair ! 

Thou vainly curious mind which wouldest guess 

Whence thou didst come,and whither thou mayestgo, 

And that which never yet was known wouldst 

know — 
Oh, whither hasten ye, that thus ye press 
With such swift feet life's green and pleasant path, 
Seeking alike from happiness and woe 
A refuge in the cavern of grey death ! 
O heart, and mind, and thoughts I What thing 

do you 
Hope to inherit in the grave below ! 



LINES TO A REVIEWER. 



Alas ! good friend, what profit can you see 
In hating such a hatelcss thing as nw ! 
There is no sport in hate where all the rage 
Is on one side. In vain would you assuage 
Your frowns upon an unresisting smile, 
In which not even contempt lurks, to beguile 
Your heart, by some faint sjTiipathy of hate. 
Oh conquer what you cannot satiate ! 
For to your passion I am far more coy 
Than ever yet was coldest maid or boy 
In winter noon. Of your antipathy 
If I am the Narcissus, you are free 
To pine into a sound with hating me. 
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NOTE ON THE POEMS OF 1820. 



BY TlIE EDITOR. 



We spent the latter part of the year 1819 in 
Florence, where Shelley passed several hours 
daily in the Gallery, and made yarious notes on 
its ancient works of art. His thoughts were a 
good deal taken up also by the project of a steam- 
boat, undertaken by a friend, an engineer, to ply 
between Lfeghom and Marseilles, for which he 
supplied a sum of money. This was a sort of 
plan to delight Shelley, and he was greatly disap- 
pointed when it was thrown aside. 

There was something in Florence that disagreed 
excessively with his health, and he suffered far 
more pain than usual ; so much so that we left 
it sooner than we intended, and removed to Pisa, 
where we had some friends, and, above all, where 
we could consult the celebrated Vacck, as to the 
cause of Shelley's sufferings. He, like every other 
medical man, could only guess at that, and gave 
little hope of immediate relief ; he enjoined him 
to abstain from all physicians and medicine, and 
to leave his complaint to nature. As he had 
vainly consulted medical men of the highest 
repute in England, he was easily persuaded to 
adopt this advice. Pain and ill-licalth followed 
hira to the end, but the residence at Pisa agreed 
with him better than any other, and there in con- 
sequence we remained. 

In the spring we 8])ent a week or two near 
Leghorn, borrowing the house of some friends, 
who were absent on a journey to England. — It 
was on a beautiful summer evening, while wan- 
dering among the lanes, whose myrtle hedges 
were the bowers of the fire-flicH, that we heard 
the carolling of the sky-lark, wliicli inspired one 
of the most beautiful of his poems. Ho addressed 
the letter to Mrs. Gisborne from this house, which 
was hei-a ; he had made his study of the Workshop 
of her son, who was an engineer. Mrs. Gisborne 
had been a friend of my father in her younger days. 
She was a lady of great accomplishments, and 



charming from her frank and affectionate nature. 
She had the most intense love of knowledge, a 
delicate and trembling sensibility, and preeenred 
freshness of mind, after a life of considerable 
adversity. As a favourite friend of my lather we 
had sought her with eagerness, and the most open 
and cordial friendship was established between na. 

We spent the summer at the hatha of San 
Giuliano, four miles from Pisa. These baths 
were of great use to Shelley in soothing his nerrons 
irritability. We made several excursions in the 
neighbourhood. The country around is fertfle ; 
and diversified and rendered picturesque by imnget 
of near hills and more distant mountains. The 
peasantry are a handsome, intelligent race, and 
there was a gladsome sunny heaven spread over 
us, that rendered home and every scene we visited 
cheerful and bright. During some of the hottest 
days of August, Shelley made a solitary journey 
on foot to the summit of Monte San Pelegrino — 
a mountain of some height, on the top of which 
there is a chapel, the object, during certain days 
in the year, of many pilgrimages. The excursion 
delighted him while it lasted, though he exerted 
himself too much, and the effect was considerable 
lassitude and weakness on his return. During 
the expedition he conceived the idea and wrote, 
in the three days immediately succeeding to his 
return, the Witch of Atlas. This poem is pecu- 
liarly characteristic of his tastes — wildly fanciful, 
full of brilliant imagery, and discarding human 
interest and passion, to revel in the fantastic ideas 
that his imagination suggested. 

The surpassing excellence of The Cenci had 
made me greatly desire that Shelley should 
increase his popularity, by adopting subjects that 
would more suit the popular taste, than a poem 
conceived in the abstract and dreamy spirit of the 
Witch of Atlas. It was not only that I wiithed 
him to acquire popularity as redounding to his 
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£une ; but I believed that he would obtain a 
greater mastery over his own powem, and greater 
happiness in his mind, if public applause crowned 
his endeavours. The few stanzas that precede 
the poem were addressed to me on my represent- 
ing these ideas to him. Even now I believe that 
I was in the right. Shelley did not expect sym- 
pathy and approbation from the public ; but the 
want of it took away a portion of the ardour that 
ought to have sustained him while writing. He 
was thrown on his own resources, and on the 
inspiration of his own soul, and wrote because his 
mind overflowed, without the hope of being appre- 
ciated. I had not the most distant wish that he 
should truckle in opinion, or submit his lofty aspi- 
rations for the human race to the low ambition 
and pride of the many, but I felt sure, that if his 
poems were more addressed to the common feel- 
ings of men, his proper rank among tlie writers 
of the day would be acknowledged ; and that 
popularity as a poet would enable his countrymen 
to do justice to his character and virtues ; which, 
in those days, it was the mode to attack with the 
most flagitious calumnies and insulting abuse. 
That he felt these things deeply cannot be doubted, 
though he armed himself with the consciousness 
of acting from a lofty and heroic sense of right. 
The truth burst from his heart sometimes in soli- 
tude, and he would write a few unfinished verses 
that showed that he felt the sting ; among such I 
find the following : — 

AliW ! this is not what I thought life was. 
I knew that there were crimes and evil men, 
Misery and hate ; nor did I hope to pass 
Untouched by suffering, through the rugged glen. 
In mine own heart I saw as in a glass 

The hearts of others And when 

I went among my kind, with triple brass 
Of calm endurance my weak iH'east T armed, 
To bear scorn, fear, and hate, a woful mass ! 

I believed that all this morbid feeling would 
vanish, if the chord of sympathy between him and 
his countrymen were touched. But my per- 
suasions were vain, the mind could not be bent 
from its natural inclination. Shelley shrunk 
instinctively from portraying human passion, with 
its mixture of good and evil, of disappointment 
and disquiet. Such opened again the wounds of his 
own heart, and he loved to shelter himself rather 
in the airiest flights of fancy, forgetting love and 
hate, and regret and lost hope, in such imagina- 
tions as borrowed their hues from sunrise or sun- 
set, from the yellow moonshine or paly twilight, 
from the aspect of the far ocean or the shadows of 



the woods ; which celebrated the singing of the 
winds among the pines, the flow of a murmuring 
stream, and the thousand harmonious sounds 
which nature creates in her solitudes. These are 
the materials which form tlie Witeh of Atlas ; it 
is a brilliant congregation of ideas, such as his 
senses gathered, and his fancy coloured, during 
his rambles in the sunny land he so much 
loved. 

Our stay at the baths of San Giuliano was 
shortened by an accident. At the foot of our 
garden ran the canal that communicated between 
the Serchio and the Amo. The Serchio over- 
flowed its banks, and breaking its bounds, this 
canal also overflowed ; all this part of the country 
is below the level of its rivers, and the consequence 
waSi that it was speedily flooded. The rising 
waters filled the square of the baths, in the lower 
part of which our house was situated. The canal 
overflowed in the garden behind ; the rising waters 
on either side at last burst open the doors, and 
meeting in the house, rose to the height of six 
feet. It was a picturesque sight at night, to see 
the peasants driving the cattle from the phiins 
below, to the hills above the baths. A fire was 
kept up to guide them across the ford ; and the 
forms of the men and the animals showed in dark 
relief against the red glare of the flame, which 
was reflected again in the waters that filled the 
square. 

We then removed to Pisa, and took up our 
abode there for the winter. The extreme mild- 
ness of the climate suited Shelley, and his soli- 
tude was enlivened by an intercourse with several 
intimate friends. Chance cast us, strangely 
enough, on this quiet, half-unpeopled town ; but 
its very peace suited Shelley, — its river, the near 
mountains, and not distant sea, added to its 
attractions, and were the objects of many delight- 
ful excursions. We feared the south of Italy 
and a hotter climate, on account of our child ; 
our former bereavement inspiring us with terror. 
We seemed to take root here, and moved little 
afterwards ; often, indeed, entertaining projects 
for visiting other parts of Italy, but still delaying. 
But for our fears, on account of our child, I 
believe we should have wandered over the world, 
both being passionately fond of travelling. Bat 
human life, besides its great unalterable necessities, 
is ruled by a thousand liliputian ties, that shackle 
at the time, although it is difiicult to account after- 
wards for their influence over our destiny. 



POEMS WRITTEN IN MDCCCXXI. 



EPIPSYCHIDION: 



VERSES ADDRESSED TO THE NOBLE AND UNFORTUNATE 



LADY EMILIA V- 



NOW IMPRISONED IN THE CONVENT OP 



»^^^^^^^^^>^»^>^>^^>^^*^»^ 



«< L' anixna amante si slancia furio del create, e ri crea nel inflnito an Mondo tutto per 

da questo oscuro e pauroao baratro."— //er own words. 



divenoanal 



My Song, I fear that fhoa wilt find but few 
Who fitly ihall oonoeive thy reasoning. 
Of such hard matter dost thou entertain ; 
Whence, if by misadventure, chance should brins 
Thee to base company (as chance may do), 
Quite unaware of what thou dost contain, 
I prjthee comfort thy sweet self again. 
My last delight! tell them that they are dull, 
And bid them own that thou art beautiful. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



The writer of the following lines died at Florence, 
as be was preparing for a voy^^e to one of the wildest 
of tlie Sporades, which he had bought, and where he 
had fitted up the niins of an old building, and where 
it was his hope to have realised a scheme of life, suited 
perhaps to that hap|>icr and better world of which ho 
is now an iniiabitant, but hardly practicable in this. 
His life was singular ; less on account of the romantic 
vicissitudes which diversified it, than the ideal tinge 
which it received from his own character and feelings. 
The present Poem, like the Vita Nuova of Dante, is 
sufficiently intelligible to a certain class of readers 
without a matter-of-fact history of the circumstances to 
which it relates ; and to a certain other class it must 



ever remain incomprehensible, from a defect of a 
common organ of perception for the ideas of which it 
treats. Not but that, gran vergogna sarebbe a coluiy 
che rimasse cosa sotto veste di Jigura, o di colore 
rettorico : e domandato non aapesse denudare le 
sue parole da cotal veste^ in guisa che avessero 
verace intendimento. 

The present poem appears to have been intended by 
the wiiter as the dedication to some longer one. The 
stanza on the abofc page is almost a Lteral transla- 
tion from Dante's famous canzone 

Voi ch' inUndendo, il Urzo del movete, &c. 

The presumptuous application of the concluding lines 
to his own composition will raise a smile at the expense 
of my unfortunate friend : be it a smile not of contempt, 
but pity. S. 



EPIPSYCHIDION. 
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EPIPSYCHIDION. 



Sweet Spirit ! Sister of that orphan one, 
Whose empire is the name thou weepcst on, 
In my heart's temple I suspend to tliee 
These votive wreaths of withered memory. 

Poor captive bird ! who, from thy narrow cage, 
Pourest such music, that it might assuage 
The rugged hearts of those who prisoned thee. 
Were &ey not deaf to all sweet melody ; 
This song shall be thy rose : its petals pale 
Are dead, indeed, my adored Nightingale ! 
But soft and fragrant is the faded blossom. 
And it has no thorn left to wound thy bosom. 

High, spirit-winged Heart ! who dost for ever 
Beat thine unfeeling bars with vain endeavour, 
Till those bright plumes of thought, in which 

arrayed 
It over-soared this low and worldly shade. 
Lie shattered ; and thy panting wounded breast 
Stains with dear blood its unmatemal nest ! 
I weep vain tears : blood would less bitter be. 
Yet poured forth gladlier, could it profit thee. 

Seraph of Heaven ! too gentle to be human, 
Veiling beneath that radiant form of Woman 
All that is insupportable in thee 
Of light, and love, and immortality ! 
Sweet Benediction in the eternal Curse ! 
Veiled glory of this lampless Universe ! 
Thou Moon beyond the clouds ! [ Thou living 

Form 
Among the Dead I Thou Star above the Storm ! 
Thou Wonder, and thou Beauty, and thou Terror 1 
Thou Harmony of Nature's art ! Thou Mirror 
In whom, as in the splendour of the Sun, 
All shapes look glorious which thou gaze«t on I 
Ay, even the dim words which obscure thee now 
Flash, Ughtning-like, with unaccustomed glow ; 
I pray thee that thou blot from this sad song 
All of its much mortality and wrong. 
With those clear drops, which start like sacred dew 
From the twin lights thy sweet soul darkens 

through. 
Weeping, till sorrow becomes ecstacy : 
Then smile on it, so that it may not die. 



I never thought before my death to see 
Youth's vision thus made perfect : Emily, 
I love thee ; though the world by no thin name 
Will hide that love, from its unvalued shame. 
Would we two had been twins of the same mother ! 
Or, that the name my heart lent to another 
Could be a sister's bond for her and tliee. 
Blending two beams of one eternity ! 
Yet were one lawful and the other true, 
I These names, though dear, could paint not, as is due. 
How beyond refuge I am tliiiie. Ah me ! 
I am not tliine : I am a part of thee. 



Sweet Lamp ! my moth-like Muse has burnt its 
wings. 
Or, like a dying swan who soars and sings. 
Young Love should teach Time, in his own gre v style. 
All that thou art. Art thou not void of guile, 
A lovely soul formed to be blest and bless } 
A well of sealed and secret happiness. 
Whose waters like blithe light and music are. 
Vanquishing dissonance and gloom ? A Star 
Which moves not in the moving Heavens, alone f 
A smile amid dark frowns 1 a gentle tone 
Amid rude voices ! a beloved light I 
A Solitude, a Refuge, a Delight 1 
A lute, which those whom love has taught to play 
Make music on, to soothe the roughest day 
And lull fond grief asleep ! a buried treasure ! 
A cradle of young thoughts of wingless pleasure ? 
A violet-shrouded grave of Woe ! — I measure 
The world of fancies, seeking one like thee, 
And find — alas I mine own infirmity. 

She met me. Stranger, upon life's rough way. 
And lured me towards sweet Death ; as Night by 

Day, 
Winter bv Spring, or Sorrow by swift Hope, 
Led into light, life, peace. An antelope. 
In the suspended impulse of its lightness. 
Were less ethereally light : the brightness 
Of her divinest presence trembles through 
Her limbs, as underneath a cloud of dew 
Embodied in the windless heaven of June, 
Amid the splendour-winged stars, the Moon 
Bums inextinguishably beautiful : 
And from her lips, as from a hyacinth full 
Of honey-dew, a liquid murmur drops. 
Killing the sense with passion : sweet as stops 
Of planetary music heard in trance. 
In her mild lights the starry spirits dance. 
The sunbeams of those wells which ever leap 
Under the lightnings of the soul — too deep 
For the brief fathom-line of thought or sense. 
The glory of her being, issuing thence. 
Stains the dead, blank, cold air with a warm shade 
Of unentangled intermixture, made 
By Love, of light and motion ; one intense 
Diffusion, one serene Omnipresence, 
Whose flowing outlines mingle in their flowing 
Around her cheeks and utmost fingers glowing 
With the uninterraitted blood, which there 
Quivers, (as in a fleece of snow-like air 
The crimson pulse of living morning quiver,) 
Continuously prolonged, and ending never. 
Till they are lost, and in that Beauty furled 
Which penetrates and clasps and fills the world ; 
Scarce visible from extreme loveliness. 
Warm fragrance seems to fall from her light dress, 
And her loose hair ; and where some heavy tress 
The air of her own speed hais disentwined. 
The sweetness seems to satiate the faint wind ; 
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Aud in the soul a wild odour is felt, 
I U««yond the sense, like fiery dews that melt 
. Into the bosom of a frozen bud. 
< Siiv where she stands ! a mortal shape indued 
With h>ve and life and light and deity, 
And motion which may change but cannot die ; 
An image of some bright Eternity ; 
A shadow of some golden dream ; a Splendour 
L(*aving the third sphere pilotless ; a tender 
lioflection on the eternal Moon of Love, 
Under whose motions Ufe's dull billows move ; 
A Metaphor of Spring and Youth and Morning ; 
A visi(m like incarnate April, warning, 
With smiles and tears, Frost the Anatomy 
Into his summer grave. 

Ah ! woe is me ! 
What have I dared ! where am I lifted ? how 
Shall I descend, and perish not I I know 
That Love makes all things equal : I have heard 
liy mine own heart this joyous truth averred : 
The spirit of the worm beneath the sod, 
In love and worship, blends itself with God. 

Spouse ! Sister ! Angel ! Pilot of the Fate 
Whose course has been so starless ! O too late 
Beloved ! O too soon adored, by me ! 
For in the fields of immortality 
My spirit should at first have worshipped thine, 
A divine presence in a place divine ; 
Or should have moved beside it on this earth, 
A shadow of that substance, from its birth ; 
But not as now : — I love thee ; yes, I feel 
That on the fountain of my heart a seal 
Is set, to keep its waters pure and bright 
For thee, since in those tears thou hast delight. 
We — are we not formed, as notes of music are. 
For one another, thou^^li dissimilar ; 
Such difference without discord, as can make 
Those sweetest sounds, in which all spirits shake. 
As trembling leaves in a continuous air 1 

Thy wisdom speaks in me, and bids me dare 
Beacon the rocks on which high hearts are wreckt. 
I never was attai^hed to that great sect, 
Whose doctrine is, that each one should select 
Out of the crowd a mistress or a friend. 
And all the rest, though fair and wise, commend 
To cold oblivion, though it is in the code 
Of modern morals, and the beaten rt^ad 
Which those poor slaves with weary footsteps tread, 
\Vho travel to their home among the dead 
By the broad highway of the world, aud so 
With one chained friend, perhaps a jealous foe. 
The di*eariest and the longest journey go. 

True Love in this differs from gold and clay. 
That to <livide is not to take away. 
Love is like underf^tandiug, that grows bright. 
Gazing on many truths ; 'tis lik** thy light, 
Imagiimtion ! which, from earth and sky, 
And from the depths of human phantasy, 
As from a thousand prisms and mirrors, fills 
The Universe with glorious beams, and kills 
Ernir, the worm, with many a sun-like arrow 
Of its reverberated lightning. Narrow 
The heart that loves, the brain that eont^MnpIates, 
life that wears, the spirit that creates 
gect, and one form, and builds thereby 
for its eternity. 




Mind from its object differs most in this : 
Eva from good ; misery from happineas ; 
The baser from the nobler ; the impure 
And frail, from what is clear and must endure. 
If you divide suffering and dross, you may 
Diminish till it is consumed away ; 
If you divide pleasure and love and thought. 
Each part exceeds the whole ; and we know not 
How much, while any yet remains unshared. 
Of pleasure may be gained, of sorrow spared : 
This truth is that deep well, whence sages draw 
The unenvied light of hope ; the eternal law 
By which those live, to whom this world of life 
Is as a garden ravaged, and whose strife 
Tills for the promise of a later birth 
The wilderness of this Elysian earth. 

There was a Being whom my spirit oil 
Met on its visioned wanderings, hr aloft. 
In the clear golden prime of my youth's dawn. 
Upon the fairy isles of sunny lawn. 
Amid the enchanted mountains, and the caTes 
Of divine sleep, and on the air-like waves 
Of wonder-level dream, whose tremulous floor 
Paved her light steps ;— on an imagined shore. 
Under the grey besJc of some promontory 
She met me, robed in such exceeding glory. 
That I beheld her not. In solitudes 
Her voice came to me through the whispering woods, 
And from the fountains, and the odours deep 
Of flowers, which, like lips murmuring in their sleep 
Of the sweet kisses which had lulled them there^ 
Breathed but of her to the enamoured air ; 
And from the breezes whether low or lond. 
And from the rain of every passing cloud. 
And from the singing of the summer-birds. 
And from all sounds, all silence. In the words 
Of anti(}ue verse and high romance, — in form, 
Sound, colour — in whatever checks that Storm 
Which with the shattered present chokes the past ; 
And in that best philosophy, whose taste 
Makes this cold common hell, our life, a doom 
As glorious as a fiery mart}Tdom ; ' 

Her Spirit was tlie harmony of truth. — 

Then, from the caverns of my dreamy youth 
I sprang, as one sandalled with plumes of fire, ' 
And towards the loadstar of my one desire, 
I flitted, like a dizzy moth, whose flight 
Is as a dead leaf's in the owlet light, ' 

When it would seek in Hesper's setting sphere 
A radiant death, a fiery sepulchre. 
As if it were a lamp of earthly flame. — 
But She, whom prayers or tears then could not tame^ 
Past, like a Ciod throned on a winged planet. 
Whoso burning plumes to tenfold swiftness fan it, 
Into the dreifry cone of our life's shade ; 
And as a man with mighty loss dismayed, 
1 would have followed, though the grave between 
Yawned like a gulf whose spectres are unseen : 
W hen a voice said : — " O Thou of hearts the weakest, , 
The phantom is beside thee whom thou seekest.*' 
Then I — " Where?" the world's echo answered 

"where!" 
And in that silence, and in my despair, 
I questioned every tongueless wind that flew ' 

Over my tower of mourning, if it knew 
Whither 'twas fle<l, this soul out of my soul ; 
And murmured names and spells which have 

controul 
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Over the sightlefis tyr&nts of onr fate ; 

But neither prayer nor verse could diissipate 

The night which closed on her ; nor uncreate 

That world within this Chaos, mine and me, 

Of which she was the veiled Divinity, 

The world I say of thoughts that worshipped 

her : 
And therefore I went forth, with hope and fear. 
And every gentle passion sick to death. 
Feeding m^ course with expectation's breath. 
Into the wmtry forest of our life ; 
And struggling through its error with vain strife, 
And stumbling in my weakness and my haste. 
And half bewildered by new forms, I past 
Seeking among those untaught foresters 
If I could find one form resembling hers. 
In which she might have masked herself from 

me. 
There, — One, whose voice was venomed melody 
Sate by a well, under blue night-shade bowers ; 
The breath of her false mouth was like faint 

flowers. 
Her touch was as electric poison, — flame 
Out of her looks into my vitals came, 
And from her living cheeks and bosom flew 
A killing air, which pierced like honey. dew 
Into the core of my green heart, and lay 
Upon its leaves ; until, as hair grown grey 
0*er a young brow, they hid its unblown prime 
With ruins of unseasonable time. 

In many mortal forms I rashly sought 
The shadow of that idol of my thought. 
And some were fair — but beauty dies away : 
Others were wise — but honeyed words betray : 
And One was true — oh ! why not true to me 1 
Then, as a hunted deer that could not flee, 
I turned upon my thoughts, and stood at bay. 
Wounded, and weak, and panting ; the cold day 
Trembled, for pity of my strife and pain. 
When, Uke a noon-day dawn, there shone again 
Deliverance. One stood on my path who seemed 
As like the glorious shape which I had dreamed. 
As is the Moon, whose changes ever run 
Into themselves, to the eternal Sun ; 
The cold chaste Moon, the Queen of Heaven's bright 

isles. 
Who makes all beautiful on which she smiles. 
That wandering shrine of soft yet icy flame 
Which ever is transformed, yet still the same. 
And warms not but illumines. Young and fair 
As the descended Spirit of that sphere. 
She hid me, as the Moon may hide the night 
From its own darkness, until all was bright 
Between the Heaven and Earth of my calm mind. 
And, as a cloud charioted by the wind. 
She led me to a cave in that wild place, 
And sat beside me, with her downward face 
Illumining my slumbers, like the Moon 
Waxing and waning o'er Endymion. 
And I was laid asleep, spirit and limb, 
And all my being became bright or dim 
As the Moon's image in a summer sea. 
According as she smiled or frowned on me ; 
And there I lay, within a chaste cold bed : 
Alas, I then was nor alive nor dead : — 
For at her silver voice came Death and Life, 
Unmindful each of their accustomed strife, 
Masked like twin babes, a sister and a brother. 
The wandering hopes of one abandoned mother. 



And through the cavern without wings they flew. 
And cried, ^ Away 1 he is not of our crew." 
I wept, and, though it be a dream, I weep. 

What storms then shook the ocean of my sleep. 
Blotting that Moon, whose pale and waning lips 
Then shrank as in the sickness of eclipse ; — 
And how my soul was as a lampless sea. 
And who was then its Tempest ; and when She, 
The Planet of that hour, was quenched, what fr^ 
Crept o'er those waters, till from coast to coast 
The moving billows of my being fell 
Into a deau of ice, immoveable ; — 
And then — what earthquakes made it gape and split. 
The white Moon smiling all the while on it. 
These words conceal : — If not, each word would be 
The key of staunchless tears. Weep not for me I 

At length, into the obscure. forest came 
The vision I had sought through grief and shame. 
Athwart that wintry mldemess of thorns 
Flashed from her motion splendour like the Mom's, 
And from her presence life was radiated 
Though the grey earth and branches bare and 

dead ; 
So that her way was paved, and roofed above 
With flowers as soft as thoughts of budding love ; 
And music from her respiration spread 
Like light, — all other sounds were penetrated 
By the small, still, sweet spirit of that sound. 
So that the savage winds hung mute around ; 
And odours warm and fresh fell from her hair 
Dissolving the dull cold in the froze air : 
Soft as an Incarnation of the Sun, 
When light is changed to love, this glorious One 
Floated mto the cavern where 1 lay, 
And called my Spirit, and the di*eaming clay 
Was lifted by the thing that dreamed below 
As smoke by fire, and in her beauty's glow 
I stood, and felt the dawn of my long night 
Was penetrating mc with living Ught : 
T knew it was the Vision veiled from me 
So many years — that it was Emily. 

Thin Spheres of light who rule this passive Earth, 
This world of love, this me ; and into birth 
Awaken all its fruits and flowers, and dart 
Magnetic might into its central heart ; 
And lift its billows and its mists, and guide 
By everlasting laws each wind and tide 
To its fit cloud, and its appointed cave ; 
And lull its storms, each in the craggy grave 
Which was its cradle, luring to faint bowers 
The armies of the rainbow-winged showers ; 
And, as those married lights, which from the 

towers 
Of Heaven look forth and fold the wandering globe 
In liquid sleep and splendour, as a robe ; * 

And all their many-mingled influence blend. 
If equal, yet unlike, to one sweet end ;-— 
So ye, bright regents, with alternate sway. 
Govern my sphere of being, night and day ! 
Thou, not disdaining even a borrowed might ; 
Thou, not eclipsing a remoter light ; 
And, through the shadow of the seasons three. 
From Spring to Autumn's sere maturity. 
Light it into the Winter of the tomb. 
Where it may ripen to a brighter bloom. 
Thou too, O Comet, beautiful and fierce. 
Who drew the heart of this irsdl Universe 
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Towards thine own ; till, wreckt in that conTulsion, 
Alternating attraction and repulsion, 
Thine went astray, and that was rent in twain ; 
Oh, float into our azure heaven again ! 
Be there love's folding-star at thy return ; 
The living Sun will feed thee from its urn 
Of golden fire ; the Moon will veil her horn 
In thy last smiles ; adoring Even and Morn 
Will worship thee with incense of calm breath 
And lights and shadows ; as the star of Death 
And Birth is worshipped by those sisters wild 
Called Hope and Fear — ^upon the heart are piled 
Their offerings, — of this sacrifice divine 
A World shall be the altar. 

Lady mine, 
Scorn not these flowers of thought, the fading birth 
Which from its heart of hearts that plant puts 

forth, 
Whose fruit, made perfect by thy sunny eyes, 
Will be as of the trees of Paradise. 

The day is come, and thou wilt fly with me. 
To whatsoe'er of dull mortality 
Is mine, remain a vestal sister still ; 
To the intense, the deep, the imperishable. 
Not mine, but me, henceforth be thou united 
Even as a bride, delighting and delighted. 
The hour is come : — the destined Star has risen 
Which shall descend upon a vacant prison. 
The walls are high, the gates are strong, thick set 
The sentinels — but true love never yet 
Was thus constrained : it overleaps all fence : 
Like lightning, with invisible violence 
Piercing its continents ; like Heaven's free breath. 
Which he who grasps can hold not ; likcr Death, 
Who rides upon a thought, and makes his way 
Through temple, tower, and palace, and the array 
Of arms : more strength has Love than he or they ; 
For he can burst his charnel, and make free 
The limbs in chains, the heart in agony. 
The soul in dust and chaos. 

Emily, 
A ship is floating in the harbour now, 
A wind is hovering o'er the mountain's brow ; 
There is a path on the sea's azure floor, 
No keel has ever ploughed that path before ; 
The halcyons brood around the foamless isles ; 
The treacherous Ocean has forsworn its wiles ; 
The merry mariners are bold and free : 
Say, my heart's sister, wilt thou sail with me I 
Our bark is as an albatross, whose nest 
Is a far Eden of the pur|)lc East ; 
And we between her wings will sit, while Night, 
And Day, and Storm, and Calm^ pursue their flight. 
Our ministers, along the boundless Sea, 
Treading each other's heels, unheededly. 
It is an isle under Ionian skies, 
Beautiful as a wreck of Paradise, 
And, for the harbours are not safe and good. 
This land would have remained a solitude 
But for some pastoral people native there, 
Who from the Elysiiin, clear, and golden air 
Draw the last spirit of the age of gohl. 
Simple and spirited ; innocent and bold. 
The blue /Egean ginls this chosen home, 
With ever-clianging sound and light and foam. 
Kissing the sifteil sands, and caverns hoar ; 
And all the wuids wandering along the shore 



Undulate with the undulating tide : 

There are thick woods where sylvan forms abide ; 

And many a fountain, rivulet, and pond. 

As clear as elemental diamond. 

Or serene morning air ; and fieur beyond, 

The mossy tracks made by the goats and deer 

(Which the rough shepherd treads but once a 

year,) 
Pierce into glades, caverns, and bowers, and halls 
Built round with ivy, which the waterfails 
Illumining, with sound that never fails, 
Accom])any the noonday nightingales ; 
And all the place is peopled with sweet airs ; 
The light clear element which the isle wears 
Is heavy with the scent of lemon-flowers. 
Which floats like mist laden with unseen showers. 
And falls upon the eye-Uds like faint sleep ; 
And from the moss violets and jonquils peep. 
And dart their arrowy odour through the brain 
Till you might faint with that delicious pain. 
And every motion, odour, beam, and tone. 
With that deep music is in unison : 
Which is a soul within the soul — ^they seem 
Like echoes of an antenatal dream. — 
It is an isle 'twixt Heaven, Air, Ekirth, and Sea, 
Cradled, and hung in clear tranquillity ; 
Bright as that wandering Eden Lucifer, 
Washed by the soft blue Oceans of young air. 
It is a favoured place. Famine or Blight, 
Pestilence, War, and Earthquake, never light 
Upon its mountain-peaks ; blind vultures, they 
Sail onward far upon their fatal way : 
The winged storms, chaunting their thunder-psalm 
To other lands, leave azure chasms of calm 
Over this isle, or weep themselves in dew. 
From which its fields and woods ever renew 
Their green and golden immortality. 
And from the sea there rise, and from the sky 
There fall clear exhalations, soft and bright. 
Veil after veil, each hiding some delight. 
Which Sun or Moon or zephyr draw aside. 
Till the isle's beauty, like a naked bride 
Glowing at once with love and loveluiess. 
Blushes and trembles at its own excess : 
Yet, like a buried lamp, a Soul no less 
Burns in the heait of this delicious isle. 
An atom of the Eternal, whose own smile 
Unfolds itself, and may be felt not seen 
O'er the grey rocks, blue waves, and forests green. 
Filling their bare and void interstices. — 
But the chief marvel of the wilderness 
Is a lone dwelling, built by whom or how 
None of the rustic island-people know ; 
'Tis not a tower of strength, though with its height 
It overtops the woods ; but, for delight. 
Some wise and ten<ler Ocean-King, ere crime 
Had been invented, in the world's young prime. 
Reared it, a wonder of that simple time. 
An envy of the isles, a plea.sui*e-house 
Made sacred to his sister and his spouse. 
It scarce seems now a wreck of human art. 
But, as it were, Titanic ; in the heart 
Of Earth having assumed its forni, then grown 
Out of the mountains, from the living stone. 
Lifting itself in caverns light and high : 
For all the anti(|ue and learned imagery 
Has been erased, and in the place of it 
The ivy and the wild vine intiTkiiit 
The volumes of their many-twining stems ; 
Parasite flowei-s illume with dewy gems 
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The lampless halls, and when they fade, the sky 

Peepe through their winter-woof of tracery 

With moonlight patches, or star atoms keen, 

Or fragments of the day*s intense serene ; 

Working mosaic on their Parian floors. 

And, day and night, aloof, from the high towers 

And terraces, the Earth and Ocean seem 

To sleep in one another's arms, and dream 

Of waves, flowers, clouds, woods, rocks, and all 

that we 
Read in their smiles, and call reality. 

This isle and house are mine, and I have vowed 
Thee to be lady of the solitude. 
And I have fitted up some chambers there 
Looking towards the golden Eastern air. 
And level with the living winds, which flow 
Like waves above the living waves below. 
I have sent books and music there, and all 
Those instruments with which high spirits call 
The future from its cradle, and tlie past 
Out of its grave, and make the present last 
In thoughts and joys which sleep, but cannot die, 
Folded within their own eternity. 
Our simple life wants little, and true taste 
Hires not the pale drudge Luxury to waste 
The scene it would adorn, and therefore still, 
Nature, with all her children, haunts the hill. 
The ring-dove, in the embowering ivy, yet 
Keeps up her love-lament, and the owls flit 
Round the evening tower, and the young stars 

glance 
Between the quick bats in their twilight dance ; 
The spotted deer bask in the fresh moonlight 
Before our gate, and the slow silent night 
Is measured by the pants of their calm sleep. 
Be this our home in life, and when years heap 
Their withered hours, like leaves, on our decay, 
Let us become the overhanging day. 
The living soul of this Elysian isle. 
Conscious, inseparable, one. Meanwhile 
We two will rise, and sit, and walk together. 
Under the roof of blue Ionian weather, 
And wander in the meadows, or ascend 
The mossy mountains, where the blue heavens 

bend 
With lightest winds, to touch their paramour ; 
Or linger, where the pebble-paven shore. 
Under the quick faint kisses of the sea 
Trembles and sparkles as with ecstacy, — 
Possessing and possest by all that is • 

Within that calm circumference of bliss, 
And by each other, till to love and live 
Be one :— or, at the noontide hour, arrive 



Where some old cavern hoar seems yet to keep 
The moonlight of the expired night asleep. 
Through which the awakened day can never peep ; 
A veil for our seclusion, close as Night's, 
Where secure sleep may kill thine innocent lights ; 
Sleep, the fresh dew of languid love, the rain 
Whose drops quench kisses till they burn again. 
And we wiU talk, until thought's melody 
Become too sweet for utterance, and it die 
In words, to live again in looks, which dart 
With thrilling tone into the voiceless heart. 
Harmonising silence without a sound. 
Our breath shall intermix, our bosoms bound. 
And our veins beat together ; and our lips. 
With other eloquence than words, eclipse 
The soul that burns between them ; and the wells 
Which boil under our being's inmost cells. 
The fountains of our deepest life, shall be 
Confused in passion's golden purity. 
As mountain-springs under the morning Sun. 
We shall become the same, we shall be one 
Spirit within two frames, oh ! wherefore two ! 
One passion in twin-hearts, which grows and grew 
Till hke two meteors of expanding flame. 
Those spheres instinct with it become the same, 
Touchy mingle, are transfigured ; ever still 
Burning, yet ever inconsumable : 
In one another's substance finding food. 
Like flames too pure and light and unimbued 
To nourish their bright Mves with baser prey, 
Which point to Heaven and cannot pass away : 
One hope within two wills, one will beneath 
Two overshadowing minds, one life, one death. 
One Heaven, one Hell, one immortality, 
And one annihilation. Woe is me ! 
The winged words on which my soul would pierce 
Into the h^ght of love's rare Universe, 
Are chains of lead around its flight of fire. — 
I pant, I sink, I tremble, I expire ! 



Weak verses, go, kneel at your Sovereign's feet. 
And say : — ** We are the masters of thy slave ; 
** What wouldest thou with us and ours and thine !" 
Then call your sisters from Oblivion's cave. 
All singing loud : *' Love's very pain is sweet, 
But its reward is in the world divine. 
Which, if not here, it builds beyond the grave." 
So shall ye live when I am there. Then haste 
Over the hearts of men, until ye meet 
Marina, Vanna, Primus, and the rest, 
And bid them love each other, and be blest: 
And leave the troop which errs, and which reproves. 
And come and be my guest, — for I am Love's. 
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*^^^^^i^^.^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 



It ii my intention to subjoin to the London edition 
of this poem, a criticism upon the claims of its lamented 
object to be classed among the writers of the highest 
genius who have adorned our age. My known repug- 
nance to the narrow principles of taste on which several 
of his earlier compositions were modelled, prove at 
least that I am an impartial judge. I consider the 
fragment of ^^ Hyperion,*' as second to nothing that 
was ever produced by a writer of the same years. 

John Keats died at Rome, of a consumption, in his 
twenty.fourth year, on the 27th of December, 1820, 
and was buried in the romantic and lonely cemetery of 
the protestants in that city, under the pyramid which 
is the tomb of Cestius, and the massy walls and towers, 
now mouldering and desolate, which formed the circuit 
of ancient Rome. The cemetery is an open space among 
the ruins, covered in winter with violets and daisies. 
It might make one in love with death, to think that 
one should be buried iu so sweet a place. 

The genius of the lamented person to whose memory 
I have dedicated these unworthy verses, was not less 
delicate and fragile than it was beautiful ; and where 
canker-worms abound, what wonder, if its young 
flower was blighted in the bud ? The savage criticism 
on his " Endymion," which appeared in the Quarterly 
Review, produced the most violent effect on his sus- 
ceptible mind ; the agitation thus originated cuded in 
the rupture of a blood-vessel in the lungs ; a rapid 
consumption ipnsued ; and the succeeding acknowledg- 
ments from more candid critics of the true greatness 
of his powers, were ineffectual to heal the wound thus 
wantonly inflicted. 

It may be well said, that these wretched men know 
not what they do. I'hey scatter their insults and their 
slanders without heed as to whether the poisoned 



•haft lights on a heart made callous by many blows, or 
one, like Keats's, compoiied of more penetrable BtnfL 
One of their associates is, to my knowledge, a moat 
base and unprincipled calumniator. As to ^^j^djrmion,** 
was it a poem, whatever might be iu defects, to be 
treated contemptuously by those who had celebrated 
with various degrees of complacency and panegyric, 
** Paris,** and " Woman," and a « Syrian Tale," and 
Mrs. Lefanu, and Mr. Barret, and Mr. Howard Payne, 
and a long list of the illustrious obscure ? Are theto 
the men, who in their venal good-nature, presamed to 
draw a parallel between the Rev. Mr. Milman and 
Lord Byron ? What gnat did they strain at here, after 
having swallowed all those camels? Against what 
woman taken in adultery dares the foremost of these 
literary prostitutes to cast his opprobrious stone? 
Miserable man ! you, one of the meanest, have 
wantonly defaced one of the noblest specimens of the 
workmanship of God. Nor shall it be your excuse, 
that, murderer as you are, you have spoken daggers, 
but used none. 

The circumstances of the closing scene of poor 
Keats's life were not made known to me until the 
Elegy was ready for the press. I am given to under- 
stand that the wound which his sensitive spirit had 
received from the criticism of *' Endymion" was ex- 
asperated at the bitter sense of unrequited benefits; 
the^raor fellow seems to have been hooted from the 
stage of life, no less by those on whom he had wasted 
the promise of his genius, than those on whom he bad 
lavished his fortune and his care. He was accompanied 
to Rome, and attended in his last illness by Mr. 
Severn, a young artist of the highest promise, who, 1 
have been informed, •* almost risked his own li'e, and 
siicrificed every prospect, to unweaiied attendance upon 
his dying friend." Had I known these circumsUuces 
before the completion of my poem, I should have been 
tempted to add my feeble tribute of applause to the 
more solid recompense which the virtuous man finds in 
the recollection of his own motives. Mr. Severn can 
dispense vriih a reward from *" such stuff as dreams 
are made of." His conduct is a golden augury of the 

success of his future career may the unextinguished 

Spirit of his illustrious friend animate the creations of 
his pencil, and plead against Oblivion for his name ! 
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ADONAIS. 



I. 



I WEEP for Adonais — ^he is dead ! 
Oh, weep for Adonais ! though our tears 
Thaw not the frost which binds so dear a head I 
And thou, sad Hour, selected from all years 
To mourn our loss, rouse thy obscure compeers, 
And teach them thine own sorrow ; say : with me 
Died Adonais ; till the Future daises 
Forget the Past, his fate and fame shall be 
An echo and a light unto eternity ! 



II. 



Where wert thou, mighty Mother, when he lay. 

When thy son lay, pierced by the shaft which flies 

In darkness t where was lorn Urania 

When Adonais died ] With veiled eyes, 

'Mid listening Echoes, in her Paradise 

She sate, while one, with soft enamoured breath, 

Rekindled all the fading melodies. 

With which, like flowers that mock the corse 

beneath. 
He had adorned and hid the coming bulk of death. 



ni. 



Oh, weep for Adonais — he is dead ! 
Wake, melancholy Mother, wake and weep ! 
Yet wherefore t Quench within their burning bed 
Thy fiery tears, and let thy loud heart keep, 
Like his, a mute and uncomplaining sleep ; 
For he is gone, where all things wise and fair 
Descend : — oh, dream not that the amorous Deep 
Will yet restore him to the vital air ; 
Death feeds on his mute voice, and laughs at our 
despair. 



IV. 



Most musical of mourners, weep again I 
Lament anew, Urania ! — He died. 
Who was the Sire of an immortal stnun, 
Blind, old, and lonely, when his country's pride 
The priest, the slave, and the liberticide. 
Trampled and mocked with many a loathed rite 
Of lust and blood ; he went, unterrifled. 
Into the gulf of death ; but his clear Sprite 
Yet reigns o'er earth ; the third among the sons of 
light. 



▼. 



Most musical of mourners, weep anew I 
Not all to that bright station di^d to climb : 
And happier they their happiness who knew. 
Whose tapers yet bum through that night of time 
In which suns perished ; others more sublime. 
Struck by the envious wrath of man or God, 
Have sunk, extinct in their refulgent prime ; 
And some yet live, treading the thorny road. 
Which leads, through toil and hate, to Fame's 
serene abode. 



VI. 



But UQw, thy youngest, dearest one, has perished. 
The nursling of thy widowhood, who grew. 
Like a pale nower by some sad maiden cherished. 
And fed with true love tears instead of dew ; 
Most musical of mourners, weep anew I 
Thy extreme hope, the loveliest and the last, 
The bloom, whose petals nipt before they blew 
Died on the promise of the fruit, is waste ; 
The broken lily lies — the storm is overpast. 



VII. 



To that high Capital, where kingly Death 
Keeps his pale court in beauty and decay. 
He came ; and bought, with price of purest 

breath, 
A grave among the eternal. — Come away I 
Haste, while the vault of blue Italian dav 
Is yet his fitting chamel-roof ! while still 
He lies, as if in dewy sleep he lay ; 
Awake him not ! surely he takes his fill 
Of deep and liquid rest, forgetful of all ill. 

VIII. 

He will awake no more, oh, never more I 
Within the twilight chamber spreads apace 
The shadow of white Death, and at the door 
Invisible Corruption waits to trace 
His extreme way to her dim dwelling-place ; 
The eternal Hunger sits, but pity and awe 
Soothe her pale rage, nor dares she to deface 
So fair a prey, till darkness and the law 
Of change, shall o'er his sleep the mortal curtain 
draw. 

rx. 
Oh, weep for Adonais ! — The quick Dreams, 
The passion-winged Ministers of thought, 
Who were his flocks, whom near the living streams 
Of his young spirit he fed, and whom he taught 
The love which was its music, wander not 
Wander no more, from kindling brain to brain, 
But droop there, whence they sprung ; and mourn 

theii* lot 
Roundthecold heart, where, after their sweet pain. 
They ne'er will gather strength, nor find a home 

again. 

X. 

And one with trembling hand clasps his cold head. 
And fans him with her moonlight wings, and cries, 
*• Our love, our hope, our sorrow, \a not dead ; 
See, on the silken fringe of his faint eyes. 
Like dew upon a sleeping flower, there lies 
A tear some Dream has loosened from his brain." 
Lost Angel of a ruined Paradise ! 
She knew not 'twas her own ; as with no stain 
She faded, like a cloud which had outwept its 
rain. 




XI. 



One from a lucid urn of starry dew 
Wafihed his light limbs, a» if embalming them ; 
Another clipt her pnifuse locks, and threw. 
The wreath upon him, like an anadem, 
Which frozen tears instt^ad of pearls begem ; 
Another in her wilful grief would break 
Her bow and winge<l reeds, as if to stem 
A greater loss witli one which was more weak ; 
And dull the barbed fire against his frozen cheek. 



XII. 



Another Splendour on his mouth alit, 
That mouth whence it was wont to draw the breath 
Which gave it strength to pierce the guarded wit. 
And pass into the panting heart beneath 
With lightning and with music: the damp death 
Quenched its caress upon its icy lips ; 
And, as a d^ing meteor stains a wreath 
Of moonlight vapour, which the cold night clips, 
It flushed through his pale limbs, and passed to its 
eclipse. 



xni. 



And others came, — Desires and Adorations, 
Winged Persuasions, and veiled Destinies, 
Splendours, and Glooms, and glimmering Incar- 
nations 
Of hopes and fears, and twilight Phantasies ; 
And Sorrow, ynih her family of Sighs, 
And Pleasure, blind with tears, led by the gleam 
Of her own dying smile instead of eyes. 
Came in slow pomp ; — the moving pomp might seem 
Like pageantiy of mist on an autunmal stream. 



XIV. 



All he had loved, and moulded into thought 
From Hhape,and hue, and odour, and sweet sound. 
Lamented Adonais. Morning sought 
Her eastern watch-tower, and her hair unbound, 
Wet with the tears which should adorn the ground, 
Dimmed the aerial eyes that kindle day ; 
Afar the melancholy thunder moaned. 
Pale Ocean in unquiet 8luml)er lay. 
And the wild winds flew around, sobbing in their 
dismay. 

XV. 

liost Echo sits amid the voiceless mountains. 
And feeds her grief with his remembered lay. 
And will no more reply to winds or fountains. 
Or amorous birds perched on the young green" 

spray, 
Or herdsman's horn, or bell at closing day ; 
Since she can mimic not his lips, more dear 
Than those for whose disdain they pined away 
Into a shadow of all sounds : — a drear 
Murmur, between their songs, is all the woodmen 
hear. 

XVI. 

Grief made the young Sj)ring wild, and she threw 
Her kindling buds, as if she Autumn were, [down 
Or they dead leaves ; since her delight is flown, 
P'or whom should she have waked the sullen year ? 
To Phrebus was not Hyacinth so dear, 
Nor to himst^lf Narcissus, 4is to both 
Thou Adonais : wan tliev stand and sere 
Amid the faint companions of their youth. 
With dew all turned to tears ; odour, to sighing 
ruth. 



XVII. 



Thy spurit's sister, the lorn nightingale. 
Mourns liot her mate with such melodious pain ; 
Not so the eagle, who like thee could scale 
Heaven, and could nourish in the sun's domain 
Her mighty youth, ^ith morning doth complain. 
Soaring and screaming round her empty nest. 
As Albion wails for thee : the curse of €>ain 
Light on his head who pierced thy innocent breast. 
And scared the angel soul that was its earthljguestl 



Ah woe is me I Winter is come and gone, 
But grief returns with the revolving year ; 
The airs and streams renew their joyoos tone ; 
The ants, the bees, the swallows, re-appear ; 
Fresh leaves and flowers deck the deaa Seascms* 
The amorous birds now pair in every brake, [bier; 
And build their mossy homes in field and brere ; 
And the green lizard, and the golden snake. 
Like unimprisoned flames, out of Uieir trance awake. 



XIX. 



Through wood and stream and field and hill and 

Ocean, 
A quickening life from the Earth's heart has bnnt. 
As it has ever done, witli change and motion. 
From the great morning of the world when first 
God dawned on Chaos ; in its stream immersed. 
The lamps of Heaven flash with a softer light; 
All baser things pant with life's sacred thirst ; 
Diffuse themselves ; and spend in love's delight. 
The beauty and the joy of their renewed might. 



XX. 



The leprous corpse touched by this spirit tender. 
Exhales itself in flowers of gentle breath ; 
Like incarnations of the stars, when splendoor 
Is changed to fragrance, they illumine death. 
And mock the merry worm that wakes beneath ; 
Nought we know dit^. Shall that alone which knows 
Be as a sword consumed before the sheath 
By sightless lightning ! th' intense atom glows 
A moment, then is quenched in a most cold repose. 

XXT. 

Alas ! that all we loved of him should be. 
But for our grief, as if it had not lieen. 
And grief itself be mortal ! Woe is me ! 
Whence are we, and why are we ? of what scene 
The actors or spectators I Great and mean 
Meet massed in death, who lends wliat hfe must 

borrow. 
As long as skies are blue, and fields are green. 
Evening must usher night, night urge the morrow. 
Month follow month with woe, and year wake year 

to sorrow. 

xxn. 
Iff will awake no more, oh, never more ! 
" Wake thou," cried Mi8ery,"childlessMother,rwe 
Out of thy sleep, and slake, in thy heart's core, 
A wound more fierce than his tears and sighs." 
And all the Dreams that watched Urania's eyes, 
And all the echoes whom tlieir sister's song 
Had held in holy silence, cried, ** Arise !" 
Swift as a Thought by the snake Memory stung. 
From her ambrosial rest the fading Splendour 
sprung. 
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XXIII. 



She rose like an autumnal Night, that springs 
Out of the Elast, and follows wild and drear 
The golden Day, which, on eternal wings. 
Even as a ghost abandoning a bier. 
Has left the Elarth a corpse. Sorrow and fear 
So struck, so roused, so rapt, Urania, 
So saddened round her like an atmosphere 
Of stormy mist ; so swept her on her way, 
Even to the mournful plaice where Adonais lay. 



xxrv. 



Out of her secret Paradise she sped, [steel, 

Through camps and cities rough with stone, and 
And human hearts, which to her aery tread 
Yielding not, wounded the invisible 
Palms of her tender feet where'er they fell ; 
And barbed tongues, and thoughts more sharp than 
Rent the soft Form they never could repel, [they 
Whose sacred blood, like the young tears of May, 
Paved with eternal flowers that undeserving way. 



XXV. 



In the death-chamber for a moment Death, 
Shamed by the presence of that living Might, 
Blushed to annihilation, and the breath 
Revisited those lips, and life's pale light [delight. 
Flaslied through those limbs, so late her dear 
<' Leave me not wild and drear and comfortless. 
As silent lightning leaves the starless night ! 
Leave me not !" cried Urania : her distress 
Roused Death : Death rose and smiled, and met her 
vain caress. 



XXVI. 



^ Stay yet awhile ! speak to me once again ; 
Kiss me, so long but as a kiss may live ; 
And in my heartless breast and burning brain 
That word, that kiss shall all thoughts else survive. 
With food of saddest memory kept alive, 
Now thou art dead, as if it were a part 
Of thee, my Adonain ! 1 would give 
All that I am to be as thou now art. 

But I am chained to Time, and cannot thence depart ! 



XX vn. 



" gentle child, beautiful as thou wert, 
Why didst thou leave the trodden paths of men 
Too soon, and with weak hands though mighty heart 
Dare the unpasturcd dragon in his den I 
Defenceless as thou wert, oh ! where was then 
Wisdom the mirror'd shield, or scorn the spear ! 
Or hadst thou waited the full cycle, when 
Thy spirit should have filled its crescent sphere. 
The monsters of life*s waste had fled from thee like 
deer. 



XXVIII. 



** The herded wolves, bold only to pursue ; 
The obscene ravens, clamorous o'er the dead ; 
The vultures, to the conqueror's banner true. 
Who feed where Desolation first has fed, 
And whose wings rain contagion ; — how they fled, 
When, like Apollo, from his golden bow. 
The Pythian of the age one arrow sped 
And smiled ! — The spoilers tempt no second blow, 
They fawn on the proud feet that spurn them lying 
low. 



XXIX. 

^ The sun comes fortli, and many reptiles spawn ; 
He sets, and each ephemeral insect then 
Is gathered into death without a dawn, 

> And the immortal stars awake again ; 
So it is in the world of living men : 
A godlike mind soars forth, in its delight 
Making earth bare and veiling heaven, and when 
Itsinks, theswarms that dimmed orshared its light 

Leave to its kindred lamps the spirit's awful night." 



XXX. 

Thus ceased she uuid the mountain shepherds came, 
Their garlands sere, their magic mantlet rent ; 
The PUgrim of Eternity, whose fame 
Over his living head like Heaven is bent, 
An early bui enduring monument. 
Came, veiling all the lightnings of his song 
In sorrow ; from her wilds lerne sent 
The sweetest lyrist of her saddest wrong. 
And love taught grief to fall like music &om hm 
tongue. 

XXXI. 

'Midst others of less note, came one frail Fomiy 
A phantom among men, companionlees 
As the last cloud of an expiring storm. 
Whose Uiunder is its knell ; he, as I guess. 
Had gazed on Nature's naked loveliness, 
Actseon-like, and now he fled astray 
With feeble steps o'er the world's wilderness, ** 
And his own thoughts, along that rugged way. 
Pursued, like raging hounds, their father and their 
prey. 

xzxn. 
A pard-like Spirit beautiful and swift — 
A love in desolation masked ; — a Power 
Girt round with weakness ; — it can scarce uplift 
The weight of the superincumbent hour ; 
It is a dying lamp, a falling shower, 
A breaking billow ;— even whilst we speak 
Is it not broken t On the withering flower 
The killing sun smiles brightly : on a cheek 
The life can bum in blood, even while the heart 
may break. 

XXXIU. 

His head was bound with pansies over-blown. 
And faded violets, white, and pied, and blue ; 
And a light spear topped with a cypress cone. 
Round whose rude shaft dark ivy-tresses grew 
Yet dripping with the forest's noon-day dew. 
Vibrated, as the ever-beating heart 
Shook the weak hand that grasped it ; of th^ cr*w 
He came the last, neglected and apart ; 
A herd -abandoned deer,struckby the hunter's dart 

XXXIV. 

All stood aloof, and at his partial moan 
Smiled through their tears : well knew that gentle 
Who in another's fate now wept his own ; [band 
As in the accentsof an unknown land 
He sang new sorrow ; sad Urania scanned 
The Stranger's mien, and murmured : "Who art 
He answered not, but with a sudden hand [thou t" 
Made bare his branded and ensanguined brow. 
Which was like Cain's or Christ's. Oh I that it 
should be so ! 




What softer voice is hashed over the dead! 
Athwart what brow is that dark mantle thrown ? 
What form leans sadly o'er the white death-bed, 
In mockery of monumental stone, ' 

The heavy heart heaving without a moan t 
If it be he, who, gentlest of the wise, 
Taught, soothed, loved, honoured the departed one ; 
Let me not vex, with inharmonious sighs. 
The silence of that heart's accepted samfice. 



XXXTI. 



Our Adonais has drunk poison — oh ! 
What deaf and viperous murderer could crown 
Life's early cup with such a draught of woe f 
The nameless worm would now itself disown : 
It felt, yet could escape the magic tone 
Whose prelude held all envy, hate and wrong, 
But what was howling in one breast alone, 
Silent with expectation of the song. 
Whose master's hand is cold, whose silver lyre un- 
strung. 

XXXVII. 

Live thou, whose infamy is not thy fame ! 
Live I fear no heavier chastisement from me, 
Thou noteless blot on a remembered name ! 
But be thyself, and know thyself to be 1 
And ever at thy season be thou free 
To spill the venom when thy fangs o'erflow : 
Remorse and Self-contempt shall cling to thee ; 
Hot Shame shall bum upon thy secret brow. 
And like abeaten hound tremble thou shalt — as now. 



xxxnii. 
Nor let us weep that our delight is fled 
Far from these carrion-kites that scream below : 
He wakes or sleeps with the enduring dead ; 
Thou canst not soar where he is sitting now. 
Dust to the dust 1 but the pure spirit snail flow 
Back to the burning fountain whence it came, 
A portion of the Eternal, which must glow 
Through time and change, unqucnchably the same, 
Whilst thy cold embers choke the sordid hearth of 
shame. 

XXXIX. 

Peace, peace ! he is not dead, he doth not sleep — 
He hath awakened from the dream of life — 
'TIS we, who, lost in stormy visions, keep 
With phantoms an unprofl table strife, 
And in mad trance strike with our spirit's knife 
Invulnerable nothings — We decay 
Like corpses in a chamel ; fear and grief 
Convulse us and consume us day by day, 
And cold hopes swarm like worms within our living 
clay. 

XL. 

He has outsoared the shadow of our night ; 
Envy and calumny, and hate and pain, 
And that unrest which men miscall delight, 
Can touch him not and torture not again ; 
From the contagion of the world's slow stain 
He is secure, and now can never mourn 
A heart grown cold, a head grown grey in vain ; 
Nor, when the spirit's self has ceased to bum, 
With sparkless ashes load an unlameuted urn. 



xu. 



He Uvesy be wakes— 'tis I>eath is dead, not he ; 
Mourn not for Adonais. — Thou young Dawn, 
Tom all thy dew to ^lendour, for from tiies 
The spirit won lamentest is not gone ; 
Ye caverns and ye forests, cease to moan ! 
Cease ye faint flowers and fountains, and thoo Air, 
Which like a morning veil thy scarf hadst thrown 
O'er the abandoned EZarth, now leave it bars 
Even to the joyous stars which smfle on its deifiair I 



XLU. 



He is made one with Nature : there is heard 
His voice in all her music, from the moan 
Of thunder, to the song of night's sweet bird ; 
He is a presence to be felt and known 
In darkness and in light, from herb and stone. 
Spreading itself where'er that Power may move 
Which has withdrawn his being to its own ; 
Which wields the world with never wearied love. 
Sustains it from beneath, and kindles it above. 



xun. 



He is a portion of the loveliness 
Which once he made more lovely : he doth bear 
His part, while the one Spirit's plastic stress 
Sweeps through the dull dense world, compelling 
All new successions to the forms they wear [there 
Torturing th'unwilling dross that checks its flig|it 
To its own likeness, as each mass may bear ; 
And bursting in its beauty and its might 
From trees and beasts and men into the Heavens' 
light. 



XLIV. 



The splendours of the Armament of time 
May be eclipsed, but are extinguished not : 
Like stars to their appointed height they climb. 
And death is a low mist which cannot blot 
The brightness it may veil. When lofty thonght 
Lifts a young heart above its mortal lair. 
And love and life contend in it, for what 
Shall be its earthly doom, the dead live there. 
And move like winds of light on dark and stormy air. 



XLV. 



The inheritors of unfulfilled renown 
Rose from their thrones, built beyond mortal 
Far in the unapparent. Chatterton [thought. 
Rose pale, his solemn agony had not 
Yet faded from him ; Sidney, as he fought 
And as he fell and as he lived and loved. 
Sublimely mild, a Spirit without spot. 
Arose ; and Lucan, by his death approved ; 
Oblivion as they rose shrank like a thing reproved. 



XI. VI. 



And many more, whose names on Earth are dark. 
But whose transmitted eflluence cannot die 
So long as fire outlives the parent spark. 
Rose, robed in dazzling immortality. 
" Thou art become as one of us," they cry ; 
"It was for thee yon kingless sphere has long 
Swung blind in unasccndcd majesty. 
Silent alone amid a Heaven of Hong. 
Assume thy winged throne, thou Vesper of our 
thnmgl" 



xLvn. 
Who moiini8 for Adonais f oh come forth, 
Fond wretch ! and know thyself and him aright. 
Clasp with thy panting soul the pendulous Eaxth ; 
As from a centre, dart thy spirit's light 
Beyond all worlds, until its spacious might 
Satiate the void circumference : then shrink 
Even to a point within our day and night ; 
And keep thy heart light, lest it make thee sink 
^hen hope has kindled hope, and lured thee to the 
brink. 

xLvm. 

Or go to Rome, which is the sepulchre. 
Oh, not of him, but of our joy : 'tis nought 
That ages, empires, and religions, there 
Lie buried in the ravage they have wrought ; 
For such as he can lend, — they borrow not 
Glory from those who made the world their prey ; 
And he is gathered to the kings of thought 
Who waged contention with their times' decay. 
And of the past are all that cannot pass away. 

xux. 
Go thou to Rome, — at once the Paradise, 
The griive, the city, and the wilderness : 
And where its wrecks like shattered mountains rise. 
And flowering weeds, and fragrant copses dress 
The bones of Desolation's nakedness 
Pass, till the Spirit of the spot shall lead 
Thy footsteps to a slope of green access. 
Where, like an infant s smile, over the dead 
A light of laughing flowersalongthe grass is spread. 



And grey walls moulder round, on which dull Time 
Feeds, like slow fire u)K)n a hoary brand ; 
And one keen pyramid with wedge sublime. 
Pavilioning the dust of him who planned 
This refuge for his memory, doth stand 
Like flame transformed to marble ; and beneath 
A field is spread, on which a newer band 
Have pitched in Heaven's smile their camp of death. 
Welcoming him we lose with scarce extinguished 
breath. 

u. 
Here pause : these graves are all too young as yet 
To have outgrown uie sorrow which consigned 
Its charge to each ; and if the seal is set. 
Here, on one fountain of a mourning mind. 



Break it not thou ! too surely shalt thou find 
Thine own well full, if thou retumest home. 
Of tears and gall. From the world's bitter wind 
Seek shelter in the shadow of the tomb. 
What Adonais is, why fear we to become f 



ui. 



The One remains, the many change and pass ; 
Heaven'slight for ever shines,£arUi's shadows fly; 
Life, like a dome of nuiny-coloured glass, 
Stains the white radiance of Eternity, 
Until Death tramples it to fragments. — Die, 
If thou wouldst be with that which thou dost 

seek ! 
Follow where all is fled ! — Rome's azure sky. 
Flowers, ruins, statues, music, words are weak 
The glory they transfuse with fitting truth to speak. 



LTIL 



Why linger, why turn back, why shrink, my 

Heart! 
Thy hopes are gone before : from all things here 
They have depfurted ; thou shouldst now depart ! 
A light is past from the revolving year. 
And mkn, and woman ; and what still is dear 
Attracts to crush, repels to make thee wither. 
The soft sky smiles, — the low wind whispers near : 
'Tis Adonais calls ! oh, hasten thither. 
No more let LifedividewhatDeath can join together. 



LTV. 



That light whose smile kindles the Universe, 
That Beauty in which all things work and move. 
That Benediction which the eclipsing Curse 
Of birth can quench not, that sustaining Love 
Which through the web of being blindly wove 
By man and beast and earth and air and sea. 
Bums bright or dim, as each are mirrors of 
The fire for which all thirst, now beams on me. 
Consuming the last clouds of cold mortality. 



LV. 



The breath whose might I have invoked in song 
Descends on me ; my spirit's bark is driven 
Far from the shore, far from the trembling throng 
Whose sails were never to the tempest given ; 
The massy earth and sphered skies are riven I 
I am borne darkly, fearfully afar ; 
Whilst burning through the inmost veil of Heaven, 
The soul of Adonais, like a star. 
Beacons from the abode where the Eternal are. 
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POEMS WRITTEN IN 1821. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



TO E*** ¥•*•. 



Madonna, wherefore hast ihou tent to me 

Sweet^basil and mignionette t 
Embleming love and health, which never yet 
In the same wreath might be. 

Alas, and they are wet ! 
Is it with thy kisses or thy tears ! 

For never rain or dew 

Such fragrance drew 
From plant or flower — the very doubt endears 

My sadness ever new, 
The sighs I breathe, the tears I shed for thee. 

March, Ittl. 



TIME. 



Unfathomable Sea ! whose waves are years. 
Ocean of Time, whose waters of deep woe 

Are brackish with the salt of human tears ! 

Thou shoreless flood, which in thy ebb and flow 

('laKpi'st the limits of mortality ! 

And sick of prey, yet howling on for more, 

Vomitest thy wrecks on its inhospitable shore ; 

Treacherous in calm, and terrible in storm. 
Who shall put forth on thee. 
Unfathomable Sea ? 



FROM THE ARABIC. 

AN IMITATION. 



My faint spirit was sitting in the light 

Of thy looks, my love ; 
It panted for thee like the hind at noon 

For the brooks, my love. 
Thy barb, whose hoofs outspeed the tempest's flight. 

Bore thee far from nic ; 
My heart» for my weak feet were weary soon. 

Did companion thee. 

Ah ! fleeter far than fleetest storm or steed. 

Or the death they hear, 
The heart which tender thought clothes like a dove 

With the wings of care ; 
In Uie battle, in the darkness, in the need. 

Shall mine cling to thee, 
^claim one smile for all the comfort, love. 

It may bring to thee. 




TO NIGHT. 



Swiftly walk over the western wave. 

Spirit of Night I 
Out of the misty eastern cave. 
Where all the long and lone daylight, 
Tliou wovest dreams of joy and fear. 
Which make thee terrible and dear, — 

Swift be thy flight 1 

Wrap thy form in a mantle grey. 

Star-inwrought 1 
Blind with thine hair the eyes of day. 
Kiss her until she be wearied out. 
Then wander o'er city, and sea, and land. 
Touching all with thine opiate wand*- 

Ck>me, k>ng-sought ! 

When I arose and saw the dawn, 

I sighed for thee ; 
When light rode high, and the dew was gone. 
And noon lay heavy on flower and tree. 
And the weary Day turned to his rest, 
Lingering like an unloved guest, 

I sighed for thee. 

Thy brother Death came, and cried, 

Wouldst thou me ! 
Thy sweet child Sleep, the filmy-eyed. 

Murmured Uke a noon-tide bee. 
Shall I nestle near thy side ! 
Wouldst thou me I — And I replied. 
No, not thee ! 

Death will come when tliou art dead. 

Soon, too soon — 
Sleep will come when thou art fled ; 
Of neither would I ask the boon 
I ask of thee, beloved Night — 
Swift be thine approaching flight. 

Come soon, soon ! 



TO 



Music, when soft voices die. 
Vibrates in the memory — 
Odours, wiieii sweet violets sicken, 
Live within the sense they quicken. 

Rose leaves, when the rose is dead. 
Are heape<l for the beloved's bed ; 
And so thy thoughts, when thou art gone. 
Love itself sliall slumber on. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 
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MUTABILITY. 
i 

The flower that smiles to-day 

To-morrow dies ; 
All that we wish to stay, 

Tempts and then flies ; 
What is this world's delight f 
Lightning that mocks the night. 
Brief even as bright. 

Virtue, how fraU it is ! 

Friendship too rare I 
Love, how it sells poor bliss 

For proud despair ! 
But we, though soon they fidl. 
Survive their joy and all 
Which ours we call. 

Whilst skies are blue and bright, 
Whilst flowers are gay, 

Whilst eyes that change ere night 
Make glad the day ; 

Whilst yet the calm hours creep, 

Dream thou — and from thy sleep 

Then wake to weep. 



THE FUGITIVES. 



I. 



The waters are flashing. 
The white hail is dashing. 
The lightnings are glancmg. 
The hoar-spray \a dancing — 
Away ! 

The whirlwind is rolling. 
The thunder is tolling. 
The forest is swinging, 
The minster bells ringing — 
Come away ! 

The Earth \b like Ocean, 
Wreck-strewn and in motion : 
Bird, beast, man, and worm. 
Have crept out of the storm — 
Come away ! 



u. 

<< Our boat has one sail. 
And the helmsman is pale ; — 
A bold pilot I trow. 
Who should follow us now," — 
Shouted He — 

And she cried : " Ply the oar ; 
Put ofl" gaily from shore !" — 
As she s]>oke, bolts of death 
Mixed with hiul, specked their path 
O'er the sea. 



And from isle, tower, and rock. 
The blue beacon-cloud broke. 
Though dumb in the blast. 
The TCd cannon flashed fast 
From the lee. 



in. 

^ And fear'st thou, and fear'st thou ! 
And 8ee*st thou, and hear*st thou ! 
And drive we not free 
O'er the terrible sea, 
I and thou t" 

One boat-doak did cover 
The loved and the lover — 
Their blood beats one measure. 
They murmur proud pleasure 
* Soft and low ; — 

While around the lashed Ocean, 
Like mountains in motion. 
Is withdrawn and uplifted. 
Sunk, shattered, and shifted. 
To and fro. 



nr. 

In the court of the fortress 
Beside the pale portress. 
Like a blood-hound well beaten 
The bridegroom stands, eaten 
By sbune ; 

On the topmost watch-turret, 
As a deatn-boding spirit. 
Stands the grey tyrant &ther. 
To his voice the mad weather 
Seems tame ; 

And with curses as wild 
As e'er cling to child. 
He devotes to the blast 
The best, loveliest, and last, 
Of his name I 



LINES. 



Fab, far away, O ye 
Halcyons of memory ! 
Seek some utr calmer nest 
Than this abandoned breast ; — 
No news of your fiUse spring 
To my heart's winter bring ; 
Once having gone, in vain 
Ye come again. 

Vultures, who build your bowers 
High in the Future's towers, 
Withered hopes on hopes are spread. 
Dying joys choked by the dead. 
Will serve your beaks for prey 
Many a day. 
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POEMS WRITTEN IN 1821. 



TO 



Mine eyes were dim with tears unshed ; 

Yes, I was firm — thus wert not thou ; — 
My baJffled looks did fear yet dread 

To meet thy looks — I could not know 
How anxiously they sought to shine 
With soothing pity upon mine. 

To sit and curb the souPs mute rage 
Which preys upon itself alone ; 

To curse the life which is the cage 
Of fettered grief that dares not groan^ 

Hiding from many a careless eye 

The scorned load of agony. 

Whilst thou alone, then not regarded. 
The [ ] thou alone should be, 

To spend years thus, and be rewarded. 
As thou, sweet love, requited me 

When none were near — Oh I I did wake 

From torture for that moment's sake. 

• 

Upon my heart thy accents sweet 
Of peace and pity fell like dew 

On flowers half deiid ; — thy lips did meet 
Mine tremblingly ; thy dark eyes threw 

Their soft persuasion on my brain, 

Charming away its dream of pain. 

We are not happy, sweet ! our state 
Is stranG^e and full of doubt and fear ; 

More need of wonls that ills abate ;— 
Reserve or censure come not near 

Our sacred friendship, lest there be 

No solace left for thou and me. 

Gentle and good and mild thou art. 

Nor can I live if thou appear 
Aught but thyself, or turn thine heart 

Away from me, or stoop to wear 
The mask of scorn, although it be 
To hide the love thou feel'st for me. 



SONG. 



Rarely, rarely, comest thou. 

Spirit of Delight ! 
Wherefore ha«t thou left me now 

Many a day and night ? 
Many a weary night and day 
'Tis since thou art fled away. 

How shall ever one like me 

Win thee back again ? 
With the joyous and the free 

Thou wilt scoff at pain. 
Spirit false ! thou hast forgot 
All but those who need thee not. 



As a lizard with the shade 

Of a trembling leaf. 
Thou with sorrow art dismayed ; 

Even the sighs of grief 
Reproach thee, that thou art not 
And reproach thou wilt not hear. 



Let me set my mournful ditty 

To a merry measure. 
Thou wilt never come for pity. 

Thou wilt come for pleasure. 
Pity then* will cut away 
Those cruel wings, and thou wilt stay. 

I love all that thou lovest. 

Spirit of Delight ! 
The fresh Earth in new leaves drest. 

And the starry night ; 
Autumn evening, and the mom 
When the golden mists are bom. 

I love snow, and all the forms 

Of the radiant frost : 
I love waves, and winds, and storma, 

Every thing almost ' 
Which is Nature's, and may be 
Untainted by man's,misery. 

I love tranquil solitude. 

And such society 
As is quiet, ynae, and good ; 

Between thee and me 
What difference t but thou dost poesei 
The things I seek, not love them less. 

I love Love — though he has wings, 

And like light can flee, 
But, above all other things. 

Spirit, I love thee — 
Thou art love and life ! O come. 
Make once more my heart thy home. 



TO 



When passion's trance is overpast, 
If tenderness and truth could last 
Or live, whilst all wild feelings keep 
Some mortal slumber, dark and deep, 
I should not weep, I should not weep ! 

It were enough to feel, to see 

Thy soft eyes gazing tenderly. 

And dream the rest — and bum and be 

The secret food of fires unseen, 

Couldst thou but be as thou hast been. 

After the slumber of the year 
The woodland violets re-appear ; 
All things revive in field or grove. 
And sky and sea, but two, which move. 
And for all others, life and love. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



2»6 



LINES 

WRITTEN ON HEARING THE NEWS OP THE DEATH OF 

NAPOLEON. 



What I alive and so bold, O Earth ! 

Art thou not over-bold t 
What ! leapest thou forth as of old 

In the light of thy morning mirth, 
The last of the flock of the starry fold ! 
Ha ! leapest thou forth as of old f 
Are not the limbs still when the ghost is fled, 
And canst thou more. Napoleon being dead t 

How I is not thv quick heart cold t 

What spark is alive on thy hearth ! 
How ! is not his death-knell knolled t 

And livest ifMu still, Mother Earth ! 
Thou wert warming thy fingers old 
O'er the embers covered and cold 
Of that most fiery spirit, when it fled — 
What, Mother, do you laugh now he is dead ! 

^ Who has known me of old,'' replied Earth, 

" Or who has my story told ! 
It is thou who art over bold." 

And the lightning of scorn laughed forth 
As she sung, ^ To my bosom I fold 
All my sons when their knell is knolled. 
And so with living motion all are fed. 
And the quick spring like weeds out of the dead. 

** Still alive and still bold,** shouted Earth, 
« I grow bolder, and still more bold. 

The dead fill me ten thousandfold 

Fuller of speed, and splendour, and mirth ; 

I was cloudy, and sullen and cold. 

Like a frozen chaos uprolled, 

Till by the spirit of the mighty dead 

My heart grew warm. I feed on whom I fed. 

^ Ay, alive and still bold," muttered Earth, 

" Napoleon's fierce spirit rolled, 
In terror, and blood, and gold, 

A torrent of ruin to death from his birth. 
Leave the millions who follow to mould 
The metal before it be cold, 
And weave into his shame, which like the dead 
Shrouds me, the hopes that from his glory fled." 



A FRAGMENT. 



As a violet's gentle eye 

Gazes on the azure sky. 
Until its hue grows like what it beholds ; 

As a grey and empty mist 

Lies like solid Amethyst, 
Over the western mountain it enfolds. 

When the sunset sleeps 
Upon its snow. 

As a strain of sweetest sound 
Wraps itself the wind around, 

Until the voiceless wind be music too ; 
As aught dark, vain and dull. 
Basking in what is beautiful. 

Is full of light and love. 



GINEVRA.* 



Wild, pale, and wonder-stricken, even as one 
Who staggers forth into the air and sun 
From the dark chamber of a mortal fever, 
Bewildered, and incapable, and ever 
Fancying strange comments in her dizzy brain 
Of usual shapes, till the familiar train 
Of objects and of persons passed like things 
Strange as a dreamer's mad imaginings, 
Ginevra from the nuptial altar went ; 
The vows to which her lips had sworn anent 
Rung in her brain still with a jarring din. 
Deafening the lost intelligence within. 

And so she moved under the bridal veil. 
Which made the paleness of her cheek more pale. 
And deepened the faint crimson of her mouth. 
And darkened her dark locks, as moonlight doth, — 
And of the gold and jewels glittering there 
She scarce felt conscious, — ^but the weary glare 
Lay like a chaos of unwelcome light, 
Vexing the sense with gorgeous undelight. 
A moonbeam in the shadow of a cloud 
Was less heavenly fair — her face was bowed. 
And as she passed, the diamonds in her hair 
Were mirrored in the polished marble stair 
Which led from the cathedral to the street ; 
And even as she went her light fair feet 
Erased these images. 

The bride-maidens who round her thronging came, 
Some with a sense of self-rebuke and shame, 
Envying the unenviable ; and others 
Malung the joy which should have been another's 
Their own by sentle sympathy ; and some 
Sighinff to think of an unhappy home ; 
Some few admiring what can ever lure 
Maidens to leave the heaven serene and pure 
Of parents' smiles for life's great cheat ; a thing 
Bitter to taste, sweet in imagining. 

But they are all dispersed — and lo ! she stands 
Looking in idle grief on her white hands. 
Alone within the garden now her own ; 
And through the sunny air, with jangling tone, 
The music of the merry marriage-beUs, 
Killing the azure silence, sinks and swells ; — 
Absoroed like one within a dream who dr^uns 
That he is dreaming, until slumber seems 
A mockery of itself — when suddenly 
Antonio stood before her, pale as she. 
With agony, with sorrow, and with pride. 
He lift^ his wan eyes upon the bride. 
And said — " Is this thy faith ? " and then as one 
Whose sleeping face is stricken by the sun ' 
With light like a harsh voice, which bids him rise 
And look upon his day of life with eyes 
Which weep in vain that they can droam no more, 
Ginevra saw her lover, and forbore 
To shriek or faint, and checked the stifling blood 
Rushing upon her heart, and unsubdued 
Said — ^* Friend, if earthly violence or ill. 
Suspicion, doubt, or the tyrannic will 

* Thin fragment is part of a poem whieh Shdley intended 
to write, founded ona story to be found in the ibvt volnns 
of a book entitled «« L* Osservatore Fioreatino.** 



Of parents, chance, or custom, time, or change, 

Or circumstance, or terror, or revenge, 

Or wildered looks, or words, or evil speech. 

With all their stings and veoom, can impeach 

Our love, — we love not: — if the grave, which hides 

The victim from the tyrant, and divides 

The cheek that whitens from the eyes that dart 

Imperious inquisition to the heart 

That is another's, could dissever ours. 

We lov6 not." — " What J do not the silent hours 

Beckon thee to Gherardi*s bridal bed ! 

Is not that ring" a pledge, he would have said. 

Of broken vows, but she with patient look 
The golden circle from her finger took. 
And said — " Accept this token of my faith. 
The pledge of vows to be absolved by death ; 
And I am dead or shall be soon — my knell 
Will mix its music with that merry bell ; 
Does it not sound as if they sweetly said, 
* We toll a corpse out of the marriage bed ?* 
The flowers upon my bridal chamber strewn 
Will serve unfaded for my bier— so soon 
That even the dying violet will not die 
Before Ginevra." The strong fantasy 
Had made her accents weaker and more weak. 
And quenched the crimson life upon her cheek. 
And glazed her eyes, and spread an atmosphere 
Round her, which chilled the burning noon with 

fear. 
Making her but an image of the thought. 
Which, like a prophet or a shadow, brought 
News of the terrors of the coming time. 
Like an accuser branded with the crime 
He would have cast on a beloved friend, 
Whose dying eyes reproach not to the end 
The pale betrayer — he then with vain repentance 
Would share, he cannot now avert, the sentence — 
Antonio stood and would have spoken, when 
The compound voice of women and of men 
Was heard approachinjj ; he retired, while she 
Was led amid the admiring company 
Back to the palace, — and her maidens soon 
Changed her attire for the afternoon. 
And left her at her own request to keep 
' An hour of (juiet and rest : — like one asleep 
With open eyes and folded hands she lay, 
Pale in the light of the declining day. 

Meanwhile the day sinks fast, the sun is set, 
And in the lighted hall the guests are met ; 
The beautiful looked lovelier in the light 
Of love, and admiration, and delight, 
Reflected from a thousand hearts and eyea 
Kindling a momentary Paradise. 
This crowd is safer than the silent wood. 
Where love's own doubts disturb the solitude ; 
On frozen hearts the fiery rain of wine 
Falls, and the dew of music more divine 
TemjH'rs the d(H»p emotions of the time 
To Hjtirits cradled in a sunny clime : — 
How many meet, who never yet have met, 
To part tcK) soon, but never to forget I 
How many saw the beauty, power, and wit 
Of h»oks and words which neVr enchanted yet ! 
But life's familiar veil was now withdrawn. 
As the world leaps before an earthquake's dawn. 
And un])roj)hetic of the coming hours. 
The matin winds fi*om the ex[)anded fiowers 
Scatter their hoanled ineense, and awaken 
The earth, until the dewy sleep is shaken 



From every living heart which it poaseases. 
Through seas and winds, cities and wildemeflses, 
As if the future and the past were all 
Treasured i'the instant ; — so Gherardi's hall 
Laughed in the mirth of its lord's festival. 
Till some one asked — "Where is the Bride !" And 
A bride's-maid went, and ere she came again [then 
A silence fell upon the guests — a pause 
Of expectation, as when beauty awes 
All hearts with its approach, though unbeheld ; 
Then wonder, and then fear that wonder quelled ; — 
For whispers passed from mouth to car which drew 
The colour from the hearer's cheeks, and flew 
Louder and swifter round the company ; 
And then Gherardi entered with an eye 
Of ostentatious trouble, and a crowd 
Surrounded him, and some were weeping loud. 

They found Ginevra dead ! if it be death. 
To lie without motion, or pulse, or breath. 
With waxen cheeks, and limbs cold, stiff, and white. 
And open eyes, whose fixed and glassy light 
Mocked at the speculation they had owned. 
If it be death, when there is felt around 
A smell of clay, a pale and icy ghtre. 
And silence, and a sense that lifts the hair 
From the scalp to the ankles, as it were 
Corruption from the spirit passing forth. 
And giving all it shrouded to the earth. 
And leaving as swift lightning in its flight 
Ashes, and smoke, and darkness : in our night 
Of thought we know thus much of death, — no more 
Than the unborn dream of our life before 
Their barks are wrecked on its inhospitable shore. 
The marriage feast and its solemnity 
Was turned to funeral pomp — the company. 
With heavy hearts and looks, broke up ; nor they 
Who loved the dead went weeping on their way 
Alone, but sorrow mixed with sad 8urj)rise 
Loosened the springs of pity in all eyes. 
On which that form, whose fate they weep in vain. 
Will never, thought they, kindle smiles again. 
The lam])S which, half extinguished in their haste, 
Gleamed few and faint o'er the abandoned feast. 
Showed as it were within the vaulted room 
A cloud of sorrow hanging, as if gloom 
Had passed out of men's minds into the air. 
Some few yet stood ai'ound Gherardi there. 
Friends and relations of the dead, — and he, 
A loveless man, accepted torpidly 
The consolation that he wanted not. 
Awe in the place of grief within him wrought. 
Their whispers made the solenm silence seem 
More still — some wept, [ ] 

Some melted into ttfars without a sob. 
And some with hearts that might be heard to throb 
Leant on the table, and at internals 
Shuddered to hear through the deserted halls 
And corridors the thrilling shrieks which came 
U[M)ii the bi-eeze of night, that shook the flame 
Of every torch and taper as it swept 
From out the chanil)er where the women kept ; — 
Their tears fell on the dear companion cold 
Of pleasures now departeil ; then was knolled 
The bell of death, and soon the priests arrived. 
And finding death their |>enitent had shrived. 
Returned like ravens fnmi a corpse whereon 
A vulture has just feasted to the bone. 
And then the mouniuig women came. — 




THE DIRGE. 



Old winter waa gone 
In his weakness back to the mountains hoar^ 

And the spring came down 
From the planet that hovers upon the shore 
Where the sea of sunligfit encroaches 
On the limita(of wintry night ; — 
If the land, and the air, and the sea, 
Rejoice not when spring approaches, 
We did^not rejoice in thee, 

Ginevra I 

She is still, she is cold 

On the bridal couch, 
One step to the white death-bed. 

And one to the bier. 
And one to the chamel — and one. Oh where! 

The dark arrow fled 

In the noon. 

Ere the sun through heaven once more has rolled. 
The rats in her heart 
Will have made their nest. 
And the worms be alive in her golden hair ; 
While the spirit that guides the sun 
Sits throned in his flaming chair. 
She shall sleep. 



EVENING. 

PONTE A MARE, PISA. 



The sun is set ; tlie swallows are asleep ; 

The bats are flitting fast in the grey air ; 
The slow soft toads out of damp comers creep ; 

And evening's breath, wandering here and there 
Over the quivering surface of the stream, 
Wakes not one ripple from its summer dream. 

There are no dews on the dry grass to-night, 
Nor damp within the shadow of the trees ; 

The wind is intermitting, dry, and light ; 
And in the inconstant motion of the breeze 

The dust and straws are driven up and down. 

And whirled about the pavement of the town. 

Within the surface of the fleeting river 
The wrinkled image of the city lay, 

Igimoveably unquiet, and for ever 
It trembles, but it never fades away ; 

Go to the [ ^ ] 

You, being changed, will find it then as now. 

The chasm in which the sun has sunk, is shut 
By darkest barriers of enormous cloud, 

Like mountain over mountain huddled — but 
Growing and movin<; upwards in a crowd. 

And over it a space of watery blue. 

Which the keen evening star is shining through. 



TO-MORROW. 



Where art thou, beloved To-morrow ? 

When young and old, and strong and weak. 
Rich and poor, through joy and sorrow. 

Thy sweet smiles we ever seek, — 
In thy place — ah I well-a-day I 
We find the thing we fled— To-day. 



A BRIDAL SONG. 

The golden gates of sleep unbar 

Where strength and beauty met together. 
Kindle their image like a star 

In a sea of glassy weather. 
Night, with all thy stars look down^ — 

Darkness, weep thy holiest dew, — 
Never smiled the inconstant moon 

On a pair so true. 
Let eyes not see their own delight ; — 
Haste, swift Hour, and thy flight 
Oft renew. 

Fairies, sprites, and angels, keep her ! 

Holy stars, permit no wrong ! 
And return to wake the sleeper, 

Dawn, — ere it be long. 
joy ! O fear ! what will be done 

In the absence of the sun ! 
Come along ! 



A LAMENT. 



Swifter far than summer's flight, 
Swifter far than youth's delight. 
Swifter far than happy night. 

Art thou come and gone : 
As the earth when leaves are dead. 
As the night when sleep is sped. 
As the heart when joy is fled, 

I am left lone, alone. 

The swallow Summer comes again. 
The owlet Night resumes her reign. 
But the wild swan Youth is fain 

To fly with thee, false as thou. 
My heart each day desires the morrow. 
Sleep itself is turned to sorrow. 
Vainly would my winter borrow 

Sunny leaves from any bongh. 

Lilies for a bridal bed, 
Roses for a matron's head, 
Violets for a maiden dead, 

Pansies let my flowers be : 
On the living grave I bear, 
Scatter them without a tear. 
Let no friend, however dear. 

Waste one hope, one fear for mC 
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POEMS WRITTEN IN 1821. 



T 



THE BOAT, 

ON THE 8ERCHI0. 



Our boat is asleep on Sercbio's stream, 
Its sails are folded like tboughts in a dream, 
Tbe helm sways idly, hither and thither ; 
Dominic, the boat-man, has brought the mast. 
And the oars and the sails ; but ^is sleeping fast. 
Like a beast, unconscious of its tether. 

The stars burnt out in the pale blue air, 

And the thin white moon lay withering there, 

To tower, and cavern, and rift, and tree. 

The owl and the bat fled drowsily. 

Day had kindled the dewy woods 

And the rocks above and the stream below. 

And the vapours in their multitudes. 

And the Apennines' shroud of summer snow, 

And cloth^ with light of aery gold 

The mists in their eastern caves uprolled. 

Day had awakened all things that be. 
The lark and the thrush and the swallow free ; 
And the milkmaid's song and the mower's scythe, 
And the matin-bell and the mountain bee : 
Fire-flies were quenched on the dewy com, 
Glow-worms went out on the river's brim. 
Like lamps which a student forgets to trim : 
The beetle forgot to wind his horn, 
The crickets were still in the meadow and hill : 
Like a flock of rooks at a farmer's gun. 
Night's dreams and terrors, every one, 
Fled from the brains which are their prey, 
From the lamp's death to the morning ray. 

All rose to do the task He set to each, 
Who shaped us to his ends and not our own ; 
The million rose to learn, and one to teach 
What none yet ever knew or can be known. 

And many rose 
Whose woe w^as such that fear became desire ; — 
Melchior and Lionel were not among those ; 
They from the throng of men had stepped aside. 
And made their home under the green hill side. 
It was that hill, whose intervening brow 
Screens Lucca from the Pisan's envious eye, 
Which the circumfluous plain waving below, 
Like a wide lake of green fertility. 
With streams and flelds and marshes bare, 
Divides from the far Apennines — which lie 
Islanded in the inuneasurable air. 

" W^hat think you, as she lies in her green cove, 

Our little sleeping boat is dreaminpf of ? 

If morning dreams are true, why I should guess 

That she was dreaming of our idleness, 

And of the miles of watery way 

We should have led her by this time of day." — 



.« Never mind," said Lionel, 




<* Give care to the winds, they can bear it well 
About yon poplar tops ; and sec ! 
The white clouds are driving merrily, 
And the stars we miss this mom will light 
** ~ willingly our return to-night. 



List, my dear fellow, the breeze blows £ur ; 
How it scatters Dominic's long black hair ! 
Singing of us, and our lazy motions. 
If I can guess a boat's emotions." — 

The chain is loosed, the sails are i^nread. 

The living breath is fresh behind. 

As, with dews and sunrise fed. 

Comes the laughing morning wind ; — 

The sails are Ml, uie boat makes head 

Against the Serchio's torrent fierce. 

Then flags with intermitting course, 

And hangs upon the wave. 

Which fervid from its mountain source 

Shallow, smooth, and strong, doth come, — 

Swift as fire, tempestuously 

It sweeps into the affrighted sea ; 

In morning's smile its eddies coil. 

Its billows sparkle, toss, and boil. 

Torturing all its quiet light 

Into columns fierce and bright 

The Serchio, twisting forth 
Between the marble barriers which it clove 
At Rip^ratta, leads through the dread chasm 
The wave that died the death which lovers lore. 
Living in what it sought ; as if this spasm 
Had not yet past, the toppling mountains ding. 
But the clear stream in full enthusiasm 
Pours itself on the plain, until wanderine, 
Down one clear path of effluence ciystaUiiie 
Sends its clear waves, that they may fling 
At Amo's feet tribute of com and wine : 
Then, through the pestilential deserts wild 
Of tangled marsh and woods of stunted fir. 
It rushes to the Ocean. 

Juip, 1821. 



THE AZIOLA. 



" Do you not hear the Aziola cry ! 
Methinks she must be nigh," 

Said Mar}', as we sate 
In dusk, ere the stars were lit, or candles brought; 

And I, who thought 
This Aziola was some tedious woman, 

Asked, " Who is AzioU I" How elate 
I felt to know that it was nothing human. 

No mockery of myself to fear and hate ! 

And Mary saw my soul, 
And laughed and said, ^ Disquiet yourself not, 

'Tis nothing but a little downy owl." 

Sad Aziola ! manv an eventide 

Thy music I had heard 
By wood and stream, meadow and mountain side. 
And fields and marshes wide, — 

Such as nor voice, nor lute, n8r wind, nor bird. 

The soul ever stirred ; 
Unlike and far sweeter than they all : 
Sad Aziola ! from that moment I 
Loved thee and thy sad cry. 



A FRAGMENT. 



Thet were two cousins, almost like two twins, 
Except that from the catalogue of sins 
Nature had razed their love — which could not be 
But by dissevering their nativity. 
And so they grew together, like two flowers 
Upon one stem, which the same beams and showers 
Lull or awaken in their purple prime. 
Which the same hand wUl gather — the same clime 
Shake with decay. This fair day smiles to see 
All those who love, — and who ever loved like thee, 
Fiordispina f Scarcely Ckwimo, 
Within whose bosom and whose brain now glow 
The ardours of a vision which obscure 
The very idol of its portraiture ; 
He faints, dissolved into a sense of love ; 
But thou art as a planet sphered above, 
But thou art Love itself — ^ruling the motion 
Of his subjected spirit— such emotion 
Must end in sin or sorrow, if sweet May 
Had not brought forth this mom — your wedding- 
day. 



TO 



One word is too ofien profaned 

For me to profane it. 
One feeling too falsely disdained 

For thee to disdain it. 
One hope is too like despair 

For prudence to smother. 
And Pity from thee more dear 
. Than that from another. 

I can give not what men call love. 

But wilt thou accept not 
The worship the heart lifts above 

And the Heavens reject not: 
The desire of the moth for the star, 

Of the night for the morrow, 
The devotion to something afar 

From the sphere of our sorrow ! 



GOOD-NIGHT, -h 



GooD-NioHT T ah ! no ; the hour is ill 
Which severs those it should unite ; 

Let us remain together still. 
Then it will be good night. 

How can I call the lone night good. 
Though thy sweet wishes wing its flight! 

Be it not said, thought, understood, 
Then it will be good night 

To hearts which near each other move 
From evening close to morning light, 

The night is good ; because, my love. 
They never tay good-night 



LINES TO AN INDIAN AIR. 



I A&isE from dreams of thee 
In the first sweet sleep of night, 
When the winds are breathing low. 
And the stars are shining bright 
I arise from dreams of thee, 
And a spirit in my feet 
Has led me — ^who knows how I 
To thy chamber window, sweet ! 

The wandering airs they fitint 
On the dark, &e silent stream — 
The champak odours fail 
Like sweet thoughts in a dream ; 
The nightingale's complaint, 
It dies upon her heart, 
As I must die on thine, 
O beloved as thou art ! 

lift me from the grass ! 

1 die, I faint, I fail I 

Let thy love in kisses rain 
On my lips and eyelids pale. 
My cheek is cold and white, alas ! 
My heart beats loud and fast. 
Oh ! press it close to thine again. 
Where it will break at last 



MUSIC. 



I PANT for the music which is divine. 
My heart in its thirst is a dying flower ; 

Pour forth the sound like enchanted wine, 
Loosen the notes in a silver shower ; 

Like a herbless plain for the gentle rain, 

I gasp, I faint, till they wake again. 

Let me drink of the spirit of that sweet sound, 
More, O more ! — I am thirsting yet. 

It loosens the serpent which care has bound 
Upon my heart, to stifle it ; 

The dissolving strain, through every vein, 

Passes into my heart and brain. 

As the scent of a violet withered up. 
Which grew by the brink of a silver lake. 

When the hot noon has drained its dewy cup. 
And mist there was none its thirst to sUke — 

And the violet lay dead while the odour flew 

On the wings of the wind o'er the waters blue — 

As one who drinks from a charmed cup 
Of foaming, and sparkling, and murmuring vrine. 

Whom, a mighty Enchantress filling up. 
Invites to love with her kiss divine. 
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POEMS WRITTEN IN 1821. 



TO 



I. 



The serpent is shut out from paradise. 

The wounded deer most seek the herb no more 

In which its heart-cure lies : 
The \tidowcd dove must cease to haunt a bower, 
Like that from which its mate with feigned sighB 

Fled in the April hour. 
I too, must seldom seek again 
Near happy friends a mitigated pain. 



n. 



Of hatred I am proud^ — with scorn content ; 
Indifference, that once hurt me, now is grown 

Itself indifferent. 
But, not to speak of love, pity alone 
Can break a spirit already more than bent. 

The miserable one 
Turns the mind's poison into food, — 
Its medicine is teiurs, — its evil good. 



III. 



Therefore if now I see you seldomer, 

Dear friends, dear /riem/ / know that I only fly 

Your looks because they stir 
Grriefo that should sleep, and hopes that cannot die: 
The very comfort that they minister 

I scarce can bear ; yet I, 
So deeply is the arrow ^ne. 
Should quickly perish if it were withdrawn. 

tv. 
When I return to my cold home, you ask 
Why I am not as I have ever been ! 

Vou spoil me for the task 
Of acting a forced part on life's dull scene. — 
Of wearmg on my brow the idle mask 

C>f author, great or mean, 
In the world's CamivaL I sought 
Peace thus, and but in you I found it not 

V. 

Full half an hour, to-day, I tried my lot 
With various flowers, and every one still said, 

** She loves me, loves me not *." 

And if this meant a vision long since fled — 
If it meant fortune, fame, or peace of thought — 

If it meant — but I dread 
To speak what you may know too well : 
Still there was truth in the sad oracle. 

VI. 

The crane o*er seas and forests seeks her h(»ne ; 
No bird so wild, but has its quiet nest. 

When it no more would roam ; 
The sleepless billows on the ocean's breast 
Break like a bursting heart, and die in foun, 

And thus, at length, find rest : 
Doubtless there is a place of peace 
Where my weak heart and all its throbs will cease. 

VII. 

I asked her, yesterday, if she believed 
That I had resolution. One who had 

Would ne'er have thus relieved 
His heart with words, — but what his judgment bade 
Would do, and leave the scorner unrelieved. 

These verses are too sad 
To send to you, but that I know, 
Happy yourself, you feel another's woe. 

* See Fatut. 



A LAMENT. 



O World ! O life ! O time ! 
On whoae last steps I climb. 

Trembling at that where I had stood befove ; 
When will return the glory of your prime I 
No more— Oh, never more ! 

Out of the day and night 
A joy has taken flight : 

Fresh spring, and summer, and winter hour. 
Move my fiunt heart with grief, bat with deliglit 
No more — Oh, never more ! 



SONNET. 

POLITICAL ORKATNESS. 



Nor happiness, nor majesty, nor fame. 
Nor peace, nor strength, nor skill in aims or art^ 
Shepherd those herds whom tyranny makes tmie ; 
Verse echoes not one beating of theur hearts : 
History is but the shadow of their shame ; 
Art veils her glass, or from the pageant starts 
As to oblivion their blind millions fleet. 
Staining that Heaven with obscene imagery 
Of their own likeness. What are numbers, knit 
By force or custom t Blan who man would be^. 
Must rule the empire of himself ! in it 
Must be supreme, establishing his throne 
On vanquished will, quelling the anarchy 
Of hopes and fears, being hiunself alone. 



DIRGE FOR THE YEAR. 



Orphan hours, the year is dead. 
Come and sigh, come and weep I 

Merry hours, smile instead. 
For the year is but asleep: 

See, it smiles as it is sleeping. 

Mocking your untimely weeping. 

As an earthquake rocks a corse 

In its coffin in the clay. 
So White Winter, that rough nurse, 

Rocks the dead-cold year to-day ; 
Solemn hours ! wail aloud 
For your mother in her shroud. 

As the wild air stirs and sways 
The tree-swung cradle of a child, 

So the breath of these rude da^-s 
Rocks the year : — be calm and mild, 

Trembling hours ; she will arise 

With new love within her eyes. 

January grey is here. 

Like a sexton by her grave ; 

February bears the bier, 

March with grief doth howl and rave. 

And April weej» — but, O ye hours! 

Follow with May's fairest flowers. 
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NOTE ON THE POEMS OF 1821. 



BY THE EDITOB. 



Mt task becomes inexpressibly painful as the 
year draws near that which sealed our earthly 
&te ; and each poem and each event it records, 
has a real or mysterious connexion with the fatal 
catastrophe. I feel that I am incapable of putting 
on paper the history of those times. The heart of 
the man, abhorred of the poet, 

Who oould peep and botanire upon his mother's grsTe, 

does not appear to me less inexplicably framed 
than that of one who can dissect and probe past 
woes, and repeat to the public ear the groans 
drawn from them in the throes of their agony. 

The year 1 821 was spent in Pisa, or at the baths 
of San Giuliano. We were not, as our wont had 
been, alone— friends had gathered round us. 
Nearly all are dead ; and when memory recurs to 
the past, she wanders among tombs : the genius 
with all hb blighting errors and mighty powers ; 
the companion of Shelley's ocean-wanderings, and 
the sharer of his fate, than whom no man ever 
existed more gentle, generous, and fearless ; and 
others, who found in Shelley's society, and in his 
great knowledge and warm sympathy, delight, in- 
struction and solace, have joined him beyond the 
grave. A few survive who have felt life a desert 
since he left it. What misfortune can equal death T 
Change can convert every other into a blessing, or 
heal its sting — death alone has no cure ; it shakes 
the foundations of the earth on which we tread, it 
destroys its beauty, it casts down our shelter, it 
exposes us bare to desolation ; when those we love 
have passed into eternity, " life \b the desert and 
the solitude," in which we are forced to linger — 
but never find comfort more. 

There is much in the Adonais which seems now 
more applicable to Shelley himself, than to the 
young and gifted poet whom he mourned. The 
poetic view he takes of death, and the lofty scorn 
he displays towards liis calumniators, are as a 



prophecy on his own destiny, when received among 
immortal names, and the poisonous breath of 
critics has vanished into emptiness before the 
fame he inherits. 

Shelley's favourite taste was boating ; when 
living near the Thames, or by the lake of Geneva, 
much of his life was spent on the water. On the 
shore of every lake, or stream, or sea, near which 
he dwelt, he had a boat moored. He had latterly 
enjoyed [this pleasure again. There are no 
pleasure-boats on the Amo, and the shallowness 
of its waters except in winter time, when the stream 
is too turbid and impetuous for boating, rendered 
it difficult to get any skiff light enough to float 
Shelley, however, overcame the difficulty; he, 
together with a friend, contrived a boat such as 
the huntsmen carry about with tiiem in the 
Maremma, to cross the sluggish but deep streams 
that intersect the forests, a boat of laths and 
'pitched canvas ; it held three persons, and he 
was often seen on the Amo in it, to the hoiror 
of the Italians, who remonstrated on the danger, 
and could not understand how any one could take 
pleasure in an exercise that risked life. ** Ma va 
per la vita ! " they exclaimed. I little thought 
how true their words would prove. He once 
ventured with a friend, on the glassy sea of a calm 
day, down the Amo and round the coast, to Leghorn, 
which by keeping close in shore was very practica- 
ble. They returned to Pisa by the canal, when, 
missing the direct cut, they got entangled among 
weeds, and the boat upset ; a wetting was all the 
harm done, except that the intense cold of his 
drenched clothes made Shelley faint. Once I 
went down with him to the mouth of tlie Amo, 
where the stream, then high and swift, met the 
tideless sea and disturbed its sluggish waters ; it 
was a waste and dreary scene ; the desert sand 
stretched into a point surrounded by waves that 
broke idly though perpetually around ; it was a 
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f which be bnd 



Our Ijttlo boat tras of greater use, unacrompftnied 
by «iiy danger, when we removed to the batha. 
Some friends lived al the tillage of Pugiuno, four 
iniloB off, and wo went to and Iro to see tlicm, in our 
boat, bj the canal ; whicb, fed by the Sorchio, waa 
I though an srtiliGial, a full and picturesque slroum, 
I making its way under verdant banks sheltered by 
trees tliat dipped their boughs into the murmuring 
iratcrv. By day, multitudes of ephemera darted 
I) and fro on the surfiue ; at night, the lire-fliea 
same out among the shrubs on the banks ; the 
cicale at Lonn day kept ap (heir hum : the azioLk 
cooed in the quiet evening. It was a, pltv-sanl 

mer, bright in all but Shelley's health and iu- 

itanl spirits ; yet he enjoyed himself greatly, 
and became more and more attached to the part 

he coantr^ where chance appeared to cast us. 

letimes he projected taking a farm, aituaCed on 
the height of one of the near hills, surrounded by 
chesnut and pine woods, and overlooking a wide 

'nt of country ; or of setthng still forther in 

maritime Apennines, at KlasHO. Several of 
his slighter and unHniBlied poems were inspired 
by these scenes, and by the companions around us. 
It is Oie nature of lliat poetry however which over- 

B from the soul oftencr to express sorrow and 
regret than joy ; for it is when oppressed by the 
weight of life, and away from tliose he loves, that 
the poet has reeourse to the solace of expression 

Still Shelley's passion waa the ocean ; and ho 
wished that our summers, instead of being passed 
among the hills near Pisa, should be spent on the 



shores of the sea. It was very diffieoU to Bad a 
spot. Wc xliTHuk from Naples &om a fear that the 
heats would disagree with Percy ; Le^ora had 
lost its only attraction, since our friends who had 
resided there were returned to Eaglaud ; «nd 
Monlo Nero being the resort of many English, w 
did not wish to find ourselves in the midst of a 
colony of chance travellers. No one then thought 
it possible to reside at Via Reggio, which lalteHy 
has become a summer resort. The low lands mj 
bad air of Maremma stretch the whole length of 
the western shoresof (he Medi(emuiesn,till broken 
by the rocks and bills of Speiio. It was a vagw 
idea; but Shelley suggested on excnTHton to Spexia, 
to see whether it would be feasible t 
summer there. The beauty of (he bay enchanUd 
him — we saw no house to suit as— bat the n 
took root, and many circumstances, enchained ■■ 
by fatality, occurred to urge him to e: 

He looked forward this autumn 
pleasure tothe prospect of a viwt from Leigh HonL 
When Shelley visited Lord Byron at RaTeana, 
the latter liad suggested his coming out, together 
with tile plan of a periodical worii, in wliich tbey 
should all join. Shelley saw a prospect of good 
for tho fortunes of his friend, and pleasure in 
society, and instantly exened himself to have 
phui executed. He did not intend himself jaining 
in the work ; partly from pride, not wishing to 
have the air of acquiring readers for hiK poeti^by 
Bffiociatingitwiththc composilions of more popular 
writers; and,alBo, because he miglnfeelsbackled : 
in the free expression of his opinions, if any friends 
wc™ to be compromised ; by those opinioiu 
cari'ied even to their utmost extent, he wished t 
live and die, as being In bis conviction not oul; 
true, but such as alone would conduce to the men 
improvement and happiness of manidud. The 
sale of the work might, meanwhile, cither really or 
supposedly, be injured by the free e 
his thoughts, and this evil he resolved U 



POEMS WRITTEN IN MDCCCXXII 



THE ZUCCA* 



SumiER was dead and Autumn was expiring, 
And infant Winter laughed upon the land 

All cloudlessly and cold ; — when I, desiring 
More in this world than any understand, 

Wept o*er the beauty, which, like sea retiring, 
Had left the earth bare as the wave-worn sand 

Of my poor heart, and o'er the grass and flowers 

Pale for the falsehood of the flattering hours. 

Summer was dead, but I yet lived to weep 

The instability of all but weeping ; 
And on the earth lulled in her winter sleep 

I woke, and envied her as she was sleeping. 
Too happy Earth ! over thy face shall creep 

The wakening vernal airs, until thou, leaping 
From unremembered dreams shalt [ ] see 

No death divide thy ijnmortality. 

I loved — O no, I mean not one of ye, 
Or any earthly one, though ye are dear 

As human heart to human heart may be ; — 
I loved, I know not what — but this low sphere. 

And all that it contains, contains not thee, 

Thou, whom, seen nowhere, I feel everywhere. 

Dim object of my soul*s idolatry. 

By Heaven and I^arth, from all whose shapes thou 
flowest, 

Neither to be contained, delayed, or hidden, 
Bilaking divine the loftiest and die lowest. 

When for a moment thou art not forbidden 
To live within the life which thou bestowest. 

And leaving noblest things, vacant and chidden, 
Cold as a corpse after the spirit*s flight, 
Blank as the sun after the birth of night 

In winds, and trees, and streams, and all things 
common, 

In music, and the sweet unconscious tone 
Of animals, and voices which are human. 

Meant to express some feelings of their own ; 
In the soft motions and rare snule of woman. 

In flowers and leaves, and in the fresh grass shown, 
Or dyine in the autumn, I the most 
Adore thee present, or lament thee lost. 

* Pumpkin. 



And thus I went lamenting, when I saw 
A plant upon the river's margin lie. 

Like one who loved beyond his Nature's law. 
And in despair had cast him down to die ; 

Its leaves which had outlived the frost, the thaw 
Had blighted as a heart which hatred's eye 

Can blast not, but which pity kills ; the dew 

Lay on its spotted leaves like tears too true. 

The Heavens had wept upon it, but the Earth 
Had crushed it on her unmatemal breast 

• 

I bore it to my chamber, and I planted 

It in a vase ftdl of the lightest mould ; 

The winter beams which out of Heaven slanted 

Fell through[the window panes, disrobed of cold. 
Upon its leaves and flowers; the star which panted 

In evening for the Day, whose car has rolled 
Over the horizon's wave, with looks of light 
Smiled on it from the threshold of the night. 

The mitigated influences of air 

And light revived the plant, and from it grew 
Strong leaves and tendrils, and its flowers fiitir, 

FuU as a cup with the vine's burning dew, 
O'erflowed with golden colours ; an atmosphere 

Of vital warmth, infolded it anew. 
And every impulse sent to every part 
The unbeheld pulsations of its heart. 



Well might the plant grow beautiful and strong. 
Even if the sun and air had smiled not on it ; 

For one wept o'er it all the winter long 
Tears pure as Heaven's rain, which fell upon it 

Hour after hour ; for sounds of softest song 
Mixed with the stringed melodies that won it 

To leave the gentle lips on which it slept, 

Had loosed the heart of him who sat and wept. 

Had loosed his heart, and shook the leaves and 
flowers 

On which he wept, the while the savage storm 
Waked by the darkest of December's hours 

Was raving round the chamber hushed and warm ; 
The birds were shivering in their leafless bowers. 

The fish were frozen m the pools, the form 
Of every summer plant was de»d [ J 

Whilst this • ♦ ♦ 

January 1 1889. 
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POEMS WRITTEN IN 1822. 



TO A LADY WITH A GUITAR. 



Ariel to Miranda : — Take 

This slave of mumc, for the sake 

Of him, who is the slave of thee ; 

And teach it all the harmony 

In which thou canst, and only thon, 

Make the delighted spirit glow, 

Till joy denies itself again, 

And, too intense, is turned to pain. 

For by permission and command 

Of thine own Prince Ferdinand, 

Poor Ariel sends this silent token 

Of more than ever can be spoken ; 

Your guardian spirit, Ariel, who 

From life to life must still pursue 

Your happiness, for thus alone 

Can Ariel ever find his own ; 

From Prospero's enchanted cell, 

As the mighty verses tell, 

To the throne of Naples he 

Lit you o*er the trackless sea. 

Flitting on, your prow before, 

Like a living meteor. 

When you die, the silent Moon, 

In her interlunar swoon. 

Is not sadder in her cell 

Than deserted Ariel ; 

When you live again on earth, 

Like an unseen Star of birth, 

Ariel guides you o*er the sea 

Of life from your nativity : 

Many changes have been run 

Since Ferdinand and you begun 

Your course of love, and Ariel still 

Has tracked your steps and served your will. 

Now in humbler, happier lot. 

This is all remembered not ; 

And now, alas ! the poor sprite is 

Imprisoned for some fault of his 

In a body like a grave — 

From you, he only dares to crave, 

For his service and his sorrow, 

A smile to-day, a song-to morrow. 

The artist who this idol wrought, 

To echo all harmonious thought. 

Felled a trt^e, while on the steep 

The woods were in their winter sleep, 

Rocketl in that repose divine 

On the wind-swept Apenninc : 

And dreaming, some of autumn past. 

And some of spring apjiroaching fast, 

And some of April buds and showers, 

And some of songs in July bowers, 

And all of love ; and so this tree, — 

O that such our death may be ! — 

Died in sleep, and fcjlt no pain, 

To live in happier form again : 

From which, beneath Heaven's fairest star, 

The artist wrought this loved Guitar, 

And taught it justly to r<*ply. 

To all who question skilfully, 

In language gentle as thine own ; 

Whispering in enamoured lone 



Sweet oracles of woods and dells. 
And summer winds in sylvan cells ; 
For it had learnt all harmonies 
Of the plains and of the skies. 
Of the forests and the mountains. 
And the many-voiced fountains ; 
The clearest echoes of the hills. 
The softest notes of falling rills. 
The melodies of birds and bees. 
The murmuring of summer seas, 
And pattering rain, and breatlung dew. 
And airs of evening ; and it knew 
That seldom-heard mysterious sound. 
Which, driven on its diurnal rou9d. 
As it floats through bomidless day. 
Our world enkindles on its way — 
All this it knows, but will not tell 
To those who cannot question well 
The spirit that inhabits it; 
It talks according to the wit 
Of its companions ; and no more 
Is heard than has been felt before. 
By those who tempt it to betray 
These secrets of an elder day. 
But, sweetly as its answers will 
Flatter hands of perfect skill. 
It keeps its highest, holiest tone 
For our beloved friend alone. 



THE MAGNETIC LADY TO HER 
PATIENT. 



" Sleep, sleep on ! forget thy pain ; 

My hand is on thy brow. 
My spirit on thy brain ; 
My pity on thy heart, poor friend ; 

And from my fingers flow 
The powers of life, and like a sign. 

Seal thee from thine hour of woe ; 
And brood on thee, but may not blend 
With thine. 

" Sleep, sleep on ! I love thee not ; 

But when I think that he 
Who made and makes my lot 
As full of flowers, as tliine of weeds. 

Might have bcH»n lost like thee ; 
And that a hand which was not mine 

Might then have chased his agony 
As I another's — my heart bleeds 
For thine. 

" Sleep, sleep, and with the slumber of 

The <lead and the unborn 
Forget thy life and love ; 
Forget that thou must wake for ever ; 

Forget the world's dull scorn ; 
Forget lost health, and the divine 

Feelings which died in youth's brief mom ; 
And forget me, for I can never 
Be thine. 



DRAMATIC FRAGMENT. 



" l.ike« cloud tiigwitha May Bhower, 
My soul wnrfw hmling rain 

On thee, thou withered ftoner. 

It btmthefl iDUtp luuiuc oti thy sleep, 
1 tn oddur ealmB thy bnun I 

Its tight witliin Ihy glooroy breast 
Sprc&da like a second ynulh ■gain. 

By mine thy heinft ih to iW deep 



" The epel] is done. How feci yoo now V 

" BetlpT — Quite well," repliod 
Tlie alceper,— *• What would do 
Ydu gvwd when euflering and awnke f 

What cure your head and Mdp?—" 
" Tirnuld kill me what would ourc my pain ; 



And BB I ro 
.while. 



mptm 



FRAGMENTS OF AN UNFINISHED DRAMA. 



Bc rallowinglnpnFnltin put of a Drama, under- 
laken ror the ■muHmeni of the individuili who com. 

1 Durinlimils aoeicty, but left uofiniibid. I have 
pretmeil ■ iketch of the ilory ai &c u ii had been 
'owed in the poct'h mind. 



■n (tflht IiuHait Endianln 



Hid 

Ho Hed like a shadow before its noon ; ' 

Ho a gone, and my peace Is turned to strife, 

And I wander and wane like the weary moon. 

O sweet EjIid, wake. 

And for my take 

Moke aniwer the while my heart ahall break I 

But my heart has a music which Echo's lips. 

Though lender and Init, yet eati answer nut. 
And the ohadow that niovee in the soul's evlipse 
the hiss liy his now forsot ; 



I Cast the darkness of a 
\c EnrliaHtrcii maka I 



Within the silent centre of the earth 

My mansioD is ; where 1 have lived insphered 

Prom thelieginning. and around my sleep 

Have woven all tlie wondrous imagery 

Of this dim spot, which mortals call the world ; 

Inllnite depths of unknown elettieula 

Maaaed into on* impenetrable nuuk ; 

SKeelaOif immeaBuruble lire, and veins 

Of sold, and stone, and adamantine iron. 

And as a veil in which I walk through Heaven 

I have wrought mountains, seas, waves, and clouds. 



of avige but nob 
of him ; and hr, 

awhile ntumi beriiuvan ; bat at lengtb, recalling the 
memory of bm whom bo lirH,nad who Umoniihii lou, 
hecuapea from the corbanled iiland uid reiumi Id 
hii lady. ILii mode oflife makei him agiuo go to leo, 
and the Enciuntma wi»» iIh opporluniiy lo bring 
him, by a ipirit-brtwed lompot, back to her iiluid. 



impanlod t^ a jinitb, whn tavd 



■IToc^linD. Tliee 



And if my grief should still be dearer to me 
Than all the pleasures in the world beside. 
Why would you lighten it !— 

I offer only 

That which I seek, snine human sympathy 
In this mysterious ishuid. 

Oh t my friend. 

My sister, my beloved 1 What do I say I 
My brain is dizzy, and I scarce know whether 
1 speak to theo or her. 

Peace, perturbed heart 1 
I am to thee only as tliou 1« mine. 
The pasfung wind which hciils the brow nt noon. 
And may sti^ke cold into the breast at night, 
Yet cannot linger where it soothes the most. 
Or long soothe could it lingor. 

But you said 
You also loved ! 

Loved I Oh, I love. Metlunka 
This irord of love is fit for all the world, 
Aud that for gentle hearts anolhw namo 
W ould speak of gcnllcrthoughls tlian the world owns 
I have loved. ~ 
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POEMS WRITTEN IN 1822. 



INDIAN. 

And thou lovest not T If so 
Young as thou art, thou canst afford to weep. 



Sleeps Uh» a melody of early days. 
But m yon said — 



LADT. 

Oh ! would that I could clahn exemption 
From all the bitterness of that sweet name. 
I loved, 1 love, and when I love no more 
Let joys and grief perish, and leave despair 
To ring the knell of youth. He stood beside me. 
The embodied vision of the brightest dream, 
Which like a dawn heralds the day of life ; 
The shadow of his presence made my world 
A paradise. All familiar things he touched. 
All common words he spoke, ^came to me 
Like forms and sounds of a diviner world. 
He was as is the sun in his fierce youth, 
As terrible and lovely as a tempest ; 
He came, and went, and left me what I am. 
Alas ! Why must I think how oft we two 
Have sat together near the river springs. 
Under the green pavilion which the willow 
Spreads on the floor of the unbroken fountain, 
Strewn by the nurslings that linger there. 
Over that islet paved with flowers and moss. 
While the musk -rose leaves, like flakes of crimson 

snow, 
Showered on us, and the dove mourned in the pino, 
Sad prophetess of sorrows not her own. 

INDIAN. 

Your breath is like soft music, your words are 
The echoes of a voice which on my heart 



LADY. 

He was so awful, yet 
So beautiful in mystery and terror. 
Calming me as the loveliness of heayen 
Soothes the unquiet sea : — and yet not so. 
For he seemed stormy, and would often seem 
A quenchless sun masked in portentous clouds ; 
For such his thoughts, and even his actions were ; 
But he was not of them, nor they of him. 
But as they hid his splendour from the earth. 
Some said he was a man of blood and peril. 
And steeped in bitter infamy to the lips. 
More need was there I should be innocent, 
More need that I should be most true and kind. 
And much more need that there should be found one 
To share remorse, and scorn, and solitude. 
And all the ills that wait on those who do 
The tasks of ruin in the world of life. 
He fled, and I have followed him. 

INDIAN. 

Such a one 

I Is he who was the winter of my peace. 

I But, fairest stranger, when didst thou depart 

From the far hills, where rise the springs of India, 
' How didst thou pass the intervening sea! 

I 

I LADT. 

I If I be sure I am not dreaming now, 
I I should not doubt to say it was a dream. 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



TO 



THE INVITATION. 




The keen stars were twinkling, 
And the fair moon was rising among them, 
Dear • • • ! 
The guitar was tinkling. 
But the notes were not sweet till you sung thnn 
Again. 
As the moon's soft splendour 
O'er the faint cold starlight of heaven 
Is thrown, 
So your voice most tender 
To the Htrings without soul had then given 
Its own. 

The stars will awaken, 
Though the moon sleep a full hour later, 
To-night ; 
No leaf will be shaken 
Whilst the dews of your melody scatter 
Delight. 
Though the sound overpowers, 
Sing again, with your dear voice revealing 
A tone 
Of some world far from ours, 
Where music and moonlight and feeling 
Are one. 



Best and brightest, come away. 

Fairer far than this fair day. 

Which like thee to those in sorrow. 

Comes to bid a sweet good-morrow 

To the rough year just awake 

In its cradle on the brake. 

The brightest hour of unborn spring. 

Through the winter wandering, 

Found it seems the halcyon mom. 

To hoar February bom ; 

Bending from Heaven, in azure mirth. 

It kiHsed the forehead of the earth, 

And smiled upon the silent sea. 

And bade the frozen streams be free ; 

And waked to music all their fountains. 

And breathed upon the frozen mountains. 

And like a prophetess of May, 

Strewed flowers upon the barren way. 

Making the wintry world appear 

Like one on whom thou smilest, dear. 

Away, away, from men and towns. 
To the wild wood and the downs — 
To the silent wilderness 
Where the soul need not repress 



MISCELLANEOUS. 
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Its music, lest it should not find 

An echo in another's mind, 

While the touch of Nature's art 

Harmonizes heart to heart. 

I leave this notice on my door 

For each accustomed visitor : — 

« I am gone into the fields 

To take what this sweet hour yields ; — 

Reflection, you may come to-morrow. 

Sit by the fireside of Sorrow. — 

You with the unpaid bill, Despair, 

You, tiresome verse-reciter, Care, 

I will pay you in the grave. 

Death will listen to your stave. — 

Expectation too, he off ! 

To-day is for itself enough ; 

Hope in pity mock not woe 

With smiles, nor follow where I go ; 

Long having lived on thy sweet food. 

At length I find one moment good 

After long pain — with all your love. 

This you never told me of." 

Radiant Sister of the Day, 
Awake ! arise ! and come away ! 
To the wild woods and the plains. 
To the pools where winter rains 
Image all their roof of leaves. 
Where the pine its garUnd weaves 
Of sapless green, and ivy dun, 
Round stems that never kiss the sun. 
Where the lawns and pastures be 
And the sandhills of the sea. 
Where the melting hoar-frost wets 
The daisy-star that never sets. 
And wind-flowers and violets. 
Which yet join not scent to hue, 
Crown the pale year weak and new ; 
When the night is left behind 
In the deep east, dim and blind. 
And the blue noon is over us. 
And the multitudinous 
Billows murmur at our feet. 
Where the earth and ocean meet. 
And all things seem only one. 
In the universal sun. 



THE RECOLLECTION. 



Now the last day of many days. 
All beautiful and bright as thou. 
The loveliest and the last, is dead. 
Rise, Memory, and write its praise ! 
Up to thy wonted work ! come, trace 
The epitaph of glory dead. 
For now the Earth has changed its face, 
A frown is on the Heaven's brow. 



We wandered to the pine Forest 
That skirts the Ocean foam. 

The lightest wind was in its nest, 
The tempest in its home. 



The whispering waves were half asleep. 

The clouds were gone to play, 
And on the bosom of the deep. 

The smile of Heaven lay ; 
It seemed as if the hour were one 

Sent from beyond the skies. 
Which scattered from above the sun 

A light of Paradise. 



n. 
We paused amid the pines that stood 

The giants of the waste. 
Tortured by storms to shapes as rude 

As serpents interlaced. 
And soothed by every azure breath. 

That under heaven is blown. 
To harmonies and hues beneath. 

As tender as its own ; 
Now all the tree tops lay asleep. 

Like green waves on the sea. 
As still as in the silent deep 

The ocean woods may be. 

III. 
How calm it was 1 — ^the silence there 

By such a chain was bound. 
That even the busv wood-pecker 

Made stiller by her sound 
The inviolable quietness ; 

The breath of peace we drew 
With its soft motion made not less' 

The calm that round us grew. 
There seemed from the remotest seat 

Of the wide mountain waste, 
To the soft flower beneath our feet, 

A magic circle traced, 
A spirit interfused around 

A thrilling silent life, 
To momentary peace it bound 

Our mortal nature's strife ; — 
And still I felt the centre of 

The magic circle there, 
Was one fair form that filled with love 

The lifeless atmosphere. 

IV. 

We paused beside the pools that lie 

Under the forest bough. 
Each seemed as 'twere a little sky 

Gulfed in a world below ; 
A firmament of purple light, 

Which in the dark eartti lay, 
More boundless than the depth of night. 

And purer than the day — 
In which the lovely forests grew. 

As in the upper air. 
More perfect both in shape and hue 

Than any spreading there. 
There lay the glade and neighbouring lawn, 

And through the dark green wood 
The white sun twinkling like the dawn 

Out of a speckled cloud. 
Sweet views which in our world above 

Can never well be seen. 
Were imaged by the water's love 

Of that fair forest green. 
And all was interfused beneath 

With an Elysian glow 
An atmosphere without a breath, 

A softer day below. 

Z 9 
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Like one beloved the scene had lent 

To the dark water's breast. 
Its every leaf and lineament 

With more than truth exprest. 
Until an envious wind crept by, 

Like an unwelcome thought. 
Which from the mind's too &ithful eye 

Blots one dear image out. 
Though thou art ever fair and kind, 

The forests ever green, 
Less oft is peace in S 's mind. 

Than calm in waters seen. 

February 2, 1823. 



A SONG. 



A WIDOW bird sate mourning for her love 

Upon a wintry bough ; 
The frozen wind crept on above. 

The freezing stream below. 

There was no leaf upon the forest bare. 
No flower upon the ground. 

And little motion in the air 

Except the mill-wheel's sound. 



LINES. 



When the lamp is shattered. 
The light in the dust lies dead — 

When the cloud is scattered. 
The rainbow's f^\ory is shed. 

When the lute is broken, 
Sweet tones are remembered not 

When the lips have spoken. 
Loved accents are soon forgot. 



As music and splendour 
Survive not the lamp and the lute. 

The heart's echoes render 
No song when the spirit is mute : — 

No song but sad dirges. 
Like the wind through a ruined cell. 

Or the mournful surges 
That ring the dead seaman's knell. 

When hearts have once mingled. 
Love first leaves the well-built nest ; 

The weak one is singled 
To endure what it once possest. 

O, Love ! who bewailest 
The frailty of all things here. 

Why choose you the frailest 
For your cradle, your home, and your biert 

Its passions will rock thee. 
As the storms rock the ravens on high : 

Bright reason will mock thee. 
Like the sun from a wintr}' sky. 

From thy nest every rafter 
Will rot, and thine eagle home 

Leave thee naked to laughter. 
When leaves fall and cold winds come. 



THE ISLE. 



There was a little htwny islet 
By anemone and violet. 

Like mosaic, paven : 
And its roof was flowers and leaves 
Which the summer's breath enweavea. 
Where nor sun nor showers nor br»H.»ze 
Pierce the pines and tallest trees, 

Each a gem engraven. 
Girt by many an azure wave 
With which the clouds and mountains pave 

A lake's blue chasm. 




CHARLES THE FIRST. 
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9 Jftagpunt 



ACT I. 



SCENE I. 
The Pageant to ukbrate the arrival qfthe Queen. 

A PURSUIVANT. 

Place for the Marshal of the Masque ! 

FIRST SPEAKER. 

What thinkest thou of this quaint masque, which 

turns 
Like morning from the shadow of the night, 
The night to day, and London to a place 
Of peace and joy t 

SECOND SPEAKER. 

And Hell to Heaven. 
Eight years are gone. 

And they seem hours, since in this populous street 
I trod on grass made green by summer's rain, 
For the red plague kept state within that palace 
Where now reigns vanity — in nine years more 
The roots will be refreshed with civil blood ; 
And thank the mercy of insulted Heaven 
That sin and wrongs wound as an orphan's cry^ 
The patience of the great Avenger's ear. 

THIRD SPEAKER (a yOUtk). 

Yet, father, 'tis a happy sight to see. 

Beautiful, innocent, and unforbidden 

By God or man ; — 'tis like the bright procession 

Of skiey visions in a solemn dream 

From which men wake as from a paradise, 

And draw new strength to tread the thorns of life. 

If God be good, wherefore should this be evil I 

And if this be not evil, dost thou not draw 

Unseasonable pobon from the flowers 

Which bloom so rarely in this barren world t 

Oh, kill these bitter thoughts which make the 

present 
Dark as the future ! — 
• •♦••• 

When avarice and tyramiy, vigilant fear. 



And open-eyed conspiracy, lie sleeping 
As on Hell's threshold ; and all gentle thoughts 
Waken to worship him who giveth joys 
With his own gift. 

SECOND SPEAKER. > 

How young art thou in this old age of time I 
How green in this grey world ! Canst thou not think 
Of change in that low scene, in which thou art 
Not a spectator but an actor ! 
The day that dawns in fire will die in storms. 
Even though the noon be calm. My travel's done ; 
Before the whirlwind wakes I shall have found 
My inn of lasting rest, but thou must still 
Be journeying on in this inclement air. 
* » « * » 4r 



FIRST SPEAKER^ 



Is the Archbishop. 



That 



SECOND SPEAKER. 

Rather say the Pope. 
London will be soon his Rome : he walks 
As if he trod upon the heads of men. 
He looks elate, drunken with blood and gold ; — 
Beside him moves the Babylonian woman 
Invisibly, and with her as with his shadow. 
Mitred adulterer ! he is joined in sin. 
Which turns Heaven's milk of mercy to revenge. 

ANOTHER CITIZEN {lifting up his eyes). 

Good Lord ! rain it down upon him. 

Amid her ladies walks the papist queen. 

As if her nice feet scorned our English earth. 

There's old Sir Henry Vane, the Earl of Pembroke, 

Lord Essex, and Lord Keeper Coventry, 

And others who made base their English breed 

By vile participation of their honours 

W ith papists, atheists, tyrants, and apostates. 

When lawyers mask 'tis time for honest men 

To strip the vizor from their purposes. 

» « « » » 
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FOURTH SPEAKER (a pUTSUtVant). 

Give place, give place ! 
You torch-bearers, advance to the great gate. 
And then attend the Marshal of the Masque 
Into the Royal presence. 

FIFTH SPEAKER (a law student). 

What thinkest thou 
Of this quaint show of ours, my aged friend ? 

FIRST SPEAKER. 

I will not think but that our country's wounds 
May yet be healed — The king is just and gracious. 
Though wicked counsels now pervert his will : 
These once cast off — 

SECOND SPEAKER. 

As adders cast their skins 
And keep their venom, so kings often change ; 
Councils and councillors hang on one another. 
Hiding the loathsome [ ] 

Like &e base patchwork of a leper's rags. 

THIRD SPEAKER. 

Oh, still those dissonant thoughts — List, loud music 
Grows on the enchanted air ! And see, the torches 
Restlessly flashing, and the crowd divided 
Like waves before an admiral's prow. 



ANOTHER SPEAKER. 



Give plac 



// 



T o the Marshal of tlie Masque ! 

THIRD SPEAKER. 

How glorious ! See those thronging chariots 
Rolling like painted clouds before the wind : 

Some are 
Like curved shells dyed by the azure depths 
Of Indian seas«; some like the new-bom moon ; 
And some like cars in which the Romans climbed 
(Canopied by Victory's eagle-wings outspread) 
The Capitoliau — See how gloriously 
The mettled horses in the torchlight stir 
Tiieir gallant riders, while they check their pride, 
Like shapes of some diviner element ! 

SECOND SPEAKER. 

Aye, tliere they are — 
Nobles, and sons of nobles, patentees, 
Monopolists, and stewards of this poor farm. 
On whose lean sheep sit the prophetic crows. 
Here is the pomp thut strips the houseless orphan, 
Here is the pride that breaks the desolate heart. 
These are the lilies glorious as Solomon, 
Who toil not, neither do they spin, — unless 
It be the webs they catch poor rogues withal. 
Here is the surfeit which to them who earn 
The niggard wages of the earth, scarce leaves 
The tithe that will support them till they crawl 
Back to its cold hard bosom. Here is health 
Followed by grim disease, glory by shame. 
Waste by lame famine, wealth by squalid want, 
And England's sin by England's punishment. 
And, as the effect pursues the cause foregone, 
Lo, giving substance to my words, behold 



At once th» mga and the thing signified — 
A troop of ciiyp ii ^ beggars, and lean outcasts. 
Horsed upon stumlliBg «liapes, carted with dung. 
Dragged for a day from erikn and low cabins 
And rotten hiding-holes, to petal 4hm moral 
Of this presentiment, and bring up tlM mr 
Of painted pomp with misery ! 

SPEAKER. 

Tisbut 
The anti-masque, and serves as discords do 
In sweetest music. Who would love May flowers 
If they succeeded not to Winter's flaw ; 
Or day unchanged by night ; or joy itself 
Without the touch of sorrow ! 






SCENE II. 
A Chamber in Whitehall* 

EnUr the Kino, Qubb.v, Laud, WBirrwoRTU, and Ahchy. 

KINO. 

Thanks, gentlemen. I heartily accept 

This token of your service : your gay masque 

Was performed gallantly. 

QUEEN. 

And, gentlemen. 
Call your poor Queen your debtor. Your quaint 

pageant 
Rose on me like the figures of past years. 
Treading their still path back to infancy. 
More beautiful and mild as they draw nearer 
The quiet cradle. I could have almost wept 
To think I was in Paris, where these shows 
Are well devised — such as I was ere yet 
My young heart shared with [ ] the task, 

The careful weight of this great monarchy. 
There, gentlemen, between the sovereign's pleasure 
And tliat which it regards, no clamour lifts 
Its proud interposition. 



KING. 






My lord of Canterbury. 

ARCHY. 

The fool is here. 

LAUD. 

I crave permission of your Majesty 
To order that this insolent fellow be 
Chastised : he mocks the sacred character. 
Scoffs at the stake, and — 

KING. 

What, my Archy ! 
He mocks and mimics all he sees and hears. 
Yet with a quaint and graceful licence — Prithee 
For this once do not as Prynne would, were he 
Primate of England. 

He lives in his own world ; and, like a parrot. 
Hung in his gilded prison from tlie window 
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SU 



Of a queen's bower over the public way, 
BlaBphemes with a bird's mind : — ^his words, like 

arrows 
Which know no aim beyond the archer's wit, 
Strike sometimes what eludes philosophy. 

QUKBN. 

Go, sirrah, and repent of your offence 

Ten minutes in the rain : be it your penance 

To bring news how the world goes there. Poor 

Archy ! 
He weaves about himself a world of mirth 
Out of this wreck of ours. 

LAUD. 

I take with patience, as my Master did. 
All scoffs permitted from above. 

KINO. 

My lord. 
Pray overlook these papers. Archy's words 
Had wings, but these have talons. 



QUEEN. 



And the lion 
tamed. My dearest 



That wears them must be 

lord, 

I see the new-bom courage in your eye 
Armed to strike dead the spirit of the time. 

• 
Do thou persist : for, faint but in resolve. 
And it were better thou hadst still remained 
The slave of thine own slaves, who tear like curs 
The fugitive, and flee from tiie pursuer ; 
And Opportunity, that empty wolf, 
Fliesathis throat who falls. Subdue tliy actions 
Even to the disposition of thy purpose. 
And be that tempered as the Ebro's steel ; 
And banish weak-eyed Mercy to the weak, 
Whence she will greet thee with a gift of peace. 
And not betray thee with a traitor's kiss. 
As when she keeps the company of rebels, 
Who think that she is fear. Thb do, lest we 
Should fall as from a glorious pinnacle 
In a bright dream, and wake as from a dream 
Out of our worshipped state. 



LAUD. 

* * * Aud if this suffice not, 
Unleash the sword and fire, that in their thirst 
They may lick up that scum of schismatics. 

I laugh at those weak rebels who, desiring 

What we possess, still prate of christian peace, 

As if those dreadful messengers of wrath. 

Which play the part of God 'twixt right and wrong, 

Should be let loose against innocent sleep 

Of templed cities and the smiling fields. 

For some poor argument of policy 

Which touches our own profit or our pride, 

Where indeed it were christian charity 

To turn the cheek even to the smiter's hand : 

And when our great Redeemer, when our God 

Is scorned in his immediate ministers. 

They talk of peace ! 

Such peace as Canaan found, let Scotland now. 

♦ *»*♦* 



QUEEN. 

My beloved lord. 

Have you not noted that the fool of late 

Has lost his careless mirth, and that his words 

Sound like the echoes of our saddest fears I 

What can it mean ! I should be loth to think 

Some ISftctieus slave had tutored him. 

KiNe. 

It partly is. 
That our minds piece the vacant intervals 
Of his wild words with their own fashioning ; 
As in the imagery of summer clouds. 
Or coak in the winter fire, idlers find 
The perfect shadows of their teeming thoughts. 
And partly, that the terrors of the time 
Are sown bv wandering Rumour in all spirits ; 
And in the lightest and the least, mav best 
Be seen the current of the coming wmd. 

QUEEN. 

Your brain is overwrought with these deep 

thoughts. 
Come, I will sing to you ; let us go try 
These airs from Italy, — ^and you shall see 
A cradled miniature of yourself asleep. 
Stamped on the heart by never-erring love ; 
Liker than anv Vandyke ever made, 
A pattern to the unborn aee of thee, 
Over whose sweet beauty I have wept for joy 
A thousand times, and now should weep for sorrow. 
Did I not think that after we were dead 
Our fortunes would spring high in him, and that 
The cares we waste upon our heavy croi^n 
Would make it light and glorious as a wreath 
Of heaven's beams for his dear innocent brow. 



KING. 



Dear Henrietta ! 
* • « 



SCENE III. 
llAsiPOBif , Pym, Cbomwxll, and the younger Vamb. 

HAMPDEN. 

Enghmd, farewell ! thou, who hast been my cradle, 

Shalt never be my dungeon or my grave 1 

I held what 1 inherited in thee 

As pawn for that inheritance of freedom 

Which thou hast sold for thy despoiler's smile : — 

How can I call thee Enghmd, or my country ! 

Does the wind hold ! 

VANE. 

The vanes sit steady 
Upon the Abbey-towers. The silver lightnings 
Of the evening star, spite of the city's smoke. 
Tell that the north wind reigns in the upper air. 
Mark too that flock of fleecy-winged clouds 
Sailing athwart St. Margaret's. 

HAMPDEN. 

Hail, fleet herald 
Of tempest ! that wild pilot who shall guide 
! Hearts free as hii$, to realms as pure as thee, 

...... N\ 
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Bevond the shot of tyranny ! And thou. 
Fair star, whose beam lies on the wide Atlantic, 
Athwart its zones of tempest and of calm, 
Bright as the path to a beloved home, 
light us to ihe isles of th' evening land ! 
Like floating Edens, cradled in the glinuner 
Of sunset, through the distant mist of years 
Tinged by departing Hope, they gleam ! Lone 

regions. 
Where power's 'poor dupes and victims^yet^have 

never 
Propitiated the sava^ fear of kings 
Wiui purest blood of noblest hearts ; whose dew 
Is yet unstained with tears of those who wake 
To weep each day the wrongs on which it dawns ; 
Whose sacred silent air owns yet no echo 
Of formal blasphemies ; nor impious rites 
Wrest man's free worship from the God who loves 
Towards the worm, who envies us his love, 
Receive thou, young [ ] of Paradise, 

These exiles from the old and smful world ! 



) 



This glorious dime, this firmament, whose lights 

Dart mitigated influence through the veil 

Of pale-blue atmosphere ; whose tears keep green 

The pavement of this moist all-feeding earth ; 

This vaporous horizon, whose dim round 

Is bastioned by the circumfluous sea, 

Repelling invasion from the sacred towers ; 

Presses upon me like a dungeon's grate, 

A low dark roof, a damp and narrow vault : 

The mighty universe becomes a cell 

Too narrow for the soul that owns no master. 

While the loathliest spot 
Of this wide prison, England, is a nest 
Of cradled peace built on the mountain tope, 
To which the eagle-spirits of the free. 
Which range through heaven and earth, and scorn 

the storm 
Of time, and gaze upon the light of truth. 
Return to bi^od over the [ ] thoughts 

That cannot die, and may not bo repelled. 



THE TRIUMPH OF LIFE. 



Swift as a spirit hastening to bis task 
Of glory and of good, the Son sprang forth 
Rejoicing in his splendour, and the mask 

Of darkness fell from the awakened Earth — 
The smokeless altars of the mountain snows 
Flamed above crimson clouds, and at the birth 

Of light, the Ocean's orison arose, 

To wnich the birds tempered their matin lay. 

All flowers in field or forest which unclose 

Their trembling eyelids to the kiss of day, 
Swinging their censers in the element. 
With orient incense lit by the new ray 

Burned slow and inconsumably, and sent 
Their odorous sighs up to the smiling air ; 
And, in succession due, did continent. 

Isle, ocean, and all things that in them wear 
The form and character of mortal mould, 
Rise as the sun their &ther rose, to bear 

Their portion of the toil, which he of old 
Took as his own and then imposed on them : 
But I, whom thoughts which must remain untold 

Had kept as wakeful as the stars that gem 
The cone of night, now they were laid asleep 
Stretched my faint limbs beneath the hoary stem 

Which an old chesnut flung athwart the steep 

Of a green Apennine : before me fled 

The night ; behind me rose the day ; the deep 

Was at my feet, and Heaven above my head, 
When a strange trance over my fancy grew 
Which was not slumber, for the shade it spread 

Was so transparent, that the scene came through 
As clear as when a veil of light is drawn 
O'er evening hills they glimmer ; and I knew 

That I had felt the freshness of that dawn. 
Bathed in the same cold dew my brow and hair, 
And sate as thus upon that slope of lawn 

Under the self-same bough, and heard as there 
The birds, the fountains, and the ocean hold 
Sweet talk in music through the enamoured air, 
And then a vision on my brain was rolled. 



As in that trance of wondrous thought I lay, 
This was the tenour of my waking dream : — 
Methought I sate beside a public way 

Thick strewn with summer dust, and a great stream 
Of people there was hurrying to and fro, 
Numerous as gnats upon the evening gleam. 

All hastening onward, yet none seemed to know 
Whither he went, or whence he came, or why 
He made one of the multitude, and so 

Was borne amid the crowd, as through the sky 
One of the million leaves of summer's bier ; 
Old age and youth, manhood and infuicy, 

Mixed in one mighty torrent did appear : 

Some flying from the thing they feared, and some 

Seeking the object of anotner's fear ; 

And others as witli steps towards the tomb. 
Pored on the trodden worms that crawled beneath, 
And others mournfully within the gloom 

Of their own shadow walked and called it death ; 
And some fled from it as it were a ghost. 
Half fainting in the affliction of vain breath : 

But more with motions, which each other crost. 
Pursued or spumed the shadows the clouds threw, 
Or birds within the noon-day ether lost, 

Upon that path where flowers never grew, 
And weary with vain toil and faint for thirst, 
•Heard not the fountains, whose melodious dew 

Out of their mossy cells for ever burst ; 

Nor felt the breeze which from the forest told 

Of grassy paths and wood, lawn-interspersed, 

With over-arching elms and caverns cold, 

And violet banks wneresweetdreams brood, but they 

Pursued their serious folly as of old. 

And as I gazed, methought that in the way 
The throng grew wilder, as the woods of June 
When the south wind shakes the extinguished day, 

And a cold glare intenser than the noon. 

But icy cold, obscured with blinding light 

The sun, as he the stars. Like the young moon 
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When on tbe sunlit limitB of the night 
Her white sheD trembles amid crimson air. 
And whilst the sleeping tempest gathers might. 

Doth, as the herald of its oomine, bear 

The ghost of its dead mother, whose dim form 

Bends in daric ether from her infant's efaair^ — 



So came a chariot on tl» alent 

Of its own nisfaiiig splendoar, and a Shape 

So sate wiCUa, as one whom yean deform. 



Fled back like eagles to their nalm 
Or those who pot aside the 
Of earthly thrones or geaw [ 



Beneath a dusky hood and double cape. 
Crouching withm the shadow of a tomb. 
And o'er what seemed the head a cloud-like crape 

Was benty a dun and faint ethereal gloom 
Tempering the light upon the chariot beam ; 
A Janus-risaged shadow did assume 

The guidance of that wonder-winged team ; 
The shapes which drew it in thick lightnings 
Were lost: — I heard alone on the airs soft 
stream 

The music of their eyer-moring wings. 

All the four faces of that charioteer 

Had their eyes banded ; little profit brings 

Speed in the van and blindness in the rear, 
"Sot then avail the beams that quench the sun 
Or that with banded eyes could pierce the 
sphere 

Of all that is, has bc^en, or will be done ; 
So ill was the car puided — but it past 
With solemn speed majestically on. 

The crowd gave way, and I arose aghast, 
Or seemed to rise, so mighty was the trance, 
And saw, like clouds upon tlie thunder's blast, 

The million with fierce song and maniac dance 
Raging around — such seemed the jubilee 
As when, to meet some conqueror's advance, 

Imperial Rome poured forth het living sea 
From senate-house, and forum, and theatre, 
When [ ] upon the fi*ee 

Had bound a yoke, which soon they stooi>ed to bear. 
Nor wanted here the just similitude 
Of a triumphal pageant, for where'er 



] 



Wers llHte d AAens or Jemsalem, 
Wem aeither 'mid the mighty captives seen, 
j Nor *mid the ribald crowd that followed them. 

Nor those who went before fierce and obseene. 
The wild dance maddens in the van, and those 
Who lead it— fleet as shadows on the green, 

Outspeed the chariot, and without repose 
Mix with each other in tempestuous measure 
To savage music, wilder as it grows. 

They, tortured by their agoniring pleasure. 
Convulsed and on the rapid whirlwinds spun 
Of that fierce spirit, whose unholy leisore 

Was soothed by mischief since the world b^gun. 
Throw back their heads and loose their streaming 

hair>; 
And in their dance round her who dims the son. 

Maidens and youths fling their wild aims in air 
As their feet twinkle ; they recede, and now 
Bending within each other's atmo^here 

Kindle mvisibly— and as they glow. 

Like moths by light attracted and repelled. 

Oft to their bright destruction come and go, 

Till like two clouds into one vale impelled 

That shake the mountains when their lightnings 

mingle 
And die m rain — the fiery band which held 

Their natures, snaps — the shock still may tingle ; 
One falls and then another in the path 
Senseless — nor is the desolation single. 

Yet ere I can say where — the chariot hath 
Past over them — nor other trace 1 find 
But as of foam after the ocean's wrath 

Is spent upon the desert shore ; — behind. 
Old men and women foully disarrayed, 
Shake their grey hail's in the insulting wind. 

And follow in the dance, with limbs decayed. 
Seeking to reach the light which leaves them still 
Farther behind and deeper in the shade. 



The chariot rolled, a captive multitude But not the less with impotence of will 

Wasdriven ; — all those who had grown old in power They wheel, though ghastly shadoMr's interpose 
Or miser}', — all who had their age subdued Round them and round each other, and fulfil 



By action or by suffering, and whose hour 

Was drained to its last sand in weal or woo. 

So that the trunk survived both fruit and flower ; — 

All those whose fame or infamy must grow 
Till the gi*eat winter lay the form and name 
Of this green earth with them for ever low ; — 

All but the sacre<l few who could not tame 

Their spirits to the conquerors — but as soon 

As they had touched the world with living flanio. 



Their part, and in the dust from whence they rose 

Sink, and corruption veils them as they lie. 

And past in these performs what [ ] in those. 

Struck to the heart by this sad pageantr>'. 

Half t() myself I said— And what is this ! 

Whose shape is tluit within the car! And why — 



1 would have added — is all here amiss 

But a voice answered — " Life!" — 1 tumed,andkflew 

(() Heaven, have mercy on such wretchedness !) 
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That what I thought was an dd root which grew 
To strange distortion out of the hill side, 
Was indeed one of those deluded crewy 

And that the grass, which methought hung so wide 
And white, was but his thin discoloured hair. 
And that the holes it vainly sought to hide. 

Were or had been eyes : — ^ If thou canst, forbear 
To join the dance, which I had well forborne I" 
Snd tkm gnm Feature of my thought : *' Aware, 



<< I will unfold that whidi to 

Led me and my companions, and relate 

The progress of the pageant since the mom ; 

** If thirst of knowledge shall not then abate, 

Follow it thou even to the night, but I 

Am weary/' — Then like one who with the weight 

Of his own words is staggered, wearily 

He paused ; and, ere he could resume, I cried, 

" First, who art thou V* — ** Before thy memory, 

<' I feared, loved, hated, suffered, did and died, 
And if the spark with which Heaven lit my spirit 
Had been with purer sentiment supplied, 

' ^ Corruption would not now thus much inherit 
Of what was once Rousseau, — ^nor this disguise 
Stained that which ought to have disdained to 
wear it; 

^ If I have been extinguished, yet there rise 
A thousand beacons from the spark I bore" — 
^ And who are those chained to the carT' — *< The 
wise, 

" The great, the unforgotten, — they who wore 
Mitres and helms and crowns, or wreaths of light. 
Signs of thought's empire over thought — their lore 

" Taught them not this, to know themselves ; their 
Could not repress the mystery within, [might 

And for the mom of truth they feigned, deep night 

" Cauzht them ere evening." — ** Who is he with chin 
Upon his breast, and hands crost on his chain!" — 
** The Child of a fierce hour ; he sought to win 

" The world, and lost all that it did contain 
Of greatness, in its hope destroyed ; and more 
Of uune and peace tluui virtue's self can gain 

** Without the opportunity which bore 

Him on its eagle pinions to the peak 

From which a thousand climbers have before 

" Fallen, as Napoleon fell.** — I felt my cheek 

Alter to see the shadow pass away. 

Whose grasp had left the giant world so weak. 

That every pigmy kicked it as it lay ; 

And much I grieved to think how power and will 

In opposition rule our mortal day, 

And why Grod made irreconcilable 

Good and the means of good ; and for despair 

I half disdained mine eyes' desire to fill 



With the spent vision of the times that were 
And scarce have ceased to be. — ^ Dost thou behold," 
Said my guide, <* those spoilers spoiled, Voltaire, 

'^ Frederick, and Paul, Catherine, and Leopolds 
And hoary anarchs, demagogues, and sage — 
names which the world thinks always old, 

'< For in the battle life and they did wage. 
She remained conqueror. I was overcome 
By my own heart alone, which neither age, 



^ Nor tears, nor infamy, nor now the tomb 
Gbold temper to ito objoct" " I 

I cried, '< the world and its mysterious doom 



letomb I 

IksBlfMH,*' 



** Is not so much more glorious than it was. 
That I desire to worship those who drew 
New figures on its false and fragile glass 

** As the old faded." — ^ Figures ever new 
Rise on the bubble, paint them as you may ; 
We have but thrown, as those before us threw, ^ 

** Our shadows on it as it past away. 

But mark how chained to the triumphal chair 

The mighty phantoms of an elder day ; 

'^ All that is mortal of great Plato there 
Expiates the joy and woe his master knew not : 
The star that ruled his doom was far too fair, 

''And life, where long that flower of Heaven 

grew not, 
Conquered that heart by love, which gold, or pain, 
Or age, or sloth, or slavery, could subdue not. 

** And near him walk the [ ] twain, 

The tutor and his pupil, whom Dominion 
Followed as tame as vulture in a chain. 

<* The world was darkened beneath either pinion 
Of him whom from the flock of conquerors 
Fame singled out for her thunder-bearing minion ; 

*' The other long outlived both woes and wars. 
Throned in the thoughts of men, and still had kept 
The jealous key of truth's eternal doors, 

<' If Bacon's eagle spirit had not leapt 

Like lightning out of darkness — he compelled 

The Proteus shape of Nature as it slept 

'< To wake, and lead him to the caves tliat held 

The treasure of tlie secrets of its reign. 

See the great bards of elder time, who quelled 

** The passions which they sung, as by their strain 
May well be known : their living melody 
Tempers its own contagion to the vein 

** Of those who are infected with it — I 
Have suffered what I wrote, or viler pain, 
And so my words have seeds of misery !"— 
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[There is a chasm here in the MB. which it is impoeslble 
to fill up. It appears from the context, that other shapes 
paaSp and that Rousseau still stood beside the dreamer, as] 



he pointed to a company, 



'Midst whom I quickly recogmsed tl^e heirs 
Of Ceesar's crime, from him to Constantine ; 
The anarch chicfs,whose force and murderous snares 

Had founded many a sceptre-bearing line, 

And spread the p^gue of gold and blood abroad : 

And Gregory and «John, and men divine. 

Who rose like shadows between man and God ; 

Till that eclipse, still hanging over heaven. 

Was worshipped by the world o'er which ihey strode. 

For the true sun it quenched — ^** Their power was 
But to destroy," replied the leader : — ** I [given 
Am one of those who have created, even 

If it be but a world of agony." — 

^ Whence comest thou ? and whither goest thou ! 

How did thy course begin I" I said, ** and why ! 

** Mine eyes are sick of this perpetual flow 

Of people, and my heart sick of one sad thought — 

Speak !" — ^ Whence I am, I partly seem to know, 

" And how and by what paths I have been brought 
To this dread pass, methinks even thou ma/st 

.guess ; — 
Why this should be, my mind can compass not ; 

** Whither the conqueror hurries me, still less ; — 
But follow thou, and from spectator turn 
Actor or victun in this wretchodness, 

" And what thou wouldst be taught I then may learn 
From thee. Now listen : — In the April prime. 
When all the forest tips began to burn 

" With kindling green, touched by the azure clime 
Of the young year's dawn, 1 was laid asleep 
Under a mountain, which from unkno^Ti time 

'' Had yawned into a cavern, high and deep ; 

And from it came a gentle rivulet. 

Whose water, like clear air, in its calm sweep 

" Bent the soft grass, and kept for ever wet 
The stems of the sweet flowers, and filled the 

grove 
With sounds, which whoso hears must needs forget 

" All pleasure and all pain, all hate and love, 
Which they had known before that hour of rest ; 
A sleeping mother then would dream not of 

" Her only child who died upon her breast 
At eventide — a king would mourn no moi*e 
The crown of which his brows were dlspossest 

" When the sun lingered o'er his ocean floor, 

To gild his rival's new prosperity. 

Thou wouldst forget thus vainly to deplore 

" Ills, which if ills can find no cure from thee. 
The thought of which no other sleep will quell. 
Nor other music blot from memory, 



** So sweet and deep is the oblivious spell ; 
And whether life had been before that sle^ 
The heaven which I imagine, or a hell 



to 



// 



'^ Like this harsh world in which I wake 

weep, 
I know not. I arose, and for a space 
The scene of woods and waters seemed to keep, 

** Though it was now broad day, a gentle traoe 
Of Ught diviner than the conmion sun 
ShecU on the common earth, and all the place 

^ Was filled with nuigic sounds woven into one 

Oblivious melody, confusing sense 

Amid the gUding waves and shadows dun ; 

^ And, as I looked, the bright omnipresence 
Of morning through the orient cavern flowed. 
And the sun's image radiantly intense 



^ Burned on the waters of the well that glowed 
Like gold, and threaded all the forest's maze 
With winding paths of emerald fire ; there stood 

'< Amid the sun, as he amid the blaze 

Of his own glory, on the vibrating 

Floor of the fountain, paved with flashing rays, 

** A Shape all light, which with one hand did fling 
Dew on the earth, as if she were the dawn. 
And the invisibly rain did ever sing 

^ A silver music on the mossy lawn ; 
And still before me on the dusky grass, 
Iris her many-coloured scarf had drawn : 

"In her right hand she bore a crystal glass, 
Mantling with bright Nepenthe ; the fierce splen- 
dour 
Fell from her as she moved under the mass 

" Out of the deep cavern, with palms so tender, 
Their tread broke not the mirror of its billow ; 
She glided along the river, and did bend her 

" Head under the dark boughs, till, like a willow. 
Her fair hair swept the bosom of the stream 
That whispered with delight to be its pillow. 

" As one enamoured is upborne in dream 

O'er lily-pavcn lakes 'mid silver mist, 

To wondrous music, so this shape might seem 

" Partly to ti-ead the waves with feet which kisstni 
The dancing foam ; partly to glide along 
The air which roughened the moist amethyst, 

" Or the faint morning beams that fell among 
The trees, or the soft shadows of the trees ; 
And her feet, ever to the ceaseless song 

** Of leaves, and winds, and waves, and birds, and 

bees, 
And falling drops moved to a measure new. 
Yet sweet, as on the summer evening breeze, 

" Up from the lake a shape of golden dew 
Between two rocks, athwart the rising moon, 
I Dances i' the wind, where nt?ver eagle flew ; 
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*^ And still her feet, no leas than the sweet tune 
To which they moved, seemed as they moved to hlot 
The thoughts of him who gazed on tiiem ; and soon 

<* All that was, seemed as if it had been not ; 
And all the gazer's mind was strewn beneath 
Her feet like embers ; and she, thought by thought^ 

^ Trampled its sparks into the dust of death ; 

As day upon the threshold of the east 

Treads out the lamps of night, until the breath 

'^ Of darkness re-illumine even the least 
Of heaven's living eyes — like day she came. 
Making the night a dream ; and ere she ceased 

'' To move, as one between desire and shame 
Suspended, I said — If, as it doth seem. 
Thou comest from the realm without a name, 

" Into this valley of perpetual dream. 

Show whence I came, and where I am, and why — 

Pass not away upon the passing stream. 

^ Arise and quench thy thirst, was her reply. 
And as a shut lily, stricken by the wand 
Of dewy morning's vital alchemy, 

^ I rose ; and, bending at her sweet command. 
Touched with faint lips the cup she raised. 
And suddenly my brain became as sand, 

" Where the first wave had more than half erased 
The track of deer on desert Labrador ; 
Whilst the wolf, from which they fled amazed, 

^ Leaves his stamp visibly upon the shore. 
Until the second bursts ; — so on my sight 
Burat a new vision, never seen before, 

'' And the fair shape waned in the coming light, 
As veil by veil the silent splendour drops 
From Lucifer, amid the chrysolite 

" Of sun-rise, ere it tinge the mountain tops ; 
And as the presence of that fairest planet, 
Although unseen, is felt by one who hopes 

^ That his day's path may end as he began it, 
In that star's smile, whose light is like the scent 
Of a jonquil when evening breezes fan it, 

^ Or the soft note in which his dear lament 
The Brescian shepherd breathes, or the caress 
That turned his weary slumber to content p 

'* So knew I in that light's severe excess 

The presence of that slmpe which on the stream 

Moved, as I moved along the wilderness, 

^ More dimly than a day-appearing dream. 

The ghost of a forgotten form of sleep ; 

A light of heaven, whose half-extinguished beam 

" Through the sick day in which we wake to weep, 
Glimmera, for ever sought, for ever lost ; 
So did that shape its ol^ure tenour keep 

* The favourite song, '* Staxico di pascolar le pecoorelle,** 
is a Broscian national air. 



'' Beside my path, as silent as a ghost ; 
But the new Vision, and the cold bright car. 
With solemn speed and stunning music, crost 

^ The forest, and as if from some dread war 
Triumphantly returning, the loud million 
Fiercely extolled the fortune of her star. 

" A moving arch of victory, the vermilion 
And green and azure plumes of Iris Imd 
Built high over her wind-winged pavilion, 

*^ And underneath ethereal glory clad 
The wilderness, and far before her flew 
The tempest of the splendour, which forbade 

** Shadow to fall from leaf and stone ; the crew 
Seemed in that light, like atomies to dance 
Within a sunbeam ; — some upon the new 

^ Embroidery of flowers, that did enhance 
The grassy vesture of the desert, played, 
Forgetful of the chariot's swift advance ; 

^ Others stood gazing, till within the shade 
Of the great mountain its light left them dim ; 
Others outspeeded it ; and others made 

" Circles around it, like the clouds that swim 
Round the high moon in a bright sea of air ; 
And more did follow, with exidting hynm, 

^ The chariot and the captives fettered there : — 
But all like bubbles on an eddying flood 
Fell into the same track at last, and were 

'' Borne onward. I among the multitude 

Was swept — me, sweetest flowers delayed not long ; 

Me, not the shadow nor the solitude ; 

'' Me, not that falling stream's Lethean song ; 
Me, not the phantom of that early form. 
Which moved upon its motion — but among 

>'' The thickest billows of that living storm 
I plunged, and bared my bosom to the clime 
Of that cold light, whose airs too soon deform. 

** Before the chariot had begun to climb 
The opposing steep of that mysterious dell. 
Behold a wonder worthy of the rhyme 

^ Of him who from the lowest depths of hell. 
Through every paradise and through all glory. 
Love led serene, and who returned to tell 

" The words of hate and care ; the wondrous stoxy 
How all things are transfigured except Love ; 
For deaf as is a sea, which wrath makes hoary, 

^ The world can hear not the sweet notes that move 
The sphere whose light is melody to lovers — 
A wonder worthy of his rhyme — the grove 

'' Grew dense with shadows to its inmost covers. 
The earth was grey with phantoms, and the air 
Was peopled with dim forms, as when there hovers 



^ A flock of vampire-bats before the glare 
Of the tropic sun, bringing, ere evening. 
Strange night upon some Indian vale; — thus w< 
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^ Phantoms dilfosed around ; and some did fling 
Shadows of shadows, yet milike themselves. 
Behind them ; some like eaglets on the wing 

^ Were lost in the white day ; others like elves 
Danced in a thousand unimagined shapes 
Upon the sunny streams and grassy shelves ; 

^ And others sate chattering like restless apes 
On vulgar hands, ♦ ♦ • 

Some made a cra^e of thtf ermined capes 

** Of kingly mantles ; some across the tire 
Of pontiffs rode, like demons ; others played 
Under the crown which girt with empire 

" A hahy's or an idiot's hrow, and made 

Their nests in it. The old anatomies 

Sate hatching their bare broods under the shade 

*^ Of demon wings, and laughed from their dead eyes 

To re-asmime the delegated power. 

Arrayed in which those worms did monarchise, 

^ Who made this earth their chamel. Others more 

Humble, like &lcons, sat upon the fist 

Of common men, and round their heads did soar ; 

<< Or like small gnats and flies, as thick as mist 
On evening marshes, thronged about the brow 
Of Uwyers, statesmen, priest, and theorist ; — 

^ And others, like discoloured flakes of snow 
On fairest bosoms and the sunniest hair, 
Fell, and were melted by die youthful glow 



''Ofwheneethosefonns proceeded whidithusslauiM 
The track in which we moved. After brief qiace. 
From every form the beauty slowly waned ; 

^ From every firmest lunb and fiurest face 

The strength and fireshness fell like dust, and left 

The action and the shape without the grace 

^ Of life. The marble brow of youth was cleft 
With care ; and in those eyeswhereoncehopeshone, 
Desire, like a lioness beraft 

^ Of her last cub, glared ere it died ; each one 

Of that great crowd sent forth incessantly 

These sluwlows, numerous as the dead leaves blown 

*^ In autumn evening from a poplar tree. 
Each like himself and like each other were 
At first ; but some distorted seemed to be 

^ Obscure clouds, moulded by the casual air ; 
And of this stuff the car's creative ray 
Wrapt all the busy phantoms that were there, 

'' As the sun shapes the clouds ; thus on the way 
Mask after mask fell from the countenance 
And form of all ; and long before the day 

'< Was old, the joy which waked like heaven's glaiioe 
The sleepers in Uie oblivious valley, died ; 
And some grew weary of the ghastly dance, 

<< And fell, as I have fallen, by the way-side ; — 
Those soonest from whose forms most shadows paaty 
And least of strength and beauty did abide. 



<« Which they extinguished ;and, like tears, they were " Then, what is life? I cried." — 

A veil to those from whose faint lids they rained 

In drops of soitow. I became aware | 



_/(. 



FRAGMENTS. 



319 



FRAGMENTS.* 



TO 

Herb, my dear friend, is a new book for you ; 
I have already dedicated two 
To other friends, one female and one male. 
What you are, is a thing that I must veil ; 
What can this be to those who praise or rail ! 
I never was attached to that great sect 
Whose doctrine is that eaich one should select 
Out of the world a mistress or a friend. 
And ail the rest, though fair and wise, conunend 
To cold oblivion — though it is the code 
Of modem morals, and the beaten road 
Which those poor sUves with weary footsteps tread 
Who travel to their home among the dead. 
By the broad highway of the world — and so 
With one sad friend, and many a jealous foe. 
The dreariest and the longest journey go. 

Free love has this, differ«»nt from gold and clay, 
That to divide is not to take away. 
Like ocean, which the general north wind breakn 
Into ten thousand waves, and each one makes 
A mirror of the moon ; like some great glass. 
Which did distort whatever form might pass. 
Dashed into frtigments by a playful child. 
Which then reflects its eyes and forehead mild. 
Giving for one, which it could ne'er express, 
A thousand images of loveliness. 

If I were one whom the loud world held wise, 
I should disdain to quote authorities 
In the support of this kind of love ; — 
Why there is first the Grod in heaven above, 
Who wrote a book called Nature, 'tis to be 
Reviewed I hear in the next Quarterly ; 
And Socrates, the Jesus Christ of Greece ; 
And Jesus Christ himself did never cease 
To urge all living things to love each other. 
And to forgive their mutual faults, and smother 
The Devil of disunion in their souls. 



It is a sweet thing friendship, a dear balm, 
A happy and auspicious bird of calm. 
Which rides o'er life's ever tumultuous Ocean ; 
A God that broods o'er chaos in commotion ; 

* These fragments do not properly belong to the poems 
of 1823. They are gleanings from Shelley's mannscrlpt 
books and papers ; preserved not only because they are 
beautiful in themselves, but as affording indications of his 
feelings and virtues. 



A flower which fi'esh as Lapland rofles are. 
Lifts its bold head into the world's pure air. 
And blooms most radiantly when others die, 
Health, hope, and youth, and brief prosperity ; 
And, with the light and odour of its bloom, 
Shimng within uie dungeon and the tomb ; 
Whose coming is as light and music are 
'Mid dissonance and gloom — a star 
Which moves not 'mid the moving heavens alone, 
A smile among dark frowns— a gentle tone 
Among rude voices, a beloved light, 
A solitude, a refuge, a delight. 

If I had but a friend ! why I have three, 

Even by my own confession ; there may be 

Some more, for what I know ; for 'tis mv mind 

To call my friends all who are wise and kind. 

And these, Heaven knows, at best are very few. 

But none can ever be more dear than you. 

Why should they be ! my muse has lost her wings, 

Or like a dying swan who soars and sings 

I should describe you in heroic style. 

But as it is — are you not void of guile ! 

A lovely soul, formed to be blessed and bless ; 

A well of sealed and secret happiness ; 

A lute, which those whom love has taught to play 

Make music on, to cheer the roughest day ! 



II. 



MUSIC. 

I pant for the music which is divine, 
My heart in its thirst is a dying flower ; 

Pour forth the sound like enchanted wine, 
Loosen the notes in a silver shower. 

Like a herbless phun for the gentle rain, 

I gasp, I faint, tdl they wake again. 

As the scent of a violet withered up. 

Which grew by the brink of a silver lake. 

When the hot noon had drained its dewy cup. 
And tank there was none its thirst to slake ; 

And the violet lay dead, whilst the odour flew 

On the wings of ihe wind o'er the waters blue. 

Let me drink of the spirit of the sweet sound. 
More, O more ; — I am thirsting yet 1 

It loosens the serpent which care had bound 
Upon my heart to stifle it. 

The dissolving strain, through every vein. 

Passes into my heart and brain. 
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m. 

A gentle story of two lovers young, 

Who met in innocence and died in sorrow, 
And of one selfish heart, whose rancour clung 
Like curses on them ; are ye slow to borrow 
The lore of truth from such a tale I 
Or in this world's deserted vale, 
Do ye not see a star of gladness 
Pierce the shadows of its sadness. 
When ye are cold, that love is a light sent 
From heaven,which none shall quench, to cheer the 
innocent! 

IV. 

I am drunk with the honey wine 
Of the moon-unfolded eglantine. 
Which fairies catch in hyacinth buds : — 
The bats, the dormice, and the moles 
Sleep in the walls or under the sward 
Of the desolate Castle yard ; 
And when 'tis spilt on the summer earth 
Or its fumes arise among the dew. 
Their jocund dreams are full of mirth. 
They gibber their joy in sleep ; for few 
Of the fairies bear those bowls so new ! 

V. 

And who feels discord now or sorrow ! 

Love is the universe to-day — 
These are the slaves of dim to-morrow. 

Darkening Life's labyrinthine way. 

VI. 
TO WILLIAM SHELLEY. 



Thy little footsteps on the sands 
Of a remote and lonely shore ; 
The twinkling of thine infant hands 

Where now the worm wUl feed no more : 
Thy mingled look of love and glee 
When we returned to gaze on thee. 

vn. 

The world is dreary. 

And I am weary 
Of wandering on witliout thee, Mary ; 

A joy was ere while 

In thy voice and thy smile, 
And His gone, when I should be gone too, Mary. 

July, 1819. 

VIII. 

My dearcRt Mary, wherefore hast thou gone. 
And left nic in this dreary world alone ! 

Thy form is here indeed — a lovely one 

But thou art fled, gone down the dreary road. 
That leads to Sorrow's ni08t obscure abode ; 
Thou sittest on the hearth of pale despair, 

Where 
For thine own sake I cannot follow thee. 



July, 1819. 



IX. 



And where is truth? On tombs? for such to thoe 
}Ia« been my heart — and thy dead memory 
I Has lain from cliildhood, manyaehanjreful year — 
Unchanj^ingly preserved and buried there. * 



X. 

When a lover clasps his iairest. 
Then be our dread sport the rarest. 
Their caresses were like the chaff 
In the tempest, and be our laugh 
His despair— her epitaph ! 

When a mother clasps her child. 
Watch till dusty Death has piled 
His cold ashes on the clay ; 
She has loved it many a day — 
She remains, — it fades away. 

XL 

One sung of thee who left the tale untold. 
Like the false dawns which perish in theborstiiig : 

Like empty cups of wrought and dtedal gold. 
Which mock the lips with air, when they are 
thirsting. 

xn. 

Ye gentle visitations of calm thought — 
Aloods like the memories of happier earth. 
Which come arrayed in thoughts of little worth. 

Like stars in clouds by.the weak winds enwrooght. 
But that the clouds depart and stars remain. 
While they remain, and ye, alas, depart ! 

xnL 

In the cave which wild weeds cover 
Wait for thine ethereal lover ; 
For the pallid moon is waning. 
O'er the spiral cypress hanging 
And the moon no cloud lb staining. 

It was once a Roman's chamber. 
Where he kept his darkest revels. 
And the wild weeds twine and clamber ; 
It was then a cliasm for devils. 

XIV. 

Rome has fallen, ye see it lying 

Heaped in undistinguished ruin : 
Nature is alone undying. 

XV. 

How sweet it is to sit and read the tales 
Of mighty poets, and to hear the while 
Sweet music, which when tlic attention fails 
Fills the dim pause 

XVL 

Wake the serpent not — lest he 
Sliould not know the way to go, — 
Let him crawl which yet lies sleeping 
Through the deep grass of the meadt)w ! 
Not a bee shall hear him creeping, 
Not a may-fly shall awaken, 
Fnmi its cradling blue-bell shaken. 
Not the starlight as he's sliding 
Through the grass with silent gliding. 

XVII. • 

The fitful alternations of the rain. 
When the chill wind, lan^^uid as with pain 
Of its own heavy moisture, liei*e and there 
Drives through the grey and beaniless atmosphere. 
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xvra. 



There is a warm and gentle atmosphere 
About the form of one we love, and thus 
As in a tender mist our spirits are 

Wrapt in the of that which is to us 

The health of life's own life. 



XIX. 

What men gain fairly — that they should poflsess, 

And children may inherit idleness, 

From him who earns it— This is understood ; 

Private injustice may be general good. 

But he who gains by base and armed wrong, 

Or guilty fraud, or base compliances, 

Kay be despoiled ; even as a stolen dress 

Is stript from a convicted thief, and he 

Left in the nakedness of inffuny. 

XX. 

I would not be a king — enough 

Of woe it is to love ; 
The path to power is steep and rough^ 

And tempests reign above. 

I would not climb the imperial throne ; 
Tis built on ice which fortune's sun 

Thaws in the height of noon. 
Then farewell, king, yet were I one^ 
Care would not come so soon. 
Would he and I were far away 
Keeping flocks on Himelay ! 

XXL 

thou immortal deity 

Whose throne is in the depth of human thought, 

1 do adjure thy power and thee 

By all that man may bo, by all that he is not. 
By all that he has been and yet must be ! 

xxn. 

ON KEATS. 

WHO DBSniKD THAT Off HIS TOMB BHOVLO JBJB TNtCRIBaD — 

<< Here lieth One whose name was writ on water !" 
But ere the breath that could erase it blew. 
Death, in remorse for that fell slaughter. 
Death, the immortalising winter flew. 
Athwart the stream, and time's monthless torrent 
A scroll of crystal, blazoning the name [grew 
Of Adonais I — 



xxnL 



He wanders, like a day-appearing dream, 
Through the dim wildernesses of the mind ; 

Through desert woods and tracts, which seem 
Like ocean, homeless, boundless, unconfined. 



XXIV. 

The rude wind is singing 
The dirge of the music dead, 

The cold worms are clinging 
Where kisses were lately fed. 

XXV. 

What art thou. Presumptuous, who profanest 

The wreath to mighty poets only due, 
Even whilst like a forgotten moon thou wanest 1 

Touch not those leaves which for the eternal few. 
Who wander o'er the paradise of fiEime, 

In sacred dedication ever grew,— 
One of the crowd thou art without a name. 
Ah, friend, 'tis the false laurel that I wear ; 

Bright though it seem, it is not the same 
As that which bound Milton's immortal hair ; 

Its dew is poison and the hopes that quicken 
Under its chilling shade, though seeming fair. 

Are flowers which die almost before they sicken. 

XXVI. 

When soft winds and sunny fikies 
With the green earth harmonize. 
And the young and dewy dawn. 
Bold as an unhunted fawn, 
Up the windless heaven is gone — 
Laugh — for ambushed in the day. 
Clouds and whirlwinds watch their prey. 

XXVII. 

The babe is at peace within the womb, 
The corpse is at rest within the tomb. 
We begin in what we end. 

XXVIIL 
EPITAPH. 

These are two friends whose lives were undivided ; 
So let their memory be, now they have glided 
Under their grave ; let not their bones be parted, 
For their two hearts in life were single-hearted. 
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NOTE ON THE POEMS OF 1822. 



BY THE EDITOR. 



Thts mom tby gallant bark 
Sailed on a sunny sea, 

*Ti0 noon, and tempests dark 
Have wrecked it on the lee. 
Ah woe ! ah woe ! 

By spirits of the deep 

Thou'rt cradled on the biUow, 

To thy eternal sleep. 

Thou sleep'st upon the shore 
Beside the knelling surge, 

And sea-nymphs evermore 
Shall sadly chant thy dirge. 
Theyoome/ they come. 



With this last year of the life of Shelley these 
Notes end. They are not what I intended them 
to be. I began with energy and a burning desire 
to impart to the world, in worthy language, the 
sense I have of the virtues and genius of the 
Beloved and the Lost ; my strength has failed 
under the task. Recurrence to the past — full of 
its own deep and unforgotten joys and sorrows, 
contrasted with succeeding years of painful and 
solitary struggle, has shaken my health. Days 
of great suffering have followed my attempts to 
write, and these again produced a weakness and 
languor that spread their sinister influence over 
these notes. I dislike speaking of myself, but 
cannot help apologising to the dead, and to the 
public, for not having executed in the manner I 
desired the history I engaged to give of Shelley*s 
writings *. 

« I at one time feared that the correction of the press 
might bo less exact through my illneKS ; but, 1 believe 
that it is nearly free from error. No omi^u^ions have been 
made in this edition; (in the last of laTJ tlicy were con- 
fined to certain pansagesof " Qut»cn Mab";) some asterisks 
occur in a few pages, as they did in the voluino of PohI- 
humous Poems, either because they refer to private con- 
cerns, or because the original manuscript was left imper- 
fect. Did any one hcc the papers from which 1 drew that 
volume, the wonder would be how any eyes or patience 
were capable of extracting it from so confuiied a mass. 



The spirits of the deep. 
While near thy sea-weed pilloi 
My lonely watch I keep. 



From far across the i 
I hear a loud lament. 

By echo's voice for thee. 
From ooean*s,cavems sent. 
Olist! Olist, 

The q>irit8 of the deep ; 

They raise a wail of sorrow 

WhJle I for ever irev. 



Tlie winter of 1822 was passed in Pisa, if we 
might call that season winter in which autumn 
merged into spring, after the interval of but few 
days of bleaker weather. Spring sprang up early, 
and with extreme beauty. Shelley had conceived 
the idea of writing a tragedy on the subject of 
Charles I. It was one that he believed adapted 
for a drama ; full of intense interest, contrasted 
character, and busy passion. He had recom- 
mended it long before, when he encouraged me 
to attempt a play. Whether the subject proved 
more difficult than he anticipated, or whether in 
fact he could not bend his mind away from the 
broodings and wanderings of thought, divested 
from human interest, which he best loved, I 
cannot toll ; but lie proceeded slowly, and threw 
it aside for one of the most mystical of his poems, 
" The Triumph of Life," on which he was employed 
at the last. 

His passion for boating was fostered at this 
time by having among our friends several sailors ; 
his favourite companion, Edward EUcrker Wil- 
liams, of the 8th Light DragoonH,had begun his life 

interline<l and bn>kcn into fnurments, ro that the HtTtae 
could only be deciphered and joined by guesses, which 
might seem rather intuitive than founded on reasoning. 
Yet I believe no mistake was nmdc. i 




in the navy, and had afterwards entered the army ; 
he had spent seyeral years in India, and his love 
for adventure and manly exercises accorded with 
Shelley's taste. It was their favourite plan to 
build a boat such as they could manage themselves, 
and, living on the sea-coast, to enjoy at every 
hour and season the pleasure they loved best. 
Captain Roberts, R.N., undertook to build the 
boat at Grenoa, where he was also occupied in 
building the Bolivar for Lord Byron. Ours was 
to be an open boat, on a model taken from one of 
the royal dock-yards. I have since heard that there 
was a defect in this model, and that it was never 
sea-worthy. In the month of February, Shelley 
and his friend went to Spezia to seek for houses 
for us. Only one was to be found at all suitable ; 
however, a trifle such as not finding a house 
could not stop Shelley ; the one [found was to 
serve for alL It was unfurnished ; we sent our 
furniture by sea, and with a good deal of precipi- 
tation, arising from his impatience, made our 
removal. We left Pisa on the 26th of April. 

The bay of Spezia is of considerable extent, and 
divided by a rocky promontory into a larger and 
smaller one. The town of Lerici is situated on 
the eastern point, and in the depth of the smaller 
bay, which bears the name of this town, is the 
village of Sant' Arenzo. Our house, Casa Blagni, 
was close to this village ; the sea came up to the 
door, a steep hill sheltered it behind. The pro- 
prietor of the estate on which it was situated was 
insane ; he had begun to erect a large house at 
the summit of the hill behind, but his malady 
prevented its being finished, and it was falling 
into ruin. He had, and this to the Italians had 
seemed a glaring symptom of very decided mad- 
ness, rooted up the olives on the hill side, and 
planted forest trees ; these were mostly young, 
but the pUntation was more in English taste than 
I ever elsewhere saw in Italy ; some fine walnut 
and ilex trees intermingled their dark massy 
foliage, and formed groups which still haunt my 
memory, as then they satiated the eye, with a 
sense of loveliness. The scene was indeed of 
unimaginable beauty ; the blue extent of waters, 
the almost land-locked bay, the near castle of 
Lerici, shutting it in to the east, and distant Porto 
Venere to the west ; the varied forms of the pre- 
cipitous rocks that bound in the beach, over which 
there was only a winding rugged foot-path towards 
Lerici, and none on the other side ; the tideless 
sea leaving no sands nor shingle, — formed a 
picture such as one sees in Salvator Rosa's land- 
scapes only: sometimes the sunshine vanished 
when the scirocco raged — the ponente, the wind 



was called on that shore. The gales and squalls, 
that hailed our first arrival, surrounded the bay 
with foam ; the howling wind swept round our 
exposed house, and the sea roared unremittingly, 
so that we almost fancied ourselves on board ship. 
At other times sunshine and calm invested sea 
and sky, and the rich tints of Italian heaven 
bathed the scene in bright and ever-varying tints. 

The natives were wilder than the place. Our 
near neighbours, of Sant' Arenzo, were more like 
savages than any people I ever before lived among. 
Many a night they passed on the beach, singing or 
rather howling, the women dancing about among 
the waves that broke at their feet, the men leaning 
against the rocks and joining in their loud wild 
chorus. We could get no provisions nearer than 
Sarzana, at a distance of three miles and a half 
off, with the torrent of the Magra between ; and 
even there the supply was very deficient. Had 
we been wrecked on an island of the South Seas, 
we could scarcely have felt ourselves further from 
civilisation and comfort ; but where the sun shines 
the latter becomes an unnecessary luxury, and we 
had enough society among ourselves. Yet I con- 
fess housekeeping became rather a toilsome task, 
especially as I was suffering in my health, and 
could not exert myself actively. 

At first the fatal boat had not arrived, and was 
expected with great impatience. On Monday, 
May 12th, it came. Williams records the long- 
wished-for fact in his journal : '' Cloudy and threat- 
ening weather. M. Maglian called, and after 
dinner and while walking^ with him on the terrace, 
we discovered a strange sail coming round the 
point of Porto Venere, which proved at length to 
be Shelley's boat. She had left Genoa on Thurs- 
day last, but had been driven back by the prevail- 
ing bad winds. A Mr. Heslop and two English 
seamen brought her round, and they speak most 
highly of her performances. She does indeed 
excite my surprise and admiration. Shelley and 
I walked to Lerici, and made a stretch off the 
land to try her ; and I find she fetches whatever 
she looks at. In short, we have now a perfect 
plaything for the summer." — It was thus that short- 
sighted mortals welcomed death, he having dis- 
guised his grim form in a pleasing mask I The time of 
the friends was now spent on the sea ; the weather 
became fine, and our whole party often passed the 
evenings on the water, when the wind promised 
pleasant sailing. Shelley and Williams made 
longer excursions ; they sailed several times to 
Massa ; they had engaged one of the seamen who 
brought her round, a boy, by name Charles Vivian; 
and they had not the slightest apprehension of 
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danger. When the weather was unfaToorable, 
they employed themselyes with alterations in the 
rigging, and by building a boat of canvas and 
reeds, as light as possible, to have on board the 
other, for the convenience of landing in waters 
too shaUow for the larger vesseL When Shelley 
was on board, he had his papers with him ; and 
much of the ^ Triumph of Life ** was written as 
he sailed or weltered on that sea which was soon 
to engulf him. 

The heats set in, in the middle of June ; the 
days became excessively hot, but the sea breeze 
cooled the air at noon, and extreme heat always 
put Shelley in spirits: a long drought had pre- 
ceded the heat, and prayers for rain were being 
put up in the churches, and prooearions of relics 
for the same effect took place in every town. At 
this time we received letters announcing the 
arrival of Leigh Hunt at Pisa. Shelley was very 
eager to see him. I was confined to my room 
by severe illness, and could not move ; it was 
agreed that Shelley and Williams should go to 
Leghorn in the boat. Strange that no fear of 
danger crossed our minds ! Living on the sea- 
shore, the ocean became as a plaything : as a 
child may sport with a lighted stick, till a spark 
inflames a forest and spreads destruction over all, 
so did we fearlessly and blindly tamper with 
danger, and make a game of the terrors of the 
ocean. Our Italian neighbours even trusted 
themselves as far as Massa in the skiff ; and the 
running down the line of coast to Leghorn, gave 
no more notion of peril than a fair-weather inland 
navigation would have done to those who liad 
never seen the sea. Once, some months before, 
Trelawny had raised a warning voice as to the 
difference of our calm bay, and the open sea 
beyond ; but Shelley and his friend, with their 
one sailor boy, thought themselves a match for 
the storms of the Mediterranean, in a boat which 
they looked upon as equal to all it was put 
to do. 

On the 1st of July they left us. If ever shadow 
of future ill darkened the present hour, such was 
over my mind when they went. During the 
whole of our stay at Lorici, an intense presenti- 
ment of coming evil bro<)<led over my mind, 
and covered this beautiful place, and genial 
summer, with the shadow of coming misery — I had 
vainly struggled with these emotions — they seemed 
accounted for by my illness, but at this hour of 
separation they recurred with renewed violence. 
I did not anticipate danger for them, but a vague 
expectation of evil shook me to agony, and I could 
scarcely bring myself to lot them go. The day 



was calm and clear, and a fine breeze nsing at 
twelve they weighed for Leghorn ; they made the 
run of about fifty miles in seven hours and a half: 
the Bolivar was in port, and the regolittions of 
the health-office not permitting them to go on 
shore after sunset, they borrowed cushions from 
the larger vessel, and slept on board their 
boat. 

They spent a week at Pisa and Leghorn. The 
want of rain was severely felt in the country. The 
weather continued sultry and fine. I have heard 
that Shelley all this time was in brilliant spiritBL 
Not long before, talking of presentiment, he had 
said the only one that he ever found iniallible, 
was the certain advent of some evil fortune 
when he felt peculiarly joyous. Yet if ever £ste 
whispered of coming disaster, such inaudible, but 
not unfelt, prognostics hovered around us. The 
beauty of the place seemed unearthly in its excess: 
the distance we were at from all signs of civilisa- 
tion, the sea at our feet, its murmurs or its roaring 
for ever in our ears, — all these things led the mind 
to brood over strange thoughts, and, lifting it 
firom every-day life, caused it to be familiar with 
the unreal. A sort of spell surrounded ns, and 
each day, as the voyagers did not return, we grew 
restless and disquieted, and yet, strange to aay, 
we were not fearful of the most apparent 
danger. 

The spell snapped, it was all over ; an interval 
of agonising doubt— of days passed in miserable 
journeys to gain tidings, of hopes that took firmer 
root, even as they were more baseless — were 
changed to the certainty of the death that eclipsed 
all happiness for the survivors for evermore. 

There was something in our fate peculiarly 
harrowing. The remains of those we lost were 
cast on shore ; but by the quarantine laws of the 
coast, we were not permitted to have possession 
of them — the la^'S, with respect to everything 
cast on land by the sea, bein^, that such should 
be humeri, to preventthe possibility of any remnant 
bringing the plague into Italy; and no representa- 
tion could alter the law. At length, through the 
kind and unwearied exertions of Mr. Dawkins, 
our Charg6 d' Affaires at Florence, we gained 
permission to receive the asht>s after the bodit*s 
were consumed. Nothing could equal the zeal of 
Trelawny in carrying our wishes into effect. He 
was indefatigable in his exertions, and full of 
forethought and sagacity in his arrangements. 
It was a fearful task : he stood before us at Ust, 
his hands scorched and blistered by the flames of 
; the funeral p>Te, and by touching the burnt relics 
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as he placed them m the receptacles prepared for 
the purpose. And there, in compass of that small 
case, was gathered all that remained on earth of 
him whose genius and virtue were a crown of 
glory to' the world — whose love had been the 
source of happiness, peace, and good, — to be 
buried with him ! 

The concluding stanzas of the Adonais pointed 
out where the remains ought to be deposited ; in 
addition to which our beloved child lay buried in 
the cemetery at Rome. Thither Shelley's ashes 
were conveyed, and they rest beneath one of the 
antique weed-grown towers that recur at intervals 
in the circuit of the massy ancient wall of Rome. 
The vignette of the title page, is taken from a 
sketch nmde on the spot by Captun Roberts. He 
selected the hallowed place himself ; there is the 

Sepulchre, 
0, not of him» but of our Joy I 



And grey walls moulder roiind, on which dull Time 
Feeds liko Blow fire upon a hoary brand ; 
And one keen pyramid, with wedge sublime, 
Pavilioning the dust of him who planned 
This refuge for his memory, doth stand 
like flame transformed to marble ; and beneath 
A field is spread, on which a newer band 
Have pitched in Heaven's smile their camp of death. 
Welcoming him we lose with scarce extinguished breath. 

Could sorrow for the lost, and shuddering 
anguish at the vacancy left behind, be soothed 
by poetic imaginations, there was something in 
Shelley's late to mitigate pangs, which yet alas ! 
could not be so mitigated ; for hard reality brings 
too miserably home to the mourner, all that is lost 
of happiness, all of lonely unsolaced struggle that 
remains. Still though dreams and hues of poetry 
cannot blunt grief, it invests his fate with a sublime 



fitness, which those less nearly allied may regard 
with complacency. A year before, he had poured 
into verse all such ideas about death as give it a 
glory of its own. He had, as it now seems, almost 
anticipated his own destiny ; and when the mind 
figures his skiff wrapped from sight by the thunder- 
storm, as it was last seen upon the purple sea ; 
and then, as the cloud of the tempest passed away, 
no sign remained of where it had been* — who 
but will regard as a prophecy the last stanza of 
the << Adonais?" 

The breath, whose might I have invoked in song 
Descends on me ; my spirit's bark is driven. 
Far from the shore, fiar from the trembling throng. 
Whose saUs were never to the tempest given ; 
The massy earth and sphered skies are riven I 
I am borne darkly, fearfully, afar ; 
Whilst burning through the inmost veil oi Heaven, 
The soul of Adonais, like a star. 
Beacons from the abode where the Eternal are. 

* Captain Roberts watched the vessel with his glass 
from the top of the light-house of Leghorn, on its home* 
ward track. They were off Via Reggio, at some distance 
from shore, when a storm was driven over the sea. It 
enveloped them and several larger vessels in darkness. 
When the cloud passed onward, Roberts looked again, 
and saw every other vessel sailing on the ocean except 
their little schooner, which had vanished. From that 
time he could scarcely doubt the fat^ truth ; yet we 
fancied that they might have been driven towards Elba, 
or Cknvlca, and so be saved. The obeervation made as to 
the spot where the boat disappeared, caused it to be 
found, through the exertions of Trelawny, for that effect 
It had gone down in ten fathom water ; it had not oapsixed, 
and, except such things as had floated from her, every- 
thing was found on board exactly as it had been placed 
when they saOed. The boat itself was uninjured. Roberta 
possessed himself of her, and decked her, but she proved 
not sea-worthy, and her shattered planks now lie rotting 
on the shore of one of the Ionian <«iiffl«^(i, on which she 
was wrecked. 

Putney, May Ut» 1839. 
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PREFACE 



TO THE VOLUME OF POSTHUMOUS POEMS, 



PUBLISHED IN 18S4. 



In nobn amgue, vita nmile e quota, 

Ed in alto inteUetto un puro core ; 

Frutto'senile in sul giovenil fiore, 

E in aspetto penBOSo, anima lietai—ParBABCA. 



It bad been my Trisb, on presenting the public viiih 
the Posthumous Poems of Shelley, to have accom- 
panied them by a biographical notice : as it appeared 
to me, that at this moment a narration of the events of 
my husband's life would come more gracefully from 
other hands than mine, I applied to Leigh Hunt. 
The distinguished friendship that Shelley felt for him, 
and the enthusiastic affection with which Leigh Hunt 
clings to his friend's memory, seemed to point him out 
as the person best calculated for such an undertaking. 
His alraence from this country, which prevented our 
mutual expUnation, has unfortunately rendered my 
scheme abortive. I do not doubt but that on some 
other occasion he will pay this tribute to his lost 
friend, and sincerely regret that the volume which I 
edit has not been honoured by its insertion. 

The comparative solitude in which Shelley lived, 
was the occasion that he was personally known to few ; 
and his fearless enthusiasm in the cause which he con- 
sidered the most sacred upon earth, the improvement 
of the moral and physical state of mankind, was the 
chief reason why he, like other illustrious reformers, 
was pursued by hatred and calumny. No man was 
ever more devoted than he, to the endeavour of making 
those around him happy ; no man ever possessed friends 
more unfeignedly attached to him. The ungrateful 
world did not feel his loss, and the gap it made seemed 
to close as quickly over his memory as the murderous 
sea above his living frame. Hereafter men will bment 
that his transcendent powers of intellect were extin- 
guished before they had bestowed on them their choicest 
trotsures. To his friends his loss is irremediable : the 
wise, the brave, the gentle, is gone for ever ! He is to 
them as a bright vision, whose radiant track, left behind 
in the memory, is worth all the realities that society 
can afford. Before the critics contradict me, let them 
appeal to any one who had ever known him : to see 



him was to love him ; and his presence, like Ithoriel's 
spear, was alone sufficient to disclose the falsehood of 
the tale which his enemies whispered in the ear of the 
ignorant world. 

His life was spent in the contemplation of nature, in 
arduous study, or in acts of kindness and affection. He 
was an elegant scholar and a profound metaphysician : 
without possessing much scientific knowledge, he was 
unrivalled in the justness and extent of his observa- 
tions on natural objects ; he knew every plant by its 
name, and was familiar with the history and habits of 
every production of the earth ; he could interpret 
without a fault each appearance in the sky, and the 
varied phenomena of heaven and earth filled him with 
deep emotion. He made his study and reading-room 
of the shadowed copse, the stream, the lake, and 
the water&ll. Ill health and continual pain preyed 
upon his powers ; and the solitude in which we lived, 
particularly on our first arrival in Italy, although 
congenial to his feelings, must frequently have 
weighed upon his spirits ; those beautiful and affecting 
*' Lines, written in dejection at Naples,'' were com- 
posed at such an interval ; but when in health, his 
spirits were buoyant and youthful to an extraordinary 
degree. 

Such was his love for nature, that every page of his 
poetry is associated in the minds of his friends with 
the loveliest scenes of the countries which he inhabited. 
In early life he visited the most beautiful parts of this 
country and Ireland. Aflerwards the Alps of Switzer- 
land became his inspirers. " Prometheus Unbound " 
was written among the deserted and flower-grown ruins 
of Rome ; and when he made his home under the Pisan 
hills, their roofless recesses harboured him as he com- 
posed ♦• The Witcfi of Atlas," *♦ Adonais," and 
'' Hellas." In the wild but beautiful Bay of Spezia, 
the winds and waves which he loved became his play- 



^ 



328 



PREFACE TO POSTHUMOUS POEMa 



mates. Hit days vera chieflj tpent on the miter; 
the management of his boat, its alterations and improve- 
ments, were his principal occupation. At night, when 
the unclouded moon dione on the calm sea, he often 
went alone in his little shallop to the rocky cavM thai 
bordered it, and sitting beneath their shelter wrote 
** The Triumph of Life,'' the last of his productions. 
The beauty but stiangeness of this lonely place, the 
refined pleasure which he felt in the companionship of 
a few selected friends, our entire sequestration flrom the 
rest of the world, all contributed to render this period 
of his life one of continued enjoyment. I am oon- 
yinced that the two months we passed there were the 
happiest which he had ever known : his health even 
rspidly improved, and he was never better than when 
I last saw him, full of spirito and joy, embark for 
L^hom, that he might there welcome Lboh Huirr 
to Italy. I was to have accompanied him, but illness 
confined me to my room, and thus put the seal on my 
misfortune. His venel bore out of sig^t with a 
favourable wind, and I remained awaiting his return 
by the breakers of that sea which was about to engulf 
him. 

He spent a week at Pisa, employed in kind offices 
toward his friends, and enjoying with keen delight the 
renewal of their intercourse. He then embarked with 
WiLLUMS, the chosen and beloved sharer of his plea- 
sures and of his fate, to return to us. We waited for 
them in vain ; the sea by iu restless moaning seemed 
to desire to inform us of what we would not learn : 

but a veil may well be drawn over such misery. 

The real anguish of those moments transcended all 
the fictions that the most glo^ng imagination ever 
portrayed : our seclusion, the savage nature of the 
inliabitanta of the surrounding villi^ies, and our imme- 
diate vidnity to the troubled sea, combined to imbue 
with strange horror our days of uncertainty. The 
truth was at last known, — a truth that made our 
loved and lovely Italy appear a tomb, its sky a pall. 
Every heart echoed the deep lament, and my only 
consolation was in the praise and earnest love that 
each voice bestowed and each countenance demon- 



strated for him we had lost^ — not, I fbodl j hope, for 
ever : his unearthly and elevated nature is a pledgo of 
the eontinnation oif his being, although in ao altered 
fonn. Rome received his ashes ; they are depoaited 
beneath ito weed-grown wall, and **the world's tote 
monument " is enrielMd by hb remaint. 

I must add a few words concerning the oootente of 
this volume. ^Julian and Maddalo,** "The Witch 
of Atlas," and most of the Translations, were written 
some yean ago ; and, with the exception of ** The 
Cyclops," and the Scenes firom the ** Bfagieo Pro- 
digioso," may be considered as having reoeived the 
author's ultimate corrections. ** The Triumph of 
Life " was his last work, and was left in so unfinished a 
state, that I arranged it in ita present form with great 
difficulty. All his poems which were scattered in 
periodical workt are eollected in this volume, and I 
have added a reprint of " Alaator, or the Spirit of 
Solitude : " — the difficulty with whkh a eopy can be 
obtained is the cause of ite republication. Maaj of 
the Misoellaneout Poemt, written on the spur of the 
occasion, and never retouched, I found amoi^ his 
manuscript books, and have carefully ci^ned. I have 
subjoined, whenever I have been able, the date of their 
composition. 

I do not know whether the critics will reprehend 
the insertion of some of the most imperfect among 
them ; but I •franldy own that I have been mere 
actuated by the fear lest any monument of his genius 
should escape me, than the wish of presenting nothing 
but what was complete to the festidious reader. I feel 
secure that the Lovers of Shklley's Poetrj (who 
know how more than any poet of the present day 
every line and word he wrote is instinct with pecolitf 
beauty) will pardon and thank me : I consecrate this 
volume to them. 

The size of this collection has prevented the insertion 
of any prose pieces. They will hereafter appear iu a 
separate publication. 

Mary W. Shellbt. 
London, June U<, 1S24. 









TRANSLATIONS. 



TRANSLATIONS. 



HYMNS OF HOMER. 



HYMN TO MERCURY. 



I. 



Si NO, Muse, the son of Maia and of Juve, 

The Herald-child, king of Arcadia 
And all its pastoral hills, whom in sweet love 

Having been interwoven, modest May 
Bore Heaven's dread Supreme — an antique grove 

Shadowed the cavern where the lovers lay 
In the deep night, unseen by Gods or Men, 
And white-armed Juno slumbered sweetly then. 



TI. 



Now, when the joy of Jove had its fulfilling, 
And Heaven's tenth moon chronicled her relief. 

She gave to light a babe all babes excelling, 
A schemer subtle beyond all belief ; 

A shepherd of thin dreams, a cow-stealing, 
A night-watching, and door-waylaying thief. 

Who 'mongst the Gods was soon about to thieve. 

And other glorious actions to achieve. 



V. 



ni. 



The babe was bom at the first peep of day ; 

He began playing on the lyre at noon, 
And the same evenmg did he steal away 

Apollo's herds ;— the fourth day of the moon 
On which him bore tiie venerable Mav, 

From her immortal limbs he leaped full soon. 
Nor long could in the sacred cradle keep. 
But out to seek Apollo's herds would creep. 



" A useful god-send are you to me now. 
King of the dance, companion of the feast. 

Lovely in all your nature ! Welcome, you [beast, 
Excellent plaything ! Where, swc^et mountain 

Got you that speckled shell ! Thus much I know. 
You must come home with me and be my guest; 

You will give joy to me, and I will do 

All that is in my power to honour you. 



vr. 



'^ Better to be at home than out of door ; 

So come with me, and though it has been said 
That you alive defend from magic power, 

I know you will sing sweetly when you're dead.'' 
Thus having spoken, the quaint inlant bore. 

Lifting it from the grass on which it fed. 
And grasping it in his delighted hold. 
His treasured prize into the cavern old. 

VII. 

Then scooping with a chisel of grey steel. 
He bored the life and soul out of the ' 

Not swifter a swift thought of woe or weal 
Darts through the tumult of a human breast 

Which thronging cares annoy — ^not swifter wheel 
The flashes of its torture and unrest 

Out of the dizzy eyes — than Maia's son 

All that he did devise hath featly done. 



IT. 



vin. 



Out of the lofty cavern wandering 

He found a tortoise, and cried out — " A treasure !" 
(For Mercury first made the tortoise sing) 

The beast before the portal at his leisure 
The flowery herbage was depasturing, 

Moving his feet m a deliberate measure 
Over the turf. Jove's profitable son 
Eyeing him laughed, and laughing thus begun : — 



And through the tortoise's hard strong skin 

At proper distances small holes he made. 

And fiistened the cut stems of reeds within. 

And with a piece of leather overlaid 
The open space and fixed the cubits in. 
Fitting the bridge to both, and stretched o'er all 
Symphonious cords of sheep-gut rhythmical. 
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TRANSLATIONS. 



IX. 



When he had wrought the lovely instrument, 
He tried the chords, and made division meet 

Preluding with the plectrum, and there went 
Up from beneath his hand a tumult sweet 

Of mighty sounds, and from his lips he sent 
A strain of unpremeditated wit 

Joyous and wild and wanton — such you may 

Hear among revellers on a holiday. 

X. 

He sung how Jove and May of the bright sandal 
Dallied in love not quite legitimate ; 

And his own birth, still scoffing at the scandal. 
And naming his own name, did celebrate ; 

His mother's cave and servant maids he planned all 
In plastic verse, her household stuff and state, 

Perennial pot, trippet, and brazen pan — 

But singing he conceived another plan. 

XI. 

Seized with a sudden fancy for fresh meat. 

He in his sacred crib deposited 
The hollow lyre, and from the cavern sweet 

Rushed with great leaps up to the mountain's 
head. 
Revolving in his mind some subtle feat 
Of thievish craft, such as a swindler might 
Devise in the lone season of dun night. 

xn. 
Lo ! the great Sun under the ocean's bed has 

Driven steeds and chariot — the child meanwhile 
strode 
O'er the Pierian mountains clothed in shadows, 

Where the immortal oxen of the God 
Are pastured in the flowering urnnown meadows. 

And safely stalled in a remote abode — 
The archer Argicide, elate and proud. 
Drove fifty from the herd, lowing aloud. 

XIII. 

He drove them wandering o'er the sandy way. 
But, being ever mindful of his craft, 

Backward and forward drove he them astray, 
So that the tracks, which seemed before, were aft: 

His sandals then he threw to the ocean spray. 
And for each foot he \*Tought a kind of raft 

Of tamarisk, and tamarisk-like sprigs. 

And bound them in a lump with withy twigs. 

XIV. 

And on his feet he tied these sandals light, 

The trail of whose wide leaves might not betray 

His track ; and then, a self-sufficing wight. 
Like a man hastening on some distant way, 

He from Pieria's mountain bent his flight ; 

But an old man perceived the infant pass 

Down green Onchestus, heaped like beds with 
grass. 

XV. 

The old man stood dressing his sunny vine : 
" Halloo ! old fellow with the crooked shoulder! 

You grub those stiunps! Before they will bear wine 
Methinks even you must grow a little older : 

Attend, I pray, to this advice of mine, 

As you would *8cape what might appal a bolder — 

Seeing, see not — and hearing, hear not — and- 

If you have understanding — understand.^ 



» 



XTI. 



So flaying, Hermes roused the oxen vast ; 

O'er shadowy mountain and resounding dell, 
And flower-paven pUdns, great Hermes past ; 

Till the black night divine, which favouring fell 
Around his steps, grew grey, and morning fast 

Wakened the world to work, and from her cell, 
Sea-strewn, the PaJlantean Moon sublime 
Into her watch-tower just began to climb. 



XVII. 



Now to Alpheus he had driven all 

The broad-foreheaded oxen of the Sun ; 

They came unwearied to the lofty stall 
And to the water troughs which ever nm 

Through the fresh fields— -and when with ruahgraas 
Lotus and all sweet herbage, every one [tall 

Had pastured been, the Great God made them move 

Towards the stall in a collected drove. 



XVIII. 



A mighty pfle of wood the Gt>d then heaped. 
And having soon conceived the mystery 

Of fire, from two smooth laurel branches stript 
The bark,and rubbed theminhispalmsy — on high 

Suddenly forth the burning vapour leapt. 
And the divine child saw delightedly — 

Mercury first found out for human weal 

Tinder-box, matches, fire-irons, flint, and steel. 



XIX. 



And fine dry lo^ and roots innmnerous 
He gathered m a delve upon the ground — 

And kmdled them — and instantaneous 
The strength of the fierce flame was breathed 
around: 

And whilst the might of glorious Vulcan thus 
Wrapt the great pile \%ith glare and roaring sound, 

Hermes dragged forth two heifers, lowing loud. 

Close to the fire — such might was in the God. 



XX. 



And on the earth upon their backs he threw 
The panting beasts, and rolled them o'er and o'er. 

And bored their lives out Without more ado 
He cut up fat and flesh, and down before 

The fire on spits of wood ho placed the two. 
Toasting their flesh and ribs, and all the gore 

Pursed in the bowels ; and while this was done 

Ho stretched their hides over a craggy stone. 



XXI. 



We mortals let an ox grow old, and then 
Cut it up after long consideration, — 

But joyous-minded Hermes from the glen 
Drew the fat spoils to the more open station 

Of a flat smooth space, and portioned tliem ; and 
He had by lot assigned to each a ration [when 

Of the twelve Gods, his mind became aware 

Of all the joys which in religion are. 



XXII. 



L^ 



For the sweet savour of the roasted meat 
Tempted him, though immortal. NathelesBo 

He checked his liaughty will and did not eat. 
Though what it cost him words can scarce express, 

And every wish to put such morsels sweet 
Down his most sacred throat, he did repress ; 

But soon within the lofty portallcd stall 

He placed the fat and flesh and bones and all. 
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xxm. 



And every trace of the firesh butchery 

And cooking, the God soon made disappear, 

As if it all had vanished through the sky; [hair, — 
He burned the hoofs and horns and head and 

The insatiate fire devoured them hungrily ; — 
And when he saw that everything was clear, 

He quenched the coals and trampled the black dust, 

And in the stream his bloody sandals tossed. 



xxrv. 



All night he worked in the serene moonshine — 
But when the light of day was spread abroad 

He sought his natal mountain-peaks divine. 
On \uB long wandering, neither man nor god 

Had met him, since he killed Apollo's kine. 
Nor house-dog had barked at him on his road ; 

Now he obliquely through the key-hole parsed. 

Like a thin mist, or an autumnal blast. 



XXV. 



Right through the temple of the spacious cave 
He went with soft light feet — as if his tread 

Fell not on earth ; no sound their falling gave ; 
Then to his cradle he crept quick, and spread 

The swaddling-clothes about him ; and the knave 
Lay playing with the covering of the bed, 

With his left nand about his knees — ^the right 

Held his beloved tortoise-lyre tight. 



XXVI. 



There he lay innocent as a new-bom child. 
As gossips say ; but, though he was a god. 

The goddess, his fair mother, unbeguiled 
Knew all that he had done, being abroad ; 

" Whence come you, and from what adventure wild, 
You cunning rogue, and where have you abode 

All the long night, clothed in your impudence! 

What have you done since you departed hence ! 

XXVII. 

'' Apollo soon will pass within this gate. 
And bind your tender body in a chain 

Inextricably tight, and fast as fate. 
Unless you can delude the God again. 

Even when within his arms— ah, runagate ! 
A pretty torment both for gods and men 

Your father made when he made you I" — ^''Dear 
mother," 

Replied sly Hermes, ** wherefore scold and bother! 

xxvin. 
" As if I were like other babes as old. 

And understood nothing of what is what ; 
And cared at all to hear my mother scold. 

I in my subtle brain a scheme have got, [rolled. 
Which, whilst the sacred stars round Heaven are 

Will profit you and me — ^nor sliall our lot 
Be as you counsel, without gifts or food. 
To spend our lives in this obscure abode. 

XXIX. 

" But we will leave this shadow-peopled cave. 
And live among the Gods, and pass each day 

In high communion, sharing what they have 
Of profuse wealth and unexhausted prey 

And, from the portion which my father gave 
To Phoebus, I will snatch my share away, 

Which if my father will not — nathelesse I, 

Who am the king of robbers, can but try. 



XXX. 



'^ And, if Latona's son should find me out, 
I'll countermine him by a deeper plan ; 

I'll pierce the Pythian temple-walls, though stout. 
And sack the fane of everything I can — 

Caldrons and tripods of great worth no doubt. 
Each golden cup and polished brazen pan. 

All the wrought tapestries and garments ^y-" — 

So they togeUier talked ; — meanwhile the Day 

XXXI. 

Ethereal bom, arose out of the flood 
Of flowing Ocean, bearing light to men. 

Apollo past toward the sacTCd wood. 
Which from the inmost depths of its green glen 

Echoes the voice of Neptune, — and there stood 
On the same spot in green Onchestus then 

That same old animal, Uie vine-dresser. 

Who was employed hedging his vineyard there. 

xxxn. 
Latona's glorious Son began : — ** I pray 

Tell, ancient hedger of Onchestus green. 
Whether a drove of kine has past this way. 

All heifers witli crooked horns! for they have been 
Stolen from the herd in high Pieria, 

Where a black bull was fed apart, between 
Two woody mountains in a neighbouring glen. 
And four fierce dogs watched were, unanimous as 



men. 



xxxin. 



^ And, what is strange, the author of this theft 
Has stolen the fatted heifers every one. 

But the four dogs and the black bull are left : — 
Stolen they were last night at set of sun. 

Of their soft beds and their sweet food bereft — 
Now tell me, man bom ere the world begun. 

Have you seen any one pass with the cows !" — 

To whom the man of overhanging brows, — 



XXXIV. 



'' My friend, it would require no common skill 
Justly to speak of everything I see ; 

On various purposes of good or ill 

Many pass by my vineyard, — and to me 

'Tis difficult to know the invisible 
Thoughts, which in all those many minds may 

Thus much alone I certainly can say, [be : — 

I tilled these vines till the decline of day. 



XXXV. 



<* And then I thought I saw, but dare not speak 
With certamty of such a wondrous thing, 

A child, who could not have been bom a week. 
Those fair-homed cattle closely following. 

And in his hand he held a polished stick : 
And, as on purpose, he walked wavering 

From one side to the other of the road. 

And with his face opposed the steps he ti'od." 



XXXVI. 



Apollo, hearing this, passed quickly on — 

No winged omen could have shown more clear 

That the deceiver was his father's son. 
So the God wraps a purple atmosphere 

Around his shoulders, and like fire is gone 
To famous Pylos, seeking his kine there. 

And found their track and his, yet hardly cold, 

And cried — ^" What wonder do mine eyes behold ! 



\ 




xzzvn. 



' ** Here are the footsteps of the homed herd 
Turned back towards their fields of asphodel ;- 
Bnt these ! are not the tracks of beast or bird, 
1 Grey wolf, or bear, or lion of the dell, 
' Or maned Centaur — sand was never stirred 
By man or woman thus ! Inexplicable ! 
Who with unwearied feet could e'er impress 
The sand with such enormous vestiges! 



XXXVII r. 



** That was most strange — ^but this is stranger still !" 
Thus having said, Phoebus impetuously 

Sought high Cyllene's forest-cinctured hill, 
And the deep cavern where dark shadows lie, 

And where the ambrosial nymph with happy will 
Bore the Satumian's love-child, Mercury — 

And a delighted odour from the dew 

Of the hill pastures, at his coming, flew. 



XXXIX. 



And Phoebus stooped under the craggy roof 
Arched over the dark cavern : — Msoa's child 

Perceived that he came angry, far aloof, 

About the cows of which he had been beguiled, 

And over him the fine and fragrant woof 
Of his ambrosial swaddling-clothes he piled — 

As among firebrands lies a burning spark 

Covered, beneath the ashes cold and dark. 



XL. 



There, like an infant who had sucked his fill, 
And now was newly washed and put to bed, 

Awake, but courting sleep with weary will 
And gathered in a lump hands, feet, and head, 

He lay, and his beloved tortoise still 

He grasped and held under his shoulder-blade ; 

Phoebus the lovely mountain goddess knew, 

Not less her subtle, swindling baby, who 



XLI. 



Lay swathed in his sly wiles. Round every crook 
Of the ample cavern, for his kine Apollo 

Looked sharp ; and when he saw them not, he took 
The glittering key, and opened three great hollow 

Recesses in the rock — where many a nook 

Was filled with the sweet food immortals swallow, 

And mighty heaps of silver and of gold 

Were piled within — a wonder to behold ! 



XLII. 



And white and silver robes, all overrvTought 
With cunning workmanship of tracery sweet — 

Except anion}» the Gods there can be nought 
In the wide world to be compared with it. 

Latona's ofTspring, after having sought 
Ilis herds in every corner, thus did greet 

Great Henries: — " Little cradled rogue, declare. 

Of my illustrious heifers, where they are ! 



XMTT. 



CC 



Speak quickly ! or a quarrel between us 
Must rise, and the event will he, that I 
Shall haul you into dismal Tartarus, 
In fiery gloom to dwell eternally ! 

your father nor your mother loose 

of that black dunj^eon — utterly 
be cast out from the light of day, 
ghosts of men, unblest as they." 




xuv. 



To whom thus Hsnaes slily answered : — " Son 
Of great Latona, what a speech is this ! 

Why come you here to ask me what is done 
With the wild oxen which it seems you miflBl 

I have not seen them, nor from any one 
Have heard a word of the whole business ; 

If you should promise an immense reward, 

I could not tell more than you now have heard. 



XLV. 



^ An ox-stealer should be both tall and strong, 
And I am but a little new-bom thing, 

Who, yet at least, can think of nothing wrong : — 
My business is to suck, and sleep, and fling 

The cradle-clothes about me all day long, — 
Or, half asleep, hear my sweet mother sing, 

And to be washed in water clean and warm. 

And hushed and kissed and kept secure from hmnn. 



XL VI. 



'' Oh, let not e'er this quarrel be averred ! 

The astounded Grods would laugh at you, if e'er 
You should allege a story so absurd, 

As that a new-bom infant forth could &re 
Out of his home after a savage herd. 

I was bom yesterday — my small feet are 
Too tender for the roads so hard and rough : — 
And if you think that this is not enough. 



xLvn. 



'* 1 swear a great oath, by my father's head. 
That I stole not your cows, and that I know 

Of no one else who might, or could, or did. — 
Whatever things cows are I do not know. 

For I have only heard the name." — This said. 
He winked as fast as could be, and his brow 

Was wrinkled, and a whistle loud gave he. 

Like one who hears some strange absurdity. 



xLvin. 



Apollo gently smiled and said : — " Aye, aye, — 
You cunning little rascal, you will bore 

Many a rich man's house, and your array 
Of thieves will lay their siege before his door. 

Silent as night, in night ; and many a day 

In the wild glens rough shepherds will deplore 

That you or yours, having an appetite. 

Met with their cattle, comi-ade of the night ! 



XLTX. 



" And this among the Gods shall be your gift, 
To be considered as the lord of those [lift ; — 

Who swindle, house-break, she<"p-steal, and shop- 
But now if you would not your last sleep doze. 

Crawl out !"-^Thu8 saying, Phu?bus did uplift 
The subtle infant in his swaddling-clothes. 

And in his arms, according to his wont, 

A scheme devised the illustrious Argiphont. 



h. 



And sneezed and shuddered — Phoebus on the grass 
Him threw, and whilst all that he had designed 

He did perform — eager although to paj«8, 
I Apollo darted from his mighty mind 

Towards the subtle babe the following scofl": 
j " Do not imagine this will get you off, 
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LI. 



^ You little swaddled child of Jove and May !'* 
And seized him : — ^ By this omen I shall trace 

My noble herds, and you shall lead the way.'' — 
Cyllenian Hermes from the grassy place, 

Like one in earnest haste to get away, 
Rose, and with hands lifted towards his face, 

Round both his ears up from his shoulders drew 

His swaddling clothes, and — ^ What mean you to do 



in. 



" With me, you unkind God!" — said Mercury: 
^ Is it about these cows you teaze me so ! 

I wish the race of cows were perished ! — I 
Stole not your cows — I do not even know 

What things cows are. Alas I I well may sigh. 
That, since I came into this world of woe, 

I should have ever heard the name of one — 

But I appeal to the Satumian's throne." 



un. 



Thus Phoebus and the vagrant Mercury 

Talked without coming to an explanation, 
With adverse purpose. As for Phoebus, he 
Sought not revenge, but only information. 
And Hermes tried with lies and roguery 

To cheat Apollo. — But when no evasion 
Served — for the cunning one his match had found- 
He paced on first over the sandy ground. 



LIV. 



He of the Silver Bow, the child of Jove, 
Followed behind, till to their heavenly Sire 

Came both his children — beautiful as Love, 
And from his equal balance did require 

A judgment in the cause wherein they strove. 

O'er odorous Olympus and its snows 

A murmuring tumult as they came arose, — 



LV. 



And from the folded depths of the great Hill, 
While Hermes and Apollo reverent stood 

Before Jove's throne, the indestructible 
Immortals rushed in mighty multitude ; 

And, whilst their seats in order due they fill. 
The lofty Thunderer in a careless moiod 

To Phoebus said : — '* Whence drive you this sweet 

This herald-baby, bom but yesterday ! — [prey, 



LVl. 



" A most important subject, trifler, this 

To lay before the Gods !"— « Nay, father, nay, 

When you have understood the business. 
Say not that I alone am fond of prey. 

I found this little boy in a recess 
Under Cyllene's mountains far away — 

A manifest and most apparent thief, 

A scandal-monger beyond all belief. 



Lvn. 



" I never saw his like either in heaven 
Or upon earth for knavery or craft : — 

Out of the field my cattle yester-even, 

By the low shore on which the loud sea laughed, 

He right down to the river-ford had driven ; 
And mere astonishment would make you daft 

To see the double kind of footsteps strange 

He has impressed wherever he did range. 



Lvm. 
<* The cattle's track on the bbick dust full well 

Is evident, as if they went towards 
The place from which they came— that asphodel 

Meadow, in which I feed my many herds ; 
His stepb were most incomprehensible — 

I know not how I can describe in words 
Those tracks — he could have gone along the sands 
Neither upon his feet nor on his hands ; — 

LIX. 

^ He must have had some other stranger mode 
Of moving on : those vestiges immense. 

Far as I traced them on the sandy road, 
Seemed like the trail of oak-toppings : — ^butthence 

No mark nor track denoting wnere they trod 
The hard ground gave : — but, workingathis fence, 

A mortal he^^r saw him as he past 

To Pylos, with the cows, in fiery haste. 

LZ. 

^ I found that in the dark he quietly 

Had sacrificed some cows, and before light 

Had thrown the ashes all dispersedly 
About the road — then, still as gloomy night. 

Had crept into his cradle, either eye 
Rubbing, and cogitating some new sleight. 

No eagle could have seen him as he lay 

Hid in his cavern from the peering day. 

ua. 
^ I taxed him with the fact, when he averred 

Most solenmly that he did neither see 
Nor even had in any manner heard 

Of my lost cows, whatever things cows foe ; 
Nor could he tell, though offered a reward. 

Not even who could tell of them to me." 
So speaking, Phoebus sate ; and Hermes then 
Addressed Uie Supreme Lord of Gods and Men : 

Lxn. 
^* Great Father, you know clearly beforehand 

That all which I shall say to you is sooth ; 
I am a most veracious person, and 

Totally unacquainted with untruth. 
At sunrise Phoebus came, but with no band 

Of Gods to bear him witness, in great wrath 
To my abode, seeking his heifers there. 
And saying that I must show him where they are, 

LXIII. 

** Or he would hurl me down the dark abyss. 

I know that every Apollonian limb 
Is clothed with speed and might and manliness, 

As a green bank with flowers — but unlike him 
I was bom yesterday, and you may guess 

He well knew this when he indulged the whim 
Of bullying a poor little new-born thing 
That slept, and never thought of cow-£riving. 

Lxnr. 
^ Am I like a strong fellow who steals kine ! 

Believe me, dearest Father, such you are, 
This driving of the herds is none of mine ; 

Across my threshold did I wander ne'er. 
So may I thrive ! I reverence the divine 

Sun and the Gods, and I love you, and care 
Even for this hard accuser — who must know 
I am as innocent as they or you. 
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UCT. 



** I nwearby these most glorioaslv-wrought portals — 
(It is, you will allow, an oath of might) 

Through which the multitode of the Immortals 
Pkfls and repass for erer, day and night, 

Derising schemes for the affiurs of mortals — 
That I am goiltless ; and I will requite, 

Ahhoagh mine enemy be great and strong. 

His cruel threat— do thou defend the young !" 



LZTi. 



So speaking, the Cyllenian Argiphoot 

Winked, as if now his adrersary was fitted 

And Jupiter, according to his wont. 

Laughed heartily to hear the subtle-witted 

Infant give such a plausible account. 
And erery word a lie. But he remitted 

Judgment at preseni--«nd his exhortation 

Was, to compose the affair by arbitration. 



Lxni. 



And they by mighty Jupiter were bidden 
To go forth with a single purpose both. 

Neither the other chiding nor yet chidden : 
And Mercury with innocence and truth 

To lead the way, and show where he had hidden 
The migh^heifers.^ — Hermes, nothing loth. 

Obeyed the .figis-bearer's will — for he 

Is able to persuade all easily. 



LXTTTI. 



Thpse loTely children of Heaven's highest Lord 
Hastened to Pylos and the pastures wide 

And lofty stalls by the Alphean ford, 

Where wealth in the mute night is multiplied 

With silent grow-th. Whilst Hermes drove the herd 
Out of the stony cavern, Pha»bu8 8i)ied 

The hides of those the little bal>e had slain, 

Stretched on the precipice above the plain. 



LXIX. 



" How was it possible," then Phoebus said, 
" That you, a little child, bom yesterday, 

A thin^ on mother's milk and kisses fed, 
Could two prodigious heifers ever flay ? 

EVn I myself may well hereafter dread 
Your prowess, offspring of Cyllenian May, 

When you grow strong and tall." — He spoke, and 

Stiff withy bands the infant's wrists around, [bound 



LXX. 



LXXI. 



/■' 



Sudden ho chanijed his plan, and with strange skill 
Subdued tin* strong I^tonian, by the might 

Of winning music, to his mightier will ; 

Hi« left hand held the lyre, and in his right 

The plectrum struck the chords — unconquerable 
Up from beneath his hand in circling flight 

The gathering music rose — and sweet as Love 

The penetrating notes did live and move 



He might as well have bound the oxen wild ; 

The withy l>andH, though starkly interknit. 
Fell at the feet of the immortal child, 

I.#oosened by some device of his quick wit. 
Phcelnis perceivcil liimw-lf again bc»guiled, I 

And stared — while Hermes sought some hole or 
Looking askance and winking fast as thought, [pit, ' 
Where he might hide himself, and not be caught. 



t--r^n. 



! Within the heart of great ApoDo— he 

I Listened with all hissonl,andhiighcdforplfiinte. 

Close to his side stood haiping fearlenly 
} The unabashed boy ; and to the measure 

Of the sweet lyre, there followed kmd and free 
His joyous roice ; for he unlocked the treaanre 

Of his deep song, illnstnting the birth 

Of the bright Gods and the dark desert Earth : 

uczni. 

j And how to the Immortals every one 
A portion was assigned of all that is ; 
But chief Mnemo^me did Maia's soo 

Cbthe in the light of his loud melodieB ; — 
And, as eadi God was bom or had begun. 

He in their order due and fit degrees 
Sung of his birth and being — and did more 
Apollo to unutterable love. 



I 



These words were willed with his swift d^igfat : 
** You heifer-stealing schemer, well do yoa 

Deserve that fifty oxen should requite 

Such minstrelsies as I have heard eren now. 

Comrade of feasts, little contriving wight. 
One of your secrets I would gladly know. 

Whether the glorious power you now show forth 

Was folded up within yon at your birth. 



LXXV. 



^ Or whether mortal taught or God inspired 
The power of unpremeditated song! 

Many mvinest sounds have I admired 
The Olympian Gods and mortal men among ; 

But such a strain of wondrous, strange, untired. 
And soul-awakening music, sweet and strong 

Yet did I never hear except from thee, 

Offspring of May, impostor Mercury ! 



ucxvi. 



** What Muse, what skill, what unimagined use. 
What exercise of subtlest art, has given [choose 

Thy songs such power ? — for those who hear may 
From three, the choicest of the gifts of Heaven, 

Delight, and love, and sleep, sweet 8leep,whose dews 
Are sweeter than the balmy tears of even : — 

And I, who speak this praise, am that Apollo 

Whom the Olympian Muses ever follow : 



LXXVII. 



" And their delight is dance, and the blithe noise 

Of song and everflowing i>oesy ; 
And sweet, even as desire, the li<}uid voice 

Of pipes, that fills the clear air thrillingly ; 
But never did my inmost soul rejoice 

In this dear work of youthful revelry, 
As now 1 wonder at thee, son of Jove ; 
Thy harpings and thy song are soft as lore. 



Lxxvnr. 



" Now since thou hast, although so very small. 
Science of art« so glorious, thus I swear, — 

And let this cornel javelin, kt»en and tall, 
Witness l)etween us what I promise here, — 

That I will lead thee to tlie Olj-mpian Hall, 
Honoured and mighty, with thy mother dear. 

And many glorious gifts in joy will give thee. 

And even at the end will ne'er deceive thee." 



HYMN TO MERCUBY. 
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Lxxrx. 



To whom thus Mercury with prudent speech :— 
^ Wisely liast thou inquired of my skill : 

I envy thee no thing I know to teach 
Even this day : — for both in word and will 

I would be gentle with thee ; thou canst reach 
All things in thy wise spirit, and thy sill 

Is highest in heaven among the sons of Jove, 

Who loves thee in the fulness of his love. 



LXXX. 



'' The Counsellor Supreme has given to thee 
Divinest gifts, out of the amplitude 

Of his profuse exhaustless treasury ; 

By thee, 'tis said, the depths are understood 

Of his far voice ; by thee tne mystery 

Of all oracular fates, — and the dread mood 

Of the diviner is breathed up, even I — 

A child^perceive thy might and majesty— 



LXXXI. 



" Thou canst seek out and compass all that wit 
Can findorteach ; — yet since tnou wilt, come, take 

The lyre —be mine the glory giving it — 

Strike the sweet chords, and sing aloud, and wake 

Thy joyous pleasure out of many a fit 
Of tranced sound — and with fleet fingers make 

Thy liquid-voiced comrade talk with thee,^> 

It can talk measured music eloquently. 



LXXXII. 



" Then bear it boldly to the revel loud. 

Love-wakening dance, or feast of solemn state^ 

A joy by night or day — for those endowed 
With art and wisdom who interrogate 

It teaches, babbling in delightful mood. 
All things which make the spirit most elate, 

Soothing the mind with sweet familiar play. 

Chasing the heavy shadows of dismay. 



UOEZVI. 



Lxxxni. 



" To those who are unskilled in its sweet tongue. 
Though they should question most impetuously 

Its hidden soul, it gossips something wrong — 
Some senseless and impertinent reply. 

But thou who art as wise as thou art strong, 
Can compass all that thou desirest. I 

Present thee with this music-flowing shell. 

Knowing thou canst interrogate it welL 



Lxxxnr. 



^ And let us two henceforth together feed 

On this green mountain slope and pastoral plain, 

The herds in Utigation — they will breed 
i^ickly enough to recompense our pain. 

If to the bulls and cows we take good need ; — 
And thou, though somewhat overfond of gain. 

Grudge me not hidf the profit." — Having spoke, 

The well he proffered, and Apollo took. 



LXXXV. 



And gave him in return the glittering lash. 
Installing him as herdsman ; — from the look 

Of Mercury then laughed a joyous flash ; 
And then Apollo with the plectrum strook 

The chords, and from beneath hb hands a crash 
Of mighty sounds rushed up, whose music shook 

The soul with sweetness, and like an adept 

His sweeter voice a just accordance kept. 



The herd went wandering o'er the divine mead, 
Whilst these most beautiful Sons of Jupiter 

Won their swift way up to the snowy head 
Of white Olympus, with the joyous lyre 

Soothing their journey ; and their father dread 
Gathered them both into familiar 

Affection sweet, — and then, and now, and ever, 

Hermes must love Hun of the Golden (Quiver, 

LZXXVU. 

To whom he save the lyre that sweetly sounded, 
Which skilfully he held and played thereon. 

He piped the while, and far and wide rebounded 
The echo of his pipings ; every one 

Of the Olvmpians sat with joy astounded. 
While he conceived another piece of fun. 

One of his old tricks — which the God of Day 

Perceiving, said : — ** 1 fear thee. Son of May ;— 

Lxzxvm. 
^ I fear thee and thy slv chamelion spirit. 

Lest thou should steal my lyre and crooked bow ; 
This glory and power thou dost from Jove inherit. 

To teach all craft upon the earth below ; 
Thieves love and worship thee — it is thy merit 

To make all mortal business ebb and flow 
By roguery : — now, Hermes, if you dare 
By sacred Styx a mighty oath to swear, 

'* That vou will never rob me, you will do 
A thmg extremely pleasing to my heart." 

Then Mercury sware by the Stygian dew. 
That he would never steal his bow or dart. 

Or lay his hands on what to him was due. 
Or ever would employ his powerful art 

Against his Pythian fane. Then Phoebus swore 

There was no God or man whom he loved more. 

xc. 
^ And I will give thee as a good-will token 

The l)eautiful wand of wealth and happiness ; 
A perfect three-leaved rod of gold unbroken, 

W hose magic wiU thy footsteps ever bless ; 
And whatsoever by Jove's voice is spoken 

Of earthly or divine from its recess. 
It like a loving soul to thee w^l speak. 
And more than this do thou forbear to seek : 

xci, 
*' For, dearest child, the divinations high 

Which thou requirest, 'tis unlavrful ever 
That thou, or any other deity. 

Should understand— and vain were the endeavour ; 
For they are hidden in Jove's mind, and I, 

In trust of them, have sworn that I would never 
Betray the counsels of Jove's inmost will 
To any God — the oath was terrible. 

XCIf. 

^ TheD, golden-wanded brother, ask me not 
To speak the fates bv Jupiter designed ; 

But be it mine to tell tneir various lot 
To the unnumbered tribes of human kind. 

Let good to these and ill to those be wrought 
As I dispense — but he who comes consigned 

By voice and wings of perfect augury 

To my great shrine, shall find avail m me. 



nn^ 



TRANSLATIONS. 



sou. 



Uuu >^ai I MoC Jvceive, but will assist ; 

Uhi ^^ ^bo comes relying en soch birds 
V* V UAkU:r ^luuly, who would strain and twist 

ilK^ |tar|HMM> of the Gods with idle words, 
V14U vU>vHkMi ihoir knowledge light he shall have mist 

Um ixHkil — whilst I among my other hoards 
Ui» k;iti« Ue(HNUt. Yet, son of May, 
I hA\«> auuther wondrous thing to say : 



xav. 



•• Thoro aw three Fates, three virgin Sisters, who, 
Kt^joiciug in their wind-outspeeding wings, 

Thoii' heads with flour snowed over white and new. 
Hit in a vale round which Parnassus flings 

Iti* oireliug skirts— from these I have learned true 
Vaticinations of remotest things. 

My father oared not. Whilst they search out dooms, 

They ait apart and feed on honeycombs. 



XCV. 



*< They, having eaten the fresh honey, grow 
Drunk with divine enthusiasm, and utter 

With earnest willingness the truth they know ; 
Uut, if deprived of that sweet food, they mutter 



All plausible delusions ; — these to you 

I give ; — if you enquire, they wUl not stutter ; 
Delight your own soul with them : — any man 
You would instruct may profit if he can. 



ZCVI. 



"Take these and the fierce oxen, Maia*s child — 
O'er many a horse and toil enduing mule, 

O'er iagged-jawed lions, and the wild 
Wnite-tusked boars, o'er all, by field or pool, 

Of cattle which the mighty Mother mild 
Nourishes in her boisom, thou shalt rule— 

Thou dost alone the veil of death uplift — 

Thou givest not — ^yet this is a great gift." 



zcvn. 



Thus King ApoUo loved the child of May 

In truth,and Jove covered them with love and joy. 

Hermes with Gods and men even from that day 
Mingled, and wrought the latter much annoy, 

And little profit, going far astray 
Through the dun night Farewell, delightful Boy, 

Of Jove and Maia sprung, — never by me. 

Nor thou, nor other songs, shall unremembered be. 



TO CASTOR AND POLLUX. 



TO THE MOON. 



Yk wild-eyed Muses, sing the Twins of Jove, 
Whom the fair-ancled Leda mixed in love 
With mighty Saturn's heaven-obscuring Child, 
On Taygetus, that lofty mountain wild, 
Brought forth in joy, mild Pollux void of blame, 
And steel-subduing Ca«tor, heii-s of fame. 
These are the Powers who earth-bom mortals 



save 



And ships, whose flight is swift along the wave. 

When wintry tempests o'er the savage sea 

Are raging, and the sailors tremblingly 

Call on the Twins of Jove with prayer and vow, 

Gathered in fear upon the lofty prow. 

And sacrifice with snow-white lambs, the wind 

And the huge billow bursting close behind, 

Even then beneath the weltering waters bear 

The staggering ship— they suddenly appear, 

On yellow wings rushing athwart the sky. 

And lull the blasts in mute tranquillity. 

And strew the waves on the white ocean's bed, 

Fair omen of the voyage ; from toil and dread, 

The sailors rest, rejoicing in the sight, 

And plough the quiet sea in safe delight. 



Daughters of Jove, whose voice is melody, 
Muses, who know and rule all minstrelsy ! 
Sing the wide-winged Moon. Around the earth. 
From her immortal head in Heaven shot forth. 
Far light is scattered — boundless glory springs. 
Where'er she spreads her many-beaming wings 
The lampless air glows round her golden crown 

But when the Moon divine from Heaven is gone 
Under the sea, her beams within abide, 
Till, bathing her bright limbs in Ocean's title. 
Clothing her form in garments glittering far. 
And having yoked to her immortal car 
The beam-mvested steeds, whose necks on high 
Curve back, she drives to a remoter sky 
A western Crescent, borne impetuously. 
Then is made full the circle of her light. 
And as shegrows,herbeajns more bright and bright, 
Are poured from Heaven, where she is hovering 
A wonder and a sign to mortal men. [then. 

The Son of Saturn with this glorious Power 
Mingled in love and slee|) — to whom she bore, 
Pandeia, a bright maid of beauty rare 
Among the Gods, whose lives eternal are. 

Hail Queen, great Moon, white-armed Divinity, 
Fair-haired and favourable, tlius with thet». 
My song beginning, by its music sweet 
Shall make immortal numy a glorious feat 
Of demigods, with lovely lips, so well 
Which minstrels, servants of the muses, tell. 



L 



HYMNS OF HOMER. 
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TO THE SUN. 



Opfspbino of Jove, Calliope, once more 

To the bright Sun, thy hymn of muisic pour ; 

Whom to the child of star-clad Heaven and Earth 

Euryphaessa, large-eyed nymph, brought forth ; 

Euryphaessa, the famed sister fair. 

Of great Hyperion, who to him did bear 

A race of loveliest children ; the young Mom, 

Whose arms are like twin roses newly bom. 

The fair-haired Moon, and the immortal Sun, 

Who, borne by heavenly steeds his race doth run 

Unconquerably, illuming the abodes 

Of mortal men and the eternal gods. 

Fiercely look forth his awe-inspiring eyes. 
Beneath his golden helmet, whence arise 
And are shot forth afar, clear beams of light ; 
His countenance with radiant glory bright, 
Beneath his graceful locks far shines around. 
And the light vest with which his limbs are bound, 
Of woof etnerial, delicately twined 
Glows in the stream of the uplifting wind. 
His rapid steeds soon bear him to the west; 
Where their steep flight his hands divine arrest. 
And the fleet car with yoke of gold, which he 
Sends from bright heaven beneath the shadowy sea. 



TO THE EARTH, MOTHER OF ALL. 



O UNIVERSAL mother, who dost keep 
From everlasting thy foundations deep. 
Eldest of things, Great Earth, I sing of thee ; 
All shapes that have their dwelling in the sea. 
All things that fly, or on the ground divine 
Live, move, and there are nourished — these are 

thine ; 
These from thy wealth thou dost sustain ; from thee 
Fair babes are bom, and fruits on every tree 
Hang ripe and large, revered Divinity 1 



The life of mortal men beneath thy sway 
Is held ; thy power both gives and takes away ! 
Happy are they whom thy mild favours nounsh. 
All things unstinted round them grow and flourish. 
For them, endures the life sustaining field 
Its load of harvest, and their cattle yield 
Large increase, and their house with wealth is filled. 
Such honoured dwell in cities fair and free. 
The homes of lovely women, prosperously ; 
Their sons exult in youth's new budding gladness. 
And their fresh daughters free from care or sad- 
With bloom-inwoven dance and happy song, [ness, 
On the soft flowers the meadow-grass among, 
Leap round them sporting — such delights by tiiee 
Are given, rich Power, revered Divinity. 

Mother of gods, thou wife of starry Heaven, 
Farewell ! be thou propitious, and bo given 
A happy life for this brief melody. 
Nor thou nor other songs shall unremembered be. 



TO MINERVA. 



I STNO the glorious Power with azure eyes, 
Athenian Pallas ! tameless, chaste, and wise, 
Trilogenia, town-preserving maid. 
Revered and mighty ; from his awful head 
Whom Jove brought forth, in warlike armour drest, 
Grolden, all radiant I wonder strange possessed 
The everlasting Gods that shape to see. 
Shaking a javelin keen, impetuously 
Rush from the crest of iEgis-bearing Jove ; 
Fearfully Heaven was shaken, and did move 
Beneath the might of the Cerulean-eyed ; 
Earth dreadfully resounded, far and wide. 
And lifted from its depths, the sea swelled high 
In purple billows, the tide suddenly 
Stood still, and great Hyperion's son long time 
Checked his swift steeds, till where she stood sub- 
Pallas from her immortal shoulders threw [lime. 
The arms divine ; wise Jove rejoiced to view. 
Child of the ^gis-bearer, hail to thee, [be. 

Nor thine nor others' praise shall unremembered 
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340 



TRANSLATIONS. 



THE CYCLOPS; 



fl i^tfitic Brana. 



TRANSLATED FROM THE GREEK OF EUBIFIDB8. 



BiLSJfUS. 

Chobub op Satybs. 



VlYtBMB. 

Thx Cyclops. 



^^^0^^^^>^^^^^^^^^t^^^^i0*^^0^^0t^m0*^0 



8ILENUS. 
O Bacchus, what a world of toil, both now 
And ero these limbe were overworn with age, 
Have I endured for thee ! First, when thou fled'st 
The mountain-nymphs who nurst thee, driven afar 
By the strange madness Juno sent upon thee ; 
Then in the liattlc of the sons of Earth, 
When I stood foot by foot close to thy side, 
No unpropitious fellow combatant, 
And, driving through his shield my winged spear. 
Slew vast Enceladus. Consider now, 
1h it a dream of which I speak to thee! 
By Jove it is not, for you have the trophies ! 
And now I suffer more than all before. 
For, when I heard that Juno had devised 
A t(^<liou8 voyage for you, I put to sea 
With all my children quaint in search of you, 
And I myself stood on the beaked prow 
And fixed the naked mast ; and all my boys, 
Leaning upon their oars, with splash and strain 
Made white with foam the green and purple sea, — 
And so we sought you, king. We were sailing 
Near Malea, when an eastern wind arose. 
And drove us to this wild ^Etnean rock ; 
The one-eyed children of the Ocean God, 
The man-destroying Cyclopses inhabit. 
On this wild shore, their solitary caves ; 
And one of these, name<l Polypheme, has caught us 
To be his slaves ; and so, for all delight 
Of Bacchic sports, sweet dance and melody, 
We keep this lawless giant's wandering flocks. 
My sons indeed, on far declivities. 
Young things themselves, tend on the youngling 
But 1 remain to fill the water ca^ks, [sheep. 

Or sweeping the hard floor, or ministering 
Some impious and abominable meal 
To the fell Cyclops. 1 am wearied of it ! 
And now I must scrape up the littered floor 
With this great iron rake, so to receive 
My absent master and his evening sheep 



In a cave neat and clean. Even now I see 
My children tending the flocks hitherward. 
Ha! what is this! are your Sicinnian 
Even now the same as when with dance and smg 
Yon brought young Bacchus to Athcea's halls t 



CHORUS OF SATTBS. 
STROPHE. 

Where has he of race divine 
Wandered in the winding rocks ! 
Here the air is calm and fine 
For the father of the flocks ; — 
Here the grass is soft and sweet. 
And the river-eddies meet 
In the trough beside the cave, 
Bright as in their fountain wave. — 
Neither here, nor on the dew 
Of the lawny uplands feeding ? 
Oh, you come ! — a stone at you 
Will I throw to mend your breeding ;- 
Get along, you honied thing, 
Wild, seditious, rambling ! 

KPODS.* 

An lacchic melody 

To the golden Aphrodite 

Willi lift, as erst did I 

Seeking her and her delight 

With the Meenads, whose white feet 

To the music glance and fleet. 

Bacchus, O beloved, where. 

Shaking wide thy yellow hair, 

Wanderest thou alone, afar ! 

To the one-eyed Cyclops, we. 

Who by right thy servants are, 

Minister in misery. 

In these wretched goat-skins clad. 

Far from thy delights and thee. 



The Antistrophe is omitted 



THE CYCLOPS. 
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SILENUS. 

Be silent, sons ; command the slaves to drive 
The gathered flocks into the rock-roofed cave. 

CHORUS. 

Go ! Bat what needs this serious haste, O &ther! 

SILENUS. 

I see a Grecian vessel on the coast, 

And thence the rowers, with some general. 

Approaching to this cave. About their necks 

Hang empty vessels, as they wanted food. 

And water-flasks. — O miserable strangers I 

Whence come they, that they know not what and who 

My master is, approaching in ill hour 

The inhospitable roof of Polypheme, 

And the Cyclopian jaw-bone, man-destroying! 

Be silent. Satyrs, while I ask and hear. 

Whence coming, they arrive the ^tnean hill. 

ULYSSES. 

Friends, can you show me some clear water spring. 
The remedy of our thirst! Will any one 
Furnish with food seamen in want of it ! 
Ha! what is this! We seem to be arrived 
At the blithe court of Bacchus. I observe 
This sportive band of Satyrs near the caves. 
First let me greet the elder. — Hail I 

' SILENUS. 

Hail thou, 

Stranger ! Tell thy country and thy race. 

ULTSSES. 

The Ithacan Ulysses and the king 
Of Cephalonia. 

SILENUS. 

Oh ! I know the man. 
Wordy and shrewd, the son of Sisyphus. 

ULTSSES. 

1 am the same, but do not rail upon me. — 

SILENUS. 

Whence sailing do you come to Sicily! 

ULTSSES. 

From Ilion, and from the Trojan toils. 

SILENUS. 

How touched you not at your paternal shore! 

ULTSSES. 

The strength of tempests bore me here by force. 

6ILENU8. 

The self-same accident occurred to me. 

ULTSSES. 

Were you then driven here by stress of weather! 

SILENUS. 

Following the Pirates who had kidnapped Bacchus. 

ULTSSES. 

What land is this, and who inhabit it! — 

SILENUS. 

i£tna, the loftiest peak m Sicily. 

ULTSSES. 

And are there walls, and tower-surrounded towns! 



SILENUS. 

There are not. — These lone rocks are bare of men. 

ULTSSES. 

And who possess the land! the race of beasts! 

SILENUS. 

Cyclops, who live in caverns, not in houses. 

ULTSSES. 

Obeying whom ! Or is the state popular 1 

SILENUS. 

Shepherds : no one obeys any in aught. 

ULTSSES. 

How live they! do they sow the com of Ceres! 

SILENUS. 

On milk and cheese, and on the flesh of sheep. 

ULTSSES. 

Have they the Bromian drink from the vine's stream ! 

SILENUS. 

Ah I no ; they live in an ungracious land. 

ULTSSES. 

And are they just to strangers ! — hospitable ! 

SILENUS. 

They think the sweetest thing a stranger brings, 
Is his own flesh. 

ULTSSES. 

What ! do they eat man's flesh ! 

SILENUS. 

No one comes here who is not eaten up. 

ULTSSES. 

The Cyclops now — where is he ! Not at home ! 

SILENUS. 

Absent on iEtna, hunting with his dogs. 

ULTSSES. 

Know'st thou what thou must do to aid us hence ! 

SILENUS. 

I know not : we will help you all we can. 

ULTSSES. 

Provide us food, of which we are in want. 

SILENUS. 

Here is not any thing, as I said, but meat. 

ULTSSES. 

But meat is a sweet remedy for hunger. 

SILENUS. 

Cow's milk there is, and store of curdled cheese. 

ULTSSES. 

Bring out : — I would see all before I bargain. 

SILENUS. 

But how much gold will you engage to give ! 

ULTSSES. 

I bring no gold, but Bacchic juice. 

SILENUS. 

Ojoy! 
'TIS long since these dry lips were wet with wiiMk 



ULYSSES. 

Maron, the son of the God, gave it me. 

SILEIiUS. 

Whom I have nursed a babj in my arms. 

ULYSSES. 

The son of Bacchus, for your clearer knowledge. 

SILENUS. 

Have you it now ! — or is it in the ship ! 

ULYSSES. 

Old man, this skin contains it, which you see. 

SILENUS. 

Why this would hardly be a mouthful for me. 

ULYSSES. 

Nay, twice as much as you can draw from thence. 

SILENUS. 

You speak of a fair fountain, sweet to me. 

ULYSSES. 

Would you first taste of the unmingled wine f 

SILENUS. 

'Tis just — ^tasting invites the purchaser. 

ULYSSES. 

Here is the cup, together with the skin. 

SILENUS. 

Pour: that the draught may fillip my remem- 
brance. 



See! 



ULYSSES. 
SILENUS. 

Papaiapeex ! what a sweet smell it has ! 



You see it then ? — 



ULYSSES. 
SILENUS. 

By Jove, no ! but I smell it. 




ULYSSES. 

Taste, that you may not praise it in words only. 

SILENUS. 

Babai ! Great Bacchus calls me forth to dance ! 
Joy! joy! 

ULYSSES. 

Did it flow sweetly down your throat! 

SILENUS. 

So that it tingled to my very nails. 

ULYSSES. 

And in addition I will give you gold. 

SILENUS. 

Let gold alone ! only unlock the cask. 

ULYSSES. 

Bring out some cheeses now, or a young goat. 

SILENUS. 

That will I do, despising any master. 

Yes, let me drink one cup, and I will give 

All that the Cyclops feed upon their mountains. 

***** 



CHORUS. 

Ye have taken Troy, and laid your hands on Helen ! 

ULYSSES. 

And utterly destroyed the race of Priam. 

SILENUS. 

« « * * • 

The wanton wretch ! She was bewitched to see 
The many-coloured anklets and the chain 
Of woven gold which girt the neck of Paris, 
And so she left that good man Menelaus. 
There should be no more women in the world 
But such as are reserved for me alone. — 
See, here are sheep, and here are goats, Ulyaees ; 
Here are unsparing cheeses of pressed milk ; 
Take them ; depart with what good speed ye may; 
First leaving my reward, the Bacchic dew 
Of joy-inspiring grapes. 

ULYSSES. 

Ah me I Alas ! 
What shall we do ! the Cyclops is at hand I 
Old man, we perish ! whither can we fly t 

SILENUS. 

Hide yourselves quick within that hollow rock, 

ULYSSES. 

'Twere perilous to fly into the net. 

SILENUS. 

The cavern has recesses numberless ; 
Hide yourselves quick. 

ULYSSES. 

That will I never do I 
The mighty Troy would be indeed disgraced 
If I shouhi fly one man. How many times 
Have I withstood with shield immoveable. 
Ten thousand Phrygians ! — If I needs must die. 
Yet will I die with glory ; — if I live. 
The praise which I have gained will yet remain. 

SILENUS. 

What, ho ! assistance, comrades, haste, assistance ! 

The Cyclops, Silknvs, Ulvssks ; Chorus. 
CYCLOPS. 

What is this tumult ? Bacchus is not here. 
Nor t^Tiipanies nor brazen castanets. 
How are my young lambs in the cavern ? Milking 
Their dams, or playing by their sides ? And is 
The new cheese pressed into the bull-rush baskets ! 
Speak ! I'll beat some of you till you rain tears — 
Look up, not downwards, when I speak to you. 

SILENUS. 

See ! I now gape at Jupiter himself, 
I stare u{>on Orion and the stars. 

CYCLOPS. 

Well, is the dinner fitly cooked and laid 1 

SILENUS. 

All ready, if your throat is ready too. 

CYCLOPS. 

Are the bowls full of milk besides ? 

SILENUS. 

Overbrimming ; 
So you may drink a tunful if you will. 



THE CYCLOPS. 



CYCLOPS. 

Is it ewe*8 milk, or cow's milk, or both mixed t — 

SILENUS. 

Both, either ; only pray don't swallow me. 

CYCLOPS. 



ULYSSES. 
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If I speak false ! 



By no means. 

* * • ♦ * 

What is this crowd I see beside the stalls! 
Outlaws or thieves ! for near my cavern home 
I see my young lambs coupled two by two 
With willow bands ; mixed with my cheeses lie 
Their implements ; and this old fellow here 
Has his bald head broken with stripes. 

SILENUS. 

Ah me! 
I have been beaten till I bum ^th fever. 

CYCLOPS. 

By whom ? Who laid his ^t upon your head ! 

SILENUS. 

Those men, because I would not suffer them 
To steal your goods. 

ncLOPS. 

Did not the rascals know 
I am a God, sprung from the race of heaven t 

STLENTS. 

I told them so, but they bore off your things, 
And ate the cheese in spite of all I said. 
And carried out the lambs — and said, moreover, 
They'd pin you down with a three-cubit collar, 
And pull your vitals out through your one eye. 
Torture your back with stripes ; then, binding yon. 
Throw you as ballast into the ship's hold. 
And then deliver you, a slave, to move 
Enormous rocks, or found a vestibule. 

CYCLOPS. 

In truth 1 Nay, haste, and pUce in order quickly 
The cooking knives, and heap upon the hearth. 
And kindle it, a great faggot of wood. — 
As soon as they are slaughtered, they shall fill 
My belly, broiling warm from the live coals. 
Or boiled and seethed within the bubbling 

cauldron. 
I am quite sick of the wild mountain game ; 
Of stags and lions I have gorged enough, 
And I grow hungry for the flesh of men. 

SILENUS. 

Nay, master, something new is very pleasant 

After one thing for ever, and of late 

Very few strangers have approached our cave. 

ULYSSES. 

Hear, Cyclops, a plain tale on the other side. 
Wc, wanting to buy food, came from our ship 
Into the neighbourhood of your cave, and here 
This old Silenus gave us in exchange 
These lambs for wine, the which he took and drank. 
And all by mutual compact, without force. 
There is no word of truth in what he says. 
For slily he was selling all your store. 

SILENUS. 

I f May you perish, wretch — 



SILENUS. 

Cyclops, I swear by Neptune who begot thee. 
By mighty Triton and by Nereus old, 
Calypso and the glaucous ocean Nymphs, 
The sacred waves and all the race of fishes — 
Be these the witnesses, my dear sweet master. 
My darling little Cyclops, that I never 
Gave any of your stores to these false strangersw— 
If I speak false may those whom most I love. 
My children, perish wretchedly ! 

CHORUS. 

There stop ! 
I saw him giving these things to the strangers. 
If I speak false, then may my father perish. 
But do not Uiou wrong hospitality. 

CYCLOPS. 

You lie I I swear that he is juster far 
Than Rhadamanthus — I trust more in him. 
But let me ask, whence have ye sailed, O strangers ! 
Who are you! and what city nourished ye! 

ULYSSES. 

Our race is Ithacan. — Having destroyed 
The town of Troy, the tempests of the sea 
Have driven us on thy land, Polypheme. 

CYCLOPS. 

Whaty have ye shared in the unenvied spoil 
Of the false Helen, near Spamander's stream! 

ULYSSES. 

The same, having endured a woeful toil. 

CYCLOPS. 

O basest expedition ! Sailed ye not 

From Greece to Phrygia for one woman's sake! 

ULYSSES. 

'Twas the Gods' work— no mortal was in fault 
But, great offspring of the Ocean King I 
We pray thee and a<£noniBh thee with freedom. 
That thou dost spare thy friends who visit thee. 
And place no impious food within thy jaws. 
For in the depths of Greece we have upreared 
Temples to thy great father, which are all 
His homes. The sacred bay of Tsenarus 
Remains inviolate, and each dim recess 
Scooped high on the Malean promontory. 
And aery Sunium's silver-veined crag. 
Which divine Pallas keeps unprofaned ever, 
The Grerastian asylums, and whate'er 
Within wide Greece our enterprise has kept 
From Phrygian contumely ; and in which 
You have a common care, for you inhabit 
The skirts of Grecian land, under the roots 
Of iEtna and its crags, spotted with fire. 
Turn then to converse under human laws ; 
Receive us shipwrecked suppliants, and provide 
Food, clothes, and fire, and hospitable gifts ; 
Nor, fixing upon oxen-piercing spits 
Our lunbs, so fill your belly and your jaws. 
Priam*s wide land has widowed Greece enough ; 
And weapon-winged murder heaped together 
Enough of dead, and wives are husbandlesB, 
And ancient women and grey fathers wail 
Their childless age ;— if you should roart the 
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And 'tis a bitter feast that you prepare. 

Where then would any turn ! Vet be persuaded ; 

Forego the lust of your jaw-bone ; prefer 

Pious humanity to wicked will ; 

Kany have bought too dear their evil joys. 

SILKNVS. 

Let me advise you ; do not spare a morsel 
Of all his flesh. If you should eat his tongue 
You would become most eloquent, O Cyclops. 

CYCLOPS. 

Wealth, my good fellow, is the wise man's God ; 
All other things are a pretence and boast. 
What are my father's ocean promontories. 
The sacred rocks whereon he dwells, to me I 
Stranger, I laugh to scorn Jove's thunderbolt, 
I know not that his strength is more than mine. 
As to the rest I care not. — When he pours 
Rain from above, I have a close pavikon 
Under this rock, in which I lie supine. 
Feasting on a roast calf or some wild beast. 
And drinking pans of milk, and gloriously 
Emulating the thunder of high heaven. 
And when the Thracian wind pours down the 

snow, 
I wrap my body in the skins of beasts. 
Kindle a fire, and bid the snow whirl on. 
The earth by force, whether it will or no, 
Bringing forth grass, fattens my flocks and herds, 
Which, to what other God but to m^-self 
And this great belly, first of deities. 
Should I be bound to sacrifice ! I well know 
The wise man's only Jupiter is this. 
To eat andPdrink during his little day. 
And give himself no care. And as for those 
Who complicate with laws the life of man, 
I freely give them tears for their reward. 
I will not cheat my soul of its delight, 
Or hesitate in dining upon you : — 
And that I may be quit of all demands. 
These are my hospitable gifts ; — fierce fire 
And yon ancestral cauldron, which o'erbubbling 
Shall finely cook ^-our miserable flesh. 
Creep in ! — 



ULYSSES. 

Ay, ay ! I have escaped the Trojan toils, 
I have escaped the sea, and now I fall 
Under the cruel grasp of one impious man. 
O Pallas, mistresH, Goddess, sprung from Jove, 
Now, now, assist me ! Mightier toils than Troy 

Are these ; — I totter on the cliasms of peril ; 

And thou who inhabitest the thrones 
Of the bright stars, look, hospitable Jove, 
Upon this outrage of thy deity. 
Otherwise be considered as no God. 

CHORUS [alone). 
For your gaping gulf and your gullet wide 
The ravine is ready on every side ; 
The limbs of the strangers are cooked and done, 
There is boiled meat, and roast meat, and meat 

from the coal. 
You may chop it, and tear it, and gnash it for fun, 
A hairy goat's skin contains the whole. 
Let me but escape, and ferry uie o'er 
The stream of your wrath to a salVr shore. 



The Cyclops Mtnettn is cruel and bold. 
He murders the strangers 

That sit on his hearth. 
And dreads no avengers 
To rise from the earth. 
He roasts the men before they are cold. 
He snatehes them broiling f]^>m the coal. 
And from the cauldron pulls them whole. 
And minces their flesh and gnaws their bon* 
With his cursed teeth, till all be gone. 

Farewell, fool pavilion ! 

Farewell, rites of dread ! 
The Cyclops Termilion, 
With slaughter uneloying. 

Now feasts on the deiad, . 
In the flesh of strangers joying! 

ULYSSES. 

O Jupiter 1 I saw within the cave 

Horrible things ; deeds to be feigned in words. 

But not behoved as being done. 

CHORUS. 

What 1 sawest thou the impious Polypheme 
Feasting upon your loved companions now ! 

ULY8SBB. 

Selecting two, the plumpest of the crowd. 
He grasped them in his hands. — 



CHORUS. 



Unhappy 



ULYSSES. 

Soon as we came into this craggy place. 

Kindling a fire, he cast on the broad hearth 

The knotty limbs of an enormous oak. 

Three waggon-loads at least, and then he strewed 

Upon the ground, beside the red fire light. 

His couch of pine leaves ; and he milked the cows. 

And pouring forth the white milk, filled a bowl 

Three cubits wide and four in depth, as much 

As would contain four amphonu, and bound it 

With ivy wreaths ; then placed upon the fire 

A brazen pot to boil, and make red hot 

The points of spits, not sharpened with the sickle. 

But with a fruit-tree bough, and with the jaw^ 

Of axes for -/Etnean slaughterings*. 

And when this God-abandoned cook of hell 

Had made all ready, he seized two of us. 

And killed them in a kind of measured manner ; 

For he flung one against the brazen rivets 

Of the huge cauldron, and seized the other 

By the foot's tendon, and knocked out his brains 

Upon the sharp edge of the craggy stone : 

Then peeled his flesh with a great cooking knife. 

And put him down to roast. The other's limbs 

He chopped into the cauldron to be boiled. 

And I, with the tears raining from my eyes. 

Stood near the Cyclops, ministering to hun ; 

The rest, in the recesses of the cave. 

Clung to the rock like bats, bloodless with fear. 

When he was filled with my companions' flesh. 

He threw himself upon the ground, and sent 

A loathsome exhalation from his maw. 

Then a divine thought came to me. I filled 

The cup of Maron, and I offered him 



* I confess I do not understand this. — NoU of the Author. 
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To taste, and said : — ^ Child of the Ocean-God, 
Behold what drink the vines of Greece produce. 
The exultation and the joy of Bacchus.'^ 
He, satiated with his unnatural food, 
Received it, and at one draught drank it off 
And taking my hand, praised me : — **' Thou hast 

given 
A sweet draught after a sweet meal, dear guest." 
And I, perceiving that it pleased him, filled 
Another cup, weU knowing that the wine 
Would wound him soon and take a sure revenge. 
And the charm fascinated him, and I 
Plied him cup after cup, until the drink 
Had warmed his entrails, and he sang aloud 
In concert with my wailing fellow-seamen 
A hideous discord — and the cavern rung. 
I have stolen out, so that if you will 
You may achieve my safety and your own. 
But say, do you desire, or not, to fly 
This uncompanionable man, and dwell. 
As was your wont, among the Grecian nymphs. 
Within the fanes of your beloved God ! 
Your father there within agrees to it. 
But he is weak and overcome with wine. 
And caught as if with birdlime by the cup. 
He claps his wings and crows in doating joy. 
You who are young escape with me, and find 
Bacchus your ancient friend ; unsuited he 
To this rude Cyclops. 

CHORUS. 

O my dearest friend. 
That I could see that day, and leave for ever 
The impious Cyclops. 



ULTSSES. 

Listen then what a punishment I have 
For this fell monster, how secure a flight 
From your hard servitude. 

CHORUS. 

Oh sweeter far 
Than is the music of an Asian lyre 
Would be the news of Polypheme destroyed. 

ULYSSES. 

Delighted with the Bacchic drink, he goes 
To call his brother Cyclops — ^who inhabit 
A village upon iEtna not far off. 

CHORUS. 

I understand : catching him when alone, 
You think by some measure to despatch him. 
Or thrust him from the precipice. 

ULTSSES. 

O no ; 
Nothing of that kind ; my device is subtle. 

CHORUS. 

How then ? I heard of old that thou wert wise. 

ULTSSES. 

I will dissuade him from this plan, by saying 
It were unwise to give the Cvdopses 
This precious drink, which if enjoyed alone 
Would make life sweeter for a longer time. 
When vanquished by the Bacchic power, he 



There is a trunk of olive-wood within. 
Whose point, having made sharp with this ] 

sword, 
I will conceal in fire, and when I see 
It is alight, will fix i^ burning yet. 
Within the socket of the Cyclops' eye. 
And melt it out with fire — as when a man 
Turns by its handle a great auger round, 
Fittine tlie frame- work of a ship with beams, 
So will I in the Cyclops' fiery eye 
Turn round the brand, and dry the pupil up. 

CHORUS. 

Joy I I am mad with joy at your device. 

ULTSSES. 

And then with vou, my friends, and the old n 
We'll load the hollow depth of our black ship. 
And row with double strokes from this dri 
shore. 

CHORUS. 

May I, as in libations to a Gt>d, 

Shiure in the blinding him with the red brand 

I would have some conununion in his death. 

ULTSSES. 

Doubtless ; the brand is a great brand to hoi 

CHORUS. 

Oh I I would lift a hundred waggon-loads. 
If like a wasp's nest I could scoop the eye ou 
Of the detested Cyclops. 

VLTSSES. 

Silence now I 
Ye know the close device — and when I call. 
Look ye obey the masters of the craft. 
I will not save myself and leave behind 
My comrades in the cave : I might escape. 
Having got clear from that obscure recess, 
But 'twere unjust to leave in jeopardy 
The dear companions who sailed here with mi 

CHORUS. 

Come ! who is first, that with his hand 
Will urge down the burning brand 
Through the lids, and quench and pierce 
The Cyclops' eye so fiery fierce 1 

SEMI-CHORUS I. Song within. 
Listen ! listen ! he. is coming, 
A most hideous discord humming, 
Drunken, museless, awkward, yelling. 
Far along his rocky dwelling ; 
Let us with some comic speU 
Teach the yet unteachable. 
By all means he must be blinded, 
If my counsel be but minded. 

SEMI-CHORUS II. 

Happy those made odorous 

With the dew which sweet grapes weep. 

To the village hastening thus. 

Seek the vines that soothe to sleep. 

Having first embraced thy friend. 

There m luxury without end. 

With the strings of yellow hair. 

Of thy voluptuous leman fair, 

Shalt sit playing on a bed 1-^ 

Speak, what door is opened ! 



L 



CTCLOPS. 

Ha ! hA ! hA ! I'm full of wine. 

Heavy with the joy divine. 

With the young feast overaated. 

Like a merchant's vessel freighted 

To the water's edge, my crop 

Is laden to the gullet's top. 

Tlie fresh meadow grass of spring 

Tempts me forth, thus wandering 

To my brothers on the mountains. 

Who shall share the wine's sweet fountains. 

Bring the cask, stranger, bring I 

CHORUS. 

One with eyes the fairest 

Cometh from his dwelling ; 

Some one loves thee, rarest. 

Bright beyond my telling. 

In thy grace thou shinest 

Like some nymph divinest, 

In her caverns dewy ; — 

All delights pursue thee. 

Soon pied flowers, sweet-breathing. 

Shall thy head be wreathing. 

ULTSSES. 

Listen, O Cyclops, for I am well skilled 
In Bacchus, whom I gave thee of to drink. 

CYCLOPS. 

What sort of God is Bacchus then accounted! 

ULTSSES. 

The greatest among men for joy of life. 

CYCLOPS. 

I gulpt him down with very great delight. 

ULYSSES. 

This is a god who never injures men. 

CYCLOPS. 

How does the God like living in a skin ? 

ULYSSES. 

He is content wherever he is put. 

CYCLOPS. 

Gods should not have their body in a skin. 

ULYSSES. 

If he give joy, what is his skin to you ? 

CYCLOPS. 

I hate the skin, but love the wine within. 

ULYSSES. 

Stay here ; now drink, and make your spirit glad. 

CYtLOIS. 

Should I not share this li(|uor with my brothers ? 

ulyssf:s. 
Keep it yourself, and be more honoured so. 

CYCLOPS. 

I were more useful , givinjj to my friends. 

ULYSSES. 

But village mirth breeds contests, broils, and blows. 

CYCLOPS. 

When I am drunk none shall lay hands on me. — 

ULYSSES. 

A drunken man is better within doors. 



CTCLOPS. 

He is a fool, who drinking loves not mirth. 

ULTSSES. 

But he is wise, who drunk, remains at home. 

CYCLOPS. 

What shaU I do, Silenos ! ShaUIstoyt 

SILEXUS. 

Stay — for what need have yon of pot compamons! 

CTCLOPS. 

Indeed this place is closely carpeted 
With flowers and grass. 

SILENUS. 

And in the sun-warm noon 

'TIS sweet to drink. Lie down beside me now, 

Pbu:ing your mighty sides upon the ground. 

CTCLOPS. 

What do you pnt the cup behind me for ! 

SILENUS. 

That no one here may touch it. 

CTCLOPS. 

Thievish one ! 
You want to drink ;— here place it in the midsL 
And thou, stranger, tell how art thou called ! 

ULTSSES. 

My name is Nobody. What favour now 
Shall I receive to praise you at your hands ! 

CTCLOPS. 

I'll feast on you the last of your companions. 

ULYSSES. 

You grant your guest a fair reward, O Cyclops. 

CYCLOPS. 

Ha ! what is this ? Stealing the wine, you rogue ! 

SILENUS. 

It wai? this stranger kissing me, because 
I looked so beautiful. 

CYCLOPS. 

You shall repent 
For kissing the coy wine that loves you not. 

SILENUS. 

By Jupiter ! you said that I am fair. 

CYCLOPS. 

Pour out, and only give me the cup full. 

SILENUS. 

How is it nuxed ? Let me observe. 

CYCLOPS. 

Curse you ! 
Give it me so. 

SILENUS. 

Not till I stH> you wear 
That coronal, and taste the cup to you. 



Thou wily traitor ! 



CYCLore. 



SILENUS. 

But the wine is sweet. 
Aye, you will roar if you are caught in drinking. 

CYCLOPS. 

See now, my lip Ls clean and all my beard. 



THE CYCLOPS. 
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SILENU8. 

Now put your elbow right, and drink again. 

As you see me drink — • • • • 

CTCLOPS. 

How now ! 

SILENUS. 

Ye Gods, what a delicious gulp ! 

CTCLOFS. 

Guesty take it ; — ^you poor out the wine for me. 

ULYSSES. 

The wine is well accustomed to my hand. 

CYCLOPS. 

Pour out the wine ! 

ULYSSES. 

I pour ; only be silent. 

CYCLOPS. 

Silence is a hard task to him who drinks. 

ULYSSES. 

Take it and drink it off ; leave not a dreg. 

Oh, that the drinker died with his own draught ! 

CYCLOPS. 

Papai ! the vine must be a sapient plant. 

ULYSSES. 

If you drink much after a mighty feast, 
Moistening your thirsty maw, you will sleep well; 
If you leave aught, Bacchus will dry you up. 

CYCLOPS. 

Ho ! ho ! I can scarce rise. What pure delight ! 

The heavens and earth appear to whirl about 

Confusedly. I see the throne of Jove 

And the clear congregation of the Gods. 

Now if the Graces tempted me to kiss, 

I would not, for the loveliest of them all 

I would not leave this Ganymede. 



SILENUS. 



I am the Ganymede of Jupiter. 



Polypheme, 



CYCLOPS. 

By Jove you are ; I bore you off from Dardanus. 

Ulyssss and the Chorus. 
ULYSSES. 

Come, boys of Bacchus, children of high race. 
This man within is folded up in sleep. 
And soon will vomit flesh from his fell maw ; 
The brand under the shed thrusts out its smoke. 
No preparation needs, but to bum out 
The monster's eye; — but bear yourselves like 
men. 

CHORUS. 

We will have courage like the adamant rock. 
All things are ready for you here ; go in. 
Before our father shall perceive the noise. 

ULYSSES. 

Vulcan, ^tnean king ! bum out with ftre 
The shining eye of this thy neighbouring monster ! 
And thou, O Sleep, nursling of gloomy night. 
Descend unmixed on this God-hated beast, 
And suffer not Ulysses and his comrades. 
Returning from their famous Trojan toils. 
To perish by this man, who cares not either 



For God or mortal ; or I needs must think 

That Chance is a supreme divinity. 

And things divine are subject to her power. 

CHORUS. 

Soon a crab the throat will seize 
Of him who feeds upon his guesty 

Fire will bum his lamp-like eyes 
In revenge of such a feast 1 

A great oak stump now is lying 

In the ashes yet undying. 

Come, Maron, come ! 
Raging let him fix the doom, 
Let him tear the eyelid up. 
Of the Cyclops — ^that his cup 

May be evil ! 
Oh, I long to dance and revel 
With sweet Bromian, long desired, 
In loved ivy-wreaths attired ; 

Leaving this abandoned home — 

Will the moment ever come ! 

ULYSSES. 

Be silent, ye wild things ! Nay, hold your peace. 
And keep your lips quite dose ; dare not to 

breathe, 
Or spit, or e'en wink, lest ye wake the monster. 
Until his eye be tortured out with fire. 

CHORUS. 

Nay, we are silent, and we chaw the air. 

ULYSSES. 

Come now, and lend a hand to the great stake 
Within — it is delightfully red hot. 

CHORUS. 

You then command who first should seize the stake 
To burn the Cyclops' eye, that all may share 
In the great enterprise. 

SEMI-CHORUS I. 

We are too few ; 
We cannot at this distance from the door 
Thrust fire into his eye. 

SEMI-CnORUS II. 

And we just now 
Have become lame ; cannot move hand nor foot. 

CHORUS. 

The same thing has occurred to us ;— our ancles 
Are sprained with standing here, I know not how. 

ULYSSES* 

What, sprained with standing still ! 

CHORUS. 

And there is dust 
Or ashes in our eyes, I knew not whence. 

ULYSSES. 

Cowardly dogs ! ye will not aid me, then 1 

CHORUS. 

With pitying mv own back and my back-bone, 

And with not wishing all my teeth knocked out. 

This cowardice comes of itself — but stay, 

I know a famous Orphic incantation 

To make the brand stick of its own accord 

Into the skull of this one-eyed son of Ekurth. 

ULYSSES. 

Of old I knew ye thus by nature ; now 
I know ye better. — I will use the aid 
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Of my own comrades — ^yet though weak of hand 

Speak cheerfully, that so ye may awaken 

The courage of my friends with your blithe words. 

CHORUS. 

This I will do with peril of my life. 

And blind you with my exhortations, Cyclops. 

Hasten and thrust. 
And parch up to dusty 
The eye of the beast, 
Who feeds on his guest. 
Bum and blind 
The i£tnean hind ! 
Scoop and draw. 
But beware lest he claw 
Your limbs near his maw. 

CTCLOPS. 

Ah me I my eye-sight is parched up to cinders. 

CHORUS. 

What a sweet psean ! sing me that again ! 

CYCLOPS. 

Ah me ! indeed, what woe has fallen upon me ! 
But, wretched nothings, think ye not to flee 
Out of this rock ; I, standing at the outlet. 
Will bar the way, and catch you as you pass. 

CHORUS. 

What are you roaring out, Cyclops ! 



For yon are wicked. 



CTCLOPS. 
CHORUS. 



I perish I 



CYCLOPS. 

And besides miserable. 

CHORUS. 

What, did you fall into the fire when drunk ! 

CYCLOPS. 

*Twas Nobody destroyed me. 



CHORUS. 



Can be to blame. 



Who blinded me. 



Why then no one 



O'CLOPS. 

I say 'twas Nobody 



CHORl'S. 

Why then, you are not blind ! 



// 



CYCLOPS. 

I wish you wore as blind as I am. 

CHORUS. 

N'ay, 
It cannot be that no one made you blind. 

CYCLOPS. 

You jeer me ; where, I ask, is Nobody ? 

CHORUS. 

No where, Cyclops ♦ ♦ ♦ 

CYCLOPS. 

It was that strangor ruined me : — the wretch 
First gave me wine, and then burnt out my eye, 
For wine is strong and luird to sti-uggle with. 
Have they escaped, or are they yet within ? 



CHORrS. 

They stand under the darkness of the roek. 
And cling to it. 

CYCLOPS. 

At my right hand or left f 



CHORUS. 



Ckwe on your ri^t. 

CYCLOPS. 

Where! 

CH0BI7S. 

Near tiie rock itMli: 
Yon have them. 

CYCLOPS. 

Oh, misfortune on miafbrtane ! 
IVe erack'd my skuU. 

CHORUS. 

Now they escape yon there. 

CYCLOPS. 

Not there, although yon say so. 



CHORUS. 



CYCLOPS. 



Not on thai side. 



Where then! 



CHORUS. 

They creep about yon on yoor kit. 



CYCLOPS. 

Ah I I am mocked ! They jeer me in my ilk. 

CHORUS. 

Not there I he is a little there beyond you. 

CYCLOPS. 

Detested wTetch ! where are you ! 

ULYSSES. 

Far from you 
I keep with care this body of Ulysses. 

CYCLOPS. 

What do you say ! You proffer a new name. 

ULYSSES. 

My father named me so ; and I have taken 
A full revenge for your unnatural feast ; . 

I should have done ill to have burned down Troy, 
And not revenged the murder of my comrades. 

CYCLOPS. 

Ai ! ai ! the ancient oracle is accomplished ; 
It said that I should have my evesight blinded 
By you coming from Troy, yet it foretold 
That you should pay the penalty for this 
By wandering long over the homeless sea. 

ULYSSES. 

I bid thee weep— consider what I say, 
I go towards the shore to drive my ship 
To mine own land, o'er the Sicilian wave. 

CICLOPS. 

Not so, if whelming you with this huge stone 
I can crush you and all your men together ; 
I will descend upon the shore, though blind. 
Groping my way adown the steep ravine. 

CHORl'S. 

And we, the shipmates of Ulynsses now. 
Will serve our Bacchus all our happy lives. 



EPIGRAMS AND SONNETS. 
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EPIGRAMS. 

— — 



SPIRIT OF PLATO. 

rUOU THS GBUK. 



Eagle ! why soarest thou above that tomb t 
To what sublime and ttar-y-paven home 

Floatest thou ! 
I am the image of swift Plato's s^irity 
Asoending heaven — Athena does mherit 

Hj8 corpse below. 



FROM THE GREEK. 



A MA!f who was about to hang himself. 
Finding a purse, then threw away his rope ; 
The owner coming to reclaim his pelf. 
The halter found and used it. So is Hope 
Changed for Despair — one laid upon the shelf, 
We take the other. Under heaven's high cope 
Fortune is God — all you endure and do 
Depends on circumstance as much as you. 



TO STELLA. 
rmou PLATO. 



Thou wert the morning star among the livmg. 
Ere thy fSur light had fled ^- 

Now, having died, thou art as Hesperus, giving 
New splendour to the dead. 



FROM PLATO. 



Kissiifo Helena, together 
With my kiss, my soul beside it 
Came to my lips, and there I kept i1 
For the poor thing had wandered thither. 
To follow where the kiss should guide it, 
0, cruel I, to intercept it ! 



SONNETS FROM THE GREEK OF MOSCHUS. 



Tiuf i\tt riip yXewiciuf ircof firc/AOs iLrp4fia fidWjf, — k. r. A. 



I. 
When winds that move not its calm surface sweep 
The azure sea, I love the land no more : 
The smiles of the serene and tranquil deep 
Tempt my unquiet mind. — But when the roar 
Of ocean's grey abyss resounds, and foam 
Grathers upon the sea, and vast waves burst, 
I turn from the drear aspect to the home 
Of earth and its deep woods, where, interspersed. 
When winds blow loud, pines make sweet melody ; 
Whose house is some lone bark, whose toil the sea. 
Whose prey, the wandering fish, an evil lot 
Has chosen. — But I my languid limbs will fling 
Beneath the plane, where the brook's murmuring 
Moves the calm spirit but disturbs it not. 



n. 
Pan loved his neighbour Echo— but that child 
Of Earth and Air pined for the Satyr leaping ; 
The Satyr loved with wasting nutdness wild 
The bright nymph Lyda— and so the three went 

weeping. 
As Pan loved Echo, Echo loved the Satyr ; 
The Satyr, Lydar--and thus love consumed 

them. — 
And thus to each — which was a woeful matter — 
To bear what they inflicted, justice doomed them ; 
For, inasmuch as each might hate the lover, 
Each, loving, so was hated. — Ye that love not 
Be warned — in thouzht turn this example over. 
That, when ye love, Uie like return ye prove not. 



SONNET FROM THE ITALIAN OF DANTE. 



DANTE ALIOHIE&I TO OUIDO CAVALCANTI. 



GuiDO, I would that Lappo, thou, and I, 
Led by some strong enchantment might ascend 
A magic ship, whose charmed sails should fly 
With winds at will where'er our thoughts might 
So that no change, nor any evil chance, [wend. 
Should mar our joyous voyage ; but it might be. 



That even satiety should still enhance 
Between our hearts their strict conmiunity ; 
And that the bounteous wizard then would place 
Yanna and Bice and my gentle love. 
Companions of our wandering, and would grace 
With passionate talk, wherever we might rove. 
Our time, and each were as content and firee 
As I believe that thou and I should be. 
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TRANSLATIONS. 



SCENES 



raoM 



THE "MAGICO PRODIGIOSO" OF CALDERON. 



CrniAn at a Student ,- CLAmif and Mosoon as poor 
Sckolars, nntk books. 

CTPRIAN. 

I5 the sweet solitude of this calm pUce, 

This intricate wild wilderness of trees 

And flowers and undergrowth of odorous plants, 

Leave me ; the books you brought out of the bouBe 

To me are ever best society. 

And whilst with glorious festival and song 

Antioch now celebrates the consecration 

Of a proud temple to great Jupiter, 

And bears his image in loud jubilee 

To its new shrine, I would consume what stiU 

Lives of the dN-ing day, in studious thought. 

Far from the throng and turmoil. You, my friends. 

Go and enjoy the festival ; it will 

Bo worth the labour, and return for me 

When the »un Hceks its grave among the billows, 

Which among dim grey clouds on the horizon 

Dance like white plumes upon a hearse ; — ^and here 

I shall expect you. 

MOSCON. 

I cannot bring my mind, 
Great as my haste to see the festival 
Certainly is, to leave you. Sir, without 
Just saying some three or four hundred words. 
I low is it possible that on a day 
Of such festivity, you can bring your mind 
To come forth to a solitary country 
With three or four old books, and turn your back 
On all this mirth i 

My maHtt'r*8 in the right ; 
There is not anjihing nioro tiresome 
Tluin a procesHion day, with troo|)« of men, 
And dances, and all ttiat. 

MOSCO.N. 

From first to last, 
Clarin, you are a temporizing flatterer ; 
You praise not wliat you feel, but what he does ; — 
Toadcater ! 

CLARIN. 

You lie — under a mistake — 
For this is the most civil sort of lie 
That can be given to a man's face, I now 
Say what I think. 



CTPUAIC. 

Enough, you foolish fellows. 

Puffed up with your own doting ignonnoey 

You always teke the two sides of one qne rt i o a. 

Now go, and as I said, return for me 

When night fiUls, veiline in its shadows wide 

This glonous fiibric of the universe. 

M08005. 

How happens it, although you can maintain 
The folly of enjoying festi^rmls, 
That yet you go there ! 

CLAUN. 

Nay, the consequence 
Is clear : — who ever did what he advises 
Others to do 



I 



MOSCON. 

Would that my feet were wings. 

So would I fly to Livia. 

lExU. 

CLARIN. 

To speak truth, 
Livia is she who has surprised my heart ; 
But he is more than half way there. — Soho ! 
Livia, I come ; good sport, Livia, soho ! 

lExiL 
CYPRIAN. 

Now since I am alone, let me examine 

The question which has long disturbed my mind 

With doubt, since flrst I read in Plinius 

The words of mystic import and deep sense 

In which he defines God. My intellect 

Can find no God with whom these marks and signs 

Fitly agree. It is a liidden truth 

Which I must fathom. 

ilUads. 

Enter the Dkvil, at a fine Gentleman. 

n.CMON. 
Search even as thou wilt, 
But thou shalt never find what I can hide. 



CYPRIAN. 

What noise is that among the boughs ? 
What art thou \— 



Whe moves? 



n.F.MON. 

*Ti« a foreign gentleman. 
Even from this rooming I have lost my way 



/ - 



In this wUd place, and my poor horse, at last 
Quite overcome, has stretched himself upon 
The enamelled tapestry of this mossy mountain. 
And feeds and rests at the same time. I was 
Upon my way to Antioch upon business 
Of some importance, but wrapt up in cares 
(Who is exempt from this inheritance!) 
I parted from my company, and lost 
My way, and lost my servants and my comrades. 

CYPRIAN. 

Tis singular, that, even within the sight 
Of tlie high towers of Antioch, you could lose 
Your way. Of all the avenues and green paths 
Of this wild wood there is not one but leads. 
As to its centre, to the walls of Antioch ; 
Take which you will you cannot miss your road. 

D£MON. 

And such is ignorance ! Even in the sight 
Of knowledge it can draw no profit from it. 
But, as it still is early, and as I 
Have no acquaintances in Antioch, 
Being a stranger there, I will even wait 
The few surviving hours of the day. 
Until the night shall conquer it. I see, 
Both by your dress and by the books in which 
You find delight and company, that you 
Are a great student ; — for my part, 1 feel 
Much sympathy with such pursuits. 



CYPRIAN. 



Studied much ! — 



Have you 



OiEMON. 

No ; — ^and yet I know enough 
Not to be wholly ignorant. 



CYPRIAN. 



What science may you know 



Pray, Sir, 



DiEMON. 



CYPRIAN. 



Many. 



Alas! 



Much pains must we expend on one alone. 
And even then attain it not ; — but you 
Have the presumption to assert that you 
Know many without study. 

DiEMON. 

And with truth. 
For, in the country whence I come, sciences 
Require no learning, — they are known. 

CYPRIAN. 

Oh, would 
I were of that bright country ! for in this 
The more we study, we the more discover 
Our ignorance. 

DJSMON. 

It is so true that I 
Had so much arrogance as to oppose 
The chair of the most hi^ Professorship, 
And obtained many votes, and though I lost. 
The attempt was still more glorious than the 

failure 
Could be dishonourable : if you believe not. 



Let us refer it to dispute respecting 
That which you know best, and although I 
Know not the opinion you maintain, and though 
It be the true one, I will take the contrary. 

CYPRIAN. 

The offer gives me pleasure. I am now 
Debating with myself upon a passage 
Of Plinius, and my mind is racked with doubt 
To understand and know who is the Grod 
Of whom he speaks. • 

D£M0N. 

It is a passage, if 
I recollect it right, couched in these words : 
<' Grod is one supreme goodness, one pure essence, 
One substance, and one sense, sill sight, all hands.'* 



'Tis true. 



CYPRIAN. 
DiEMON. 

What difficulty find you here ! 



CYPRIAN. 

I do not recognize among the Gods 

The God defined by Plinius : if he must 

Be supreme goodness, even Jupiter 

Is not supremely good ; because we see 

His deeds are evil, and his attributes 

Tainted with mortal weakness. In what manner 

Can supreme goodness be consistent with 

The pfUBsions of humanity ! 

DAEMON. 

The wisdom 
Of the old world masked with the names of Grods 
The attributes of Nature and of Man ; 
A sort of popular philosophy. 

CYPRIAN. 

This reply will not satisfy me, for 

Such awe is due to the high name of God, 

That ill should never be imputed. Then, 

Examining the question widi more care. 

It follows, that Aie gods should always will 

That which is best, were they supremely good. 

How then does one will one thing— one another? 

And you may not say that I allege 

Poetical or philosophic learning : — 

Consider the ambiguous responses 

Of their oracular statues ; from two shrines 

Two armies shall obtain Uie assurance of 

One victory. Is it not indisputable 

That two contending wills can never lead 

To the same end ! And, being opposite. 

If one be good is not the other evil 1 

Evil in G^ is inconceivable ; 

But supreme goodness fails among the gods 

Without their union. 

D.£MON. 

I deny your major. 
These responses are means towards some end 
Uniathomed by our intellectual beam. 
They are the work of providence, and more 
The battle's loss may profit those who lose. 
Than victory advantage those who win. 



CYPRIAN. 



That I admit, and yet that God should not 
(Falsehood is incompatible with deity) 



A 
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TRANSLATIONa 



Amnre the rietoiy, it would be enoa^ 
To have pemutted the defeat ; if God 
Be all right,— God, who beheld the truth. 
Would DOt hare giren aasurance of an end 
Nercr to be accomplished ; thus, although 
The Deitv may according to his attributes 
Be well distinguished into persons, yet, 
Eren in the minutest circumstance. 
His essence must be one. 

DJEMOX. 

To attain the end. 
The affections of the actors in the scene 
Must have been thus influenced by his voioe. 

CTPUA5. 

But for a purpose thus subordinate 

He might have employed genii, good or evil^ — 

A sort of spirits called so by the learned. 

Who roam about inspiring good or evil. 

And from whose influence and existence we 

May well infer our immortality : — 

Thus God might easily, without descending 

To a grow fabehood in his proper person, 

Have moved the affections by this mediation 

To the just point. 

DiEMOX. 

These trifling contradictions 
Do not suffice to impugn the unity 
Of the high gods ; in things of great importance 
They still appear unanimous ; consider 
That glorious fabric — man, his wor km a nshi p. 
Is stamped with one conception. 

CTPRIAN. 

Who made man 
Must have, methinks, the advantage of the others. 
If they are equal, might they not have risen 
In opposition to the work, and being 
All hands, according to our author here. 
Have still destroyed even as the other made ! 
If equal in their power, and only imequal 
In opportunity, which of the two 
Will remain conqueror ! 

DJuMON. 

On impossible 
And false hypothesis, there can be built 
No argument. Say, what do you infer 
From tliis I 

CYPRIAN. 

Tliat there must be a mighty God 

Of supreme goodness and of highest grace. 

All sight, all liands, all truth, infallible. 

Without an equal and without a rival ; 

The cause of all things and the effect of nothing, 

One power, one will, one 8ubstance,and one essence. 

And in whatever persons, one or t>*o. 

His attributes may be distinguished, one 

Sovereign power, one solitary essence, 

One cause of all cause. 

iThcp rise. 

D.EMON. 

How can I impugn 
So clear a consequence ? 



My victory 1 



CYI'KIAN. 

Do you regret 



DJDIOX. 

Who but regrets a 
In rivahry of wit! I could reply 
And urge new diffleolties, but voU 
Depart, for I bear steps of men 
And it is time thait I should now 
My journey to the city. 

CTflUAX. 

Go in 



DJDION. 

in pesos I Since thus it profite him 
To study, I wiU wrap his senses up 
In sweet oUivion of all thought but of 
A piece of exceUent beauty ; and as I 
Have power given me to wage enmity 
Against Justina's soul, I will extract 
From one effect two vengeances. 



lExiL 



CTPRiair. 



I nerer 
Met a more learned person. Let me now 
Revolve this doubt again with careful mind. 

EnUr Lauo and Fu»o. 

LELIO. 
Here stop. Those toppling rocks and tangled 
Impenetrable by the noonday beam, [boughs. 
Shall be sole witnesses of what 



FLOBO. 

Draw! 
If there were words, here is the place for deeds. 

LELIO. 

Thou needest not instruct me ; well I know 

That in the field the silent tongue of steel 

Speaks tlius. 

IThejf fight. 

CVPRIAN. 

Ha ! what is this ? Lelio, Floro, 
Be it enough that Cj-prian stands between you. 
Although unarmed. « 

LELIO. 

Whence comest thou, to stand 
Between me and my vengeance ? 



FLORO. 



From what rocks 



And desert cells 1 



Enter Moscox and Clarim. 
MOSCON. 

Run, run ! for where we left my master, 
We hear the clash of swords. 

CLARIS'. 

I never 
Run to approach things of this sort, but only 
To avoid them. Sir ! Cyprian ! sir ! 

CYPRIAN. 

Be silent, fellows ! What I two friends who are 
In blood and fame the eyes and hope of Antioch ; 
One of the noble men of the Colatti, 
The other son of the Governor, adventure 
And cast away, on some slight cause no doubt. 
Two lives, the lionour of their country- ! 



SCENES FROM CALDERON. 
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LELIO. 

Cyprian, 
Although my high respect towards your person 
Holds now my sword suspended, thou canst not 
Restore it to the slumber of its scabbard. 
Thou knowest more of science than the duel ; 
For when two men of honour take the field, 
No counsel nor respect can make them friends, 
But one must die in the pursuit. 

PLORO. 

I pray 
That you depart hence ^ith your people, and 
LeaTe us to finish what we have begun 
Without advantage. 

CYPRIAN. 

Though you may imagine 
That I know little of the laws of duel, 
Which vanity and valour instituted, 
You are in error. By my birth I am 
Held no less than yourselves to know the limits 
Of honour and of infamy, nor has study 
Quenched the free spirit which first ordered them ; 
And thus to me, as one well experienced 
In the false quicksands of the sea of honour, 
You may refer the merits of the case ; 
And if I should perceive in your relation 
That either has the right to satisfaction 
From the other, I give you my word of honour 
To leave you. 

LELIO. 

Under this condition then 
I will relate the cause, and you will cede 
And must confess th* impossibility 
Of compromise ; for the same lady is 
Belovea by Floro and m^'self. 

FLORO. 

It seems 
Much to me that the light of day should look 
Upon that idol of my heart — but he< — 
Leave us to fight, according to thy word. 

CYPRIAN. 

Permit one question further : is the lady 
Impossible to hope or not ! 

LEUO. 

She is 
So excellent, that if the light of day 
Should excite Floro's jealousy, it were 
Without just cause, for even ^e light of day 
Trembles to gaze on her. 



Part marry her? 



And you? 



CYPRIAN. 

Would you for your 



FLORO. 

Such is my confidence. 

CYPRIAN. 
LELIO. 



O, would that I could lift my hope 
So high 1 for though she is extremely poor^ 
Her virtue is her dowry. 



CYPRIAN. 

And if you both 
Would marry her, is it not weak and vain. 
Culpable and unworthy, thus beforehand 
To slur her honour ? What would the world say 
If one should slay the other, and if she 
Should afterwards espouse the murderer? 

ITke rival* agret to rtfcr their quarrel to Cypriaw ; 
who in coutequenee visit* Justina, and become* 
enamoured c/her: the disdain* At m, and he retire* 
to a tolilarjf tea-thore* 



SCENE II. 

CYPRIAN. 

O memory ! permit itfnot 

That the tyrant of my thought 

Be another soul that still 

Holds dominion o'er the will ; 

That would refuse, but can no more, 

To bend, to tremble, and adore. 

Vain idolatry ! — I sev.*. 

And gazing became blind with error ; 

Weak ambition, which the awe 

Of her presence bound to terror ! 

So beautiful she was — and I, 

Between my love and jealousy. 

Am so convulsed with hope and fear. 

Unworthy as it may appear ; — 

So bitter is the life I live, 

That, hear me. Hell ! I now would give 

To thy most detested spirit 

My soul, for ever to inherit. 

To suffer punishment and pine. 

So tliis woman may be mine. 

Hear'st thou. Hell ! dost thou reject it? 

My soul is offered ! 

D.fOiON (unseen), 

I accept it. 
[Tempest, unth thunder and liffhtninff. 

CYPRIAN. 

What is this 1 ye heavens, for ever pure, 
At once intensely radiant and obscure ! 

Athwart the ethereal halls 
The lightning's arrow and the thunder-balls 

The day affright. 

As from the horizon round. 

Burst with earthquake sound, 
In mighty torrents the electric fountains ; — 
Clouds quench the sun, and thunder smoke 
Strangles the air, and fire eclipses heaven. 
Philosophy, thou canst not even 
Compel their causes underneath thy yoke. 
From yonder clouds even to the waves below 
The fragments of a single ruin choke 

Imagination's flight ; 
For, on flakes of surge, like feathers light. 
The ashes of the desolation cast 

Upon the gloomy blast. 
Tell of the footsteps of the storm. 
And nearer see the melancholy form 
Of a great ship, the outcast of the sea, 

Drives miserably ! 
And it must fly the pity of the port, 
Or perish, and its last and sole resort 
Is its own raging enemy. 

A A 
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TRANSLATIONS. 



The terror of the thrilling cry 

Was a fatal prophecy 

Of coming death, who hovers now 

Upon that shattered prow, 

That they who die not may be dymg stul. 

And not alone the insane elementa 

Are populous with wild portents. 

But that sad ship is as a miracle 

Of sudden ruin, for it drives so fast 

It seems as if it had arrayed its form 

With the headlong storm. 

It strikes— 1 almost feel the shock,— 

It stumbles on a jagged rock,— 

Sparkles of blood on the white foam are cast. 

A tempatr-AU exclaim within 

We are aU lost ! 

D.SM0N (wiihin). 
Now from this plank will I 
Pass to the Und, and thus fulfil my scheme. 

CYPRIAN. 

As in contempt of the elemental, rage ^ 

A man comes forth in safety, while the ship s 
Great form is in a watery eclipse 
Obliterated from the Ocean's page, 
And round its wreck the huge sea-monsters sit, 
A horrid conclave, and the whistling wave 
. Are heaped over its carcase, like a grave. 

The DxMOH enter 9 as escaped from the sea, 
D^MON (aside). 
It was essential to my purposes 
To wake a tumult on the sapphire ocean. 
That in this unknown form I might at length 
Wipe out the blot of the discomfiture 
Sustained upon the mountain, and assail 
With a new war the soul of C^-prian, 
Forging the instruments of his destruction 
Even from his love and from his wisdom. — 
Beloved earth, dear mother, in thy bosom 
I seek a refuge from the monster who 
Precipitates itself upon me. 

CYPRIAN. 

Friend, 
Collect thyself; and be the memory 
Of thy late suffering, and thy greatest sorrow 
But as a shadow of the past,— for nothing 
Beneath the circle of the moon but flows 
And changes, and can never know repose. 

DiEMON. 

And who art thou, before whose feet my fate 
Has prostrated mc \ 

CYPRIAN. 

One who, moved with pity, 
Would soothe its stings. 

DJSMON. 

Oh ! that can never be 
No solace can my lasting sorrows find. 



CTFBIAV. 

Now, since the fary 
Of this earihquaking hurricane is still. 
And the cryrtalline heaven has reaasumed 
Its windless calm so quickly, that itjetm 
As if its heavy wrath had been awakened 
Only to overwhelm that vessel,— 8p«»» 
Who art thon, and whence oomest thou I 



DfMON. 



Far more 



My coming hither cost than thon haal seen. 
Or I can teU. Amoni my misadventureB 
This shipwreck is the least WiUthonhearl 



CTPRIAlf. 



O'PRIAN. 



Wherefore ? 



D£M0N. 

Because my liappiness is lost. 
Yet I lament what has lonjr ceased to be 
The object of desire or memory. 
And my life is not life. 



D.fiMON. 

Since thou desireet, I wUl then nnveil 

Myself to thee ;— for in myself 1-am 

A world of happiness and misery ; 

This I have lost, and that I must lament 

For ever. In my attributes I stood 

So high and so heroically great. 

In lineage so supreme, and with » ge^'^J j 

Which penetrated with a glance the ^oM 
Beneath my feet, that won by mjr W^Ff^ 
A king— whom I may call the King of kingt, 
Becaiu9e all others tremble in their pnde 
Before the terrors of *^,«>?^*?»^5S^ „„^ 
lu his high palace roofed ^^J^"«^*?^S™_ 
Of Uvinglight-eaU them the stani <^ He»^«?7 
Named^ehiscomiflellor. But ito high prau« 
Stung me with pride and envy, and I roM 
In mighty competition, to ascend 

His sSit, and place my foot ^"^P^J^y ^^ 
Upon his subject thrones. Chastised, I know 
The depth to which ambition falls ; too mad 
Was the attempt, and yet more mad were now 
Repentance of the irrevocable deed :— 
Therefore I chose this ruin with the glory 
Of not to be subdued, before the shame 
Of reconciling me with him who reigns 
By coward cession.— Nor was I alone, 
Nor am 1 now, nor shall I be alone ; 
And tiiere was hope, and tiiere may still be hope, 
For many suffrages among his vassals 
Hailed me tiieir lord and king, wid many st^ 
Are mine, and many more perchanoe shaU be. 
Thus vanquished, though in fact victorious, 
I left his seat of empire, from mme eye 
Shooting forth poisonous lightmng, whUe mywords 
With ii^uspicious tiiunderings shook Heaven, 
Proclaiming vengeance, public as my wrong, 
And unprecating on his prostrate slaves 
Rapinelnddeatii, and outrage. Then I sailed 
Over the mighty fabric of the world, 
A pirate ambushed in its pathless sands, 
A lynx crouched watchfully among ite wves 
And craggy shores ; and I have wandered over 

The expanse of these ''idt'*;! •*'"'^;«n1v«d 
In this great ship, whose bulk is now dissolved 
In tiie light breathings of the "\vi8ible wmd. 
And which the sea has made a dustl^ "TL^ 
Seeking ever a mountain, through whose forests 
I seek a man, whom I must now compel 
To keep his word with me. I came ^^^^ 
In tempest, and, although my power could weU 
Bridle the forest winds in their career. 



U^ 



For other causes I forbore to soothe 

Their fuiy to Favonian gentleness ; 

I could and would not : (thus I wake in him {Atidt 

A love of magic art.) Let not this tempefit. 

Nor the succeeding calm excite thy wonder ; 

For by my art the sun would turn as pale 

As his wc»kk sister with unwonted fear ; 

And in my wisdom are the orbs of Heaven 

Written as in a record. I have pierced 

The flaming circles of their wondrous spheres. 

And know them as thou knowest every comer 

Of this dim spot. Let it not seem to Uiee 

That I boast vainly ; wouldst thou that I work 

A charm over this waste and savage wood. 

This Babylon of crags and aged trees. 

Filling its leafy coverts with a horror 

Thrillmg and strange! I am the friendless guest 

Of these wild oaks and pines — and as from thee 

I have received the horoitality 

Of this rude place, I offer thee the fruit 

Of years of toil in recompense ; whatever 

Thy wildest dream presented to thy thought 

As object of desire, that shall be thine. 

• • • 4t 

And thenceforth shall so firm an amity 
'Twixt thou and me be, that neither fortune. 
The monstrous phantom which pursues success, 
That careful miser, that free prodigal, 
Who ever alternates with changeful hand 
Evil and good, reproach and fame ; nor Time, 
That loadstar of the ages, to whose beam 
The winged years speed o'er the intervals 
Of their unequal revolutions ; nor 
Heaven itself, whose beautiful bright stars 
Rule and adorn the world, can ever make 
The least division between thee and me. 
Since now I find a refuge in thy favour. 



SCENE III. 
7%e Damon tempU Jmnrif a, who ii a Chrittian, 

m 

DAEMON. 

Abyss of Hell ! I call on thee. 

Thou wild misrule of thine own anarchy ! 

From thy prison-house set free 

The spirits of voluptuous death. 

That with their mighty breath 

They may destroy a world of virgin thonghts ; 

Let her chaste mind with fancies thick as motes 

Be peopled from thy shadowy deep. 

Till her guiltless phantasy 

Full to overflowing be 1 

And, with sweetest harmony, 

Let birds,andflowers,and leaves, andall things move 

To love, only to love. 

Let nothing meet her eyes 

But signs of Love's soft victories ; 

Let nothing meet her ear 

But sounds of Love's sweet sorrow; 

So that from faith no succour may she borrow. 

But, guided by my spirit blind 

And in a magic snare entwined. 

She may now seek Cyprian. 

Begin, while I in silence bind 

My voice, when thy sweet song thou hast begun. 



A VOICE WITHIN. 

•What is the glory far above 
All else in human life ? 

ALL. 

Love! love! 

[ While these words are sung^ the Damon gon ouf <U 
one door, and JtranwA enUrs at another, 

THE FIRST VOICE. 

There is no form in which the fire 
Of love its traces has impressed not. . 
Man lives far more in love's desire 
Than by life's breath soon possessed not. 
If all that lives must love or die. 
All shapes on earth, or sea, or sky. 
With one consent to Heaven cry 
That the glory far above 
All else in life is — 

ALL. 

Love 1 love I 

JUSTINA. 

Thou melancholy thought, which art 
So fluttering and so sweet, to thee 
When did I give the liberty 
Thus to afflict my heart! 
What is the cause of this new power 
Which doth my fevered being move, 
Momently raging more and more ! 
What subtle pain is kindled now 
Which from my heart doth overflow 
Into my senses! — 

ALL. 

Love, love ! 

JUSTIN A. 

'TIS that enamoured nightingale 

Who gives me the reply : 

He ever tells the same soft tale 

Of passion and of constancv 

To nis mate, who rapt, and fond. 

Listening sits, a bough beyond. 

Be silent. Nightingale ! — No more 

Make me think, in hearing thee 

Thus tenderly Uiy love deplore. 

If a bird can feel his so. 

What a man would feel for me. 

And, voluptuous vine, thou 

Who seekest most when least pursuing, — 

To the trunk thou interlacest 

Art the verdure which embracest. 

And the weight which is its ruin, — 

No more, with green embraces, vine, 

Blake me think on what thou lovest, — 

For whilst thou thus thy. boughs entwine, 

I fear lest thou shouldst teach me, sophist. 

How arms might be entangled too. 

Light-enchanted sunflower, thou 
Who gazest ever true and tender 
On the sun's revolving splendour. 
Follow not his faithless glance 
With thy faded countenance. 
Nor teach my beating heart to fear. 
If leaves can mourn without a tear. 
How eyes must weep I O NightingiUe^ 
Cease from thy enamoured tale, — 

A A a 





Leaiy nnoy miewrmA Uqr bower, 
Bamen nmflower, eeaae to move^ — 
Or ten me ally whftt poiaoiioiis pow«r 
Ye we against me^ — 

AT.t_ 

LoYel level knvel 

tt cmaot be ! Wbom bave I ever loved I 
ItropbieB of mT-cbiivion and disdaiiip 
Floro and Leho did I not zcjeett 
And Cljrpiiairi-^ 

Bid t not requite bfan 
With Boeh aeverityy that be has fled 
Where none Ifts ever beard of bim agabit— 
Alas! I now b^gin to fear that this 
May be tiie oocMion wbenee desire grows bol^ 
As if tiiere were no danger, ^"rom the moment' 
That I pronoaneed to my own listening hearty 
Pyprian is ablNnt» O miserable mel 
Ilmownotwbatlieel! £Jr«r««aln|p. 

It most be pity 
To think that soeb a mail| whom all the world 
Admired, aboold be forgot by all ib» worlds 
And I the canse. iSkeagainUem 

And yet if it were pify, 
Floro and Lelkl tni^t baTO eqoal sbwe. 
For they are both imprisoned for my sake. likUm^. 
Alas! what reasonings are fliese ! It is 
Enough I pity him, imd that, in Tain, 
Withoot this eeremonkNis subtlety. 
Andwoeisme! I know not where to And Um now. 
Even dionld I seek him throuj^ this wide worid. 

Enter D.CM07r. 
D£MOX. 

Follow, and I will lead thee where be ia. 

JUSTINA. 

And who art thou, who hast found entrance hither. 
Into my chamber through the doors and locks! 
Art thou a monstrouB shadow which my madness 
Has formed in the idle air! 

DiEMOlf. 

No. I am one 
Called by the thought which tyrannises thee 
From his eternal dwelling ; who this day 
Is pledged to bear thee unto Cyprian. 

JUSTINA. 

So shall thy promise fail. This agony 
Of passion which afllictA my heart and soul 
Blay sweep imagination in its storm ; 
The will is firm. 

n.£M0N. 

Already half is done 
In the imagination of an act. 
The sin incurred, -the pleasure then remains ; 
Let not the will stop half way on the road. 

JUSTINA. 

I will not be discouraged, nor despair, 
Although I thought it, and although 'tis true 
That thought is but a prelude to the deed : — 
Thought is not in my power, but action is: 
I will not move my foot to follow ihee. 



Bnt a fiyr mig^iliei^ wisdom Hiia Wm aim 
Eierts itadf witbin flies^ widi endi jMfwcr 
CbrnpeDiBg tiiee to that wbldl it fai«»Kii— 
tbalritriiaUfooetibgratep; iMitr wilt flidiii 
Bflikty Justinat 

lunnuu 
By my firee-will. 



MnitfooelliywiD. 

It M invincible ; 
It wore not free if tboa badst poweri^oii iL 

ifl€drmm,bmt 



Come^ where a pleaeare waits ibm^ 



<xs WW iwngnt 



Too<kear. 

'Twin soothe thy heart to sofksst peaoe. 

jumiu. 
Tis dread eifAtvity* 

. 11sjogr,«lli^ai7. 
Tis shame^ tie torment. His de^air. 

[Off. 



Bat 

Canst then defend thyself from flat or me;. 
If my power drags thee onward ! 



JUSTINA. 

My defence 
Consists in God. 

IBe ffainijf endeavours to force her, and «f last 

releases her. 

DiBMON. 

Woman, thou hast subdued me^ 
Only by not owning thyself subdued. 
But since thou thus findest defence in God, 
I vdll assume a feigned form, and thus 
Make thee a victim of mv baffled rage. 
For I will mask a spirit m thy form 
Who will betray thy name to infamy. 
And doubly shall I triumph in thv loss. 
First by dishonouring thee, and wen by turning 
False pleasure to true ignominy. iBxit 

JUSTINA. 

I 
Appeal to Heaven against thee ! so that Heaven 
May scatter thy delusions, and the blot » 
Upon my fame vanish in idle thought^ 
Even as flame dies in the envious air. 
And as the floweret wanes at morning frost. 

And thou shouldst never But, alas ! to whom 

Do I still speak t — Did not a man but now 
Stand here before me ! — No, I am alone. 
And yet I saw him. Is he gone so quiddyl 
Or can the heated mind engender shapes 
From its own fear! Some terrible and strange 
Peril is near. Lisander! father 1 lord 1 
Livia!-^ 



SCENES FROM CALDERON. 
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Enter Lisakdkr atul LnriA, 

LISANDER. 

O my daughter; what! 



LI VIA. 



What! 



JUSTINA. 



Saw yoa 
A man go forth from my apartment now ! — 
I scarce sustain myself ! 



LISANDER. 

A man here! 



JUSTINA. 

Hare you not seen hun ! 

LnriA. 



No, lady. 



JUSTINA. 



I saw hun. 



LISANDER. 

Tis unpossible ; the doors 
Which led to this apartment were all locked, 

LiviA (aside). 
I dare say it was Moscon whom she saw. 
For he was locked up in my room. 

LISANDER. 

It must 
Have been some image of thy phantasy. 
Such melancholy as thou feedest is 
Skilful in forming such in the vain air 
Out of the motes and atoms of the day. 



LI VI A. 

My master 's in the right. 

JUSTINA. 

Oh, would it were 
Delusion ! but I fear some greater ill. 
I feel as if out of my bleedhig bosom 
My heart was torn in fragments ; aye, 
Some mortal spell is wrought against my frame ; 
So potent was the charm, that had not God 
Shielded my humble innocence from wrong, 
I should have sought my sorrow and my sname 
With willing steps. — LiVia, quick, bring my cloak. 
For I must seek refuge from these extremes 
Even in the temple of the highest God 
Which secretly the faithful worship. 



Here. 



LIVIA. 



JUSTINA (putting on her eioak). 
In this, as in a shroud of snow, may I 
Quench the consuming fire in which I bum. 
Wasting away 1 

LISANDER. 

And I will go with thee. 

LIVIA. 

When I once see them safe out of the house,. 
I shall breathe freely. 

JUSTINA. 

So do I confide 
In thy just &vour. Heaven ! 

LISANDER. 

Let us go. 

JUSTINA. 

Thine is the cause, gi*eat God ! Turn, for my sake 
And for thine own, mercifully to me I 
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TRANSLATIONS. 



SCENES 



FROM THE FAUST OF GOETHE. 



FROLOGVB IN UMAYEV. 

The Lord and the HoH qf Heaven, 

Enter Three Archangels. 
RAPHAEL. 

The Bun makes music as of old 

Amid the rival spheres of HeaTen^ 
On its predestined circle rolled 

With thunder speed : the Angels even 
Draw strength from gazing on its glance, 

Though none its meaning fathom may ; — 
The world's unwithered countenance 

Is bright as at creation's day. 

GABRIEL. 

And swift and swift, with rapid lightness, 

The adorned Elarth spins silently, 
Alternating Elysian brightness 

With deep and dreadful night ; the sea 
Foams in broad billows from the deep 

Up to the rocks ; and rocks and ocean, 
Onward, with spheres which never sleep. 

Are hurried in eternal motion. 

MICHAEL. 

And tempests in contention roar 

From land to sea, from sea to land ; 
And, raging, weave a chain of power 

Which girds the earth as with a band. 
A flashing desolation there 

Flames before the thunder's way ; 
But thy servants. Lord, revere 

The gentle changes of tliy day. 

CHORUS OF THE THREE. 

The Angels draw strength from thy glance, 
Though no one comprehend thee may : — 

Thy world's unwithered countenance 
is bright as on creation's day.* 




* RAPHAKL. 

Tlie sun sounds, nccordSng to ancient cuBtom, 

In the song of emulation of his brother-spheres. 

And its fore-written circle 

Fulfils with a step of thunder. 

It« countenance gives the Angels strength. 

Though no one can fathom it. 

The incredible high works 

Are excellent as at the first day. 



)n 



Enter Mbphistophslbs. 
MBPHISTOPHELES. 

As thou, O Lord, once more art kind enough 

To interest thyself in our affairs — 

And aak, ^ How eoes it with you there below !' 

And as indulgently at other tmoes 

Thou iookedst not my risits in ill piurt, 

Thou seestme here once more among thy household. 

Though I should scandalize this company. 

You will excuse ine if I do not talk 

In the high style which they think fashionable ; 

My pathos certainly would make you laugh too, 

Had you not long since given over laughing. 

Nothmg know I to say of suns and worlds ; 

I observe only how men plague themselves ; — 

The little god o' the world keeps the same stamp. 

As wonderful as on creation's day : — 

A little better would he live, hadst thou 

Kot given him a glimpse of Heaven's light 

Which he calls reason, and employ's it only 

To live more beastily than any beast. 

OABIUBL. 

And swift, and inconceivably swift 

The adornment of earth winds itself round* 

And exchanges Paradise-clearness 

With deep dreadful night. 

The sea foams in broad waves 

From its deep bottom up to the rocks. 

And rocks and sea are torn on together 

In the eternal swift course of the spheres. 

MICMAKL. 

And storms roar in emulation 
From sea to land, from land to sea. 
And make, raging, a chain 
Of deepest operation round about. 
There flames a flashing destruction 
Before the path of the thunderbolt. 
But thy servants, Lord, revere 
The gentle alternations of thy day. 

CHORirS. 

Thy countenance gives the Angels strength. 
Though none can comprehend thee: 
And all thy lofty works 
Are excellent as at the first day. 

8uch is the literal translation of this astonishing Chorus ; 
it is impossible to represent in another language the melody 
of the versification ; even the volatile strength and delicacy 
of the ideas escape in the crucible of translation, and the 

reader is surprised to find a caput mortuum AuUMr't 

Sole. 



SCENES FROM FAUST. 
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With reverence to yonr Lordsllip be it spoken, 
He's like one of those long-legged grasshoppers 
Who flits and jumps about, and sings for ever 
The same old song i' the grass. There let him lie. 
Burying his nose in every heap of dung. 

THE LORD. 

Have you no more to say 1 Do you come here 
Always to scold, and cavil, and complain ! 
Seems nothing ever right to you on earth t 

MEPHISTOPHELBB. 

No, Lord ; I find all there, as ever, bad at best. 
Even I am sorry for man's days of sorrow ; 
I could myself almost give up the pleasure 
Of plaguing the poor things. 

THE LOBD. 

Knowest thou Faust! 



The Doctor t 



MEPHISlOPnELES. 
THE LORD. 

Ay ; my servant Faust. 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

In truth 
He serves you in a fashion quite his own, 
And the fool's meat and drink are not of earth. 
His aqnrations bear him on so far 
That he is half aware of his own folly. 
For he demands from Heaven its fiurest star, 
And from the earth the highest joy it bears ; 
Yet all things far, and all filings near, are vain 
To calm the deep emotions of his breast. 

THE LORD. 

Though he now serves me in a doud of error, 
I will soon lead him forth to the clear day. 
When trees look green, full well the gardener knows 
That frtiits and blooms will deck the coming year. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What will you bet \ — ^now I am sure of winning — 
Only observe you give me full permission 
To lead him softly on my path. 

THE LORD. 

As long 
As he shall live upon the earth, so long 
Is nothing unto thee forbidden. — Man 
Must err till he has ceased to struggle. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Thanks. 
And that is all I ask ; for willingly 
I never make acquaintance with the dead. 
The full fresh cheeks of youth are food for me. 
And if a corpse knocks, 1 am not at home. 
For I am like a cat — I like to play 
A little with the mouse before I eat it. 

THE LORD. 

WeU, well, it is j>ermitted thee. Draw thou 
His spirit frx)m its springs ; as thou find'st power. 
Seize him and lead him on thy downward path ; 
And stand ashamed when failure teaches thee 
That a good man, even in his daikest longings. 
Is well aware of the right way. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Well and good. 
I am not in much doubt about my bet, 



And, if I lose, then 'tis your turn to crow ; 
Enjoy your triumph then with a full breast. 
Ay ; dust shall he devour, and that with pleasure, 
like my old paramour, the famous Snake. 

THE LORD. 

Pray come here when it suits you ; for I never 
Had much dislike for people of your sort. 
And, among all the Spirits who rebelled. 
The knave was ever tne least tedious to me. 
The active spirit of man soon sleeps, and soon 
He seeks unbroken quiet ; therefore I 
Have given him the Devil for a companion. 
Who may provoke him to some sort of work. 
And must create for ever. — But ye, pure 
Children of God, enjoy eternal beauty ;— 
Let that which ever operates and lives 
Clasp you within the limits of its love ; 
And seize with sweet and melancholy thoughts 
The floating phantoms of its loveliness. 

IHeaven cIohm / ike ArOmmgdi Aveuni. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

From time to time I visit the old fellow. 

And I take care to keep on good terms with him. 

Civil enough is this same God Almighty, 

To talk so freely with the Devil himseU'. 



SCENE. 

MAY-DAY NIOBT. 

The Hartx Mountain, a detolate Country, 

FAU8T, MBPHUTOPHSLBS. 
MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Would you not like a broomstick? As for me 

I wish I had a good stout ram to ride ; 

For we are still far from th' appointed place. 

FAUST. 

This knotted staff is help enough for me. 

Whilst I feel &«sh upon my legs. What good 

Is there in making short a pleiwant way t 

To creep along the labyrinths of the vales, 

And climb those rocks, where ever-babbling springs 

Precipitate themselves in waterfalls. 

In the true sport that seasons such a path. 

Already Spring kindles the birchen spray. 

And the hoar pines already feel her breath : 

Shall she not work also within our limbs t 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Nothing of such an influence do I feel. 

My body is all wintry, and I wish 

The flowers upon our path were fr^st and snow. 

But see, how melancholy rises now. 

Dimly uplifting her belated beam. 

The blank unwelcome round of the red moon. 

And gives so bad a light, that every step 

One stumbles 'gainst some crag. With your permis- 

I'll call an Ignis-fittuus to our aid : [sion 

I see one yonder burning joUily. 

Halloo, my friend 1 may I request that you 

Would &vour us with your bright company f 

Why should you blaze away there to no purpose f 

Pray be so good as light us up thb way. 



\ 



TRANSUkTIONa 



Ksns-FATum. 
Witfi zerereneebe H qwken, I will try- 
To orereome the li^^itoMB of inj nAtnrB ; 
Onr oonnoy yoa know, is geneimlljiig-iiig. 



Hfty ha I jonr wonlup 
Whhiiiai. Gostnitfit 
Or I ■hall puff your 




yoa have to deal 
in the Boril'a naina^ 
life out. 



IOIfIS-FATUI)B» 



WoDy 



// 



I fee joa are the maatar of tlie hooae ; 

I will aeeommodato m jadf to von. 

Onlj oonoder that toHiiriit thia monntain 

la aU-eochanted, and if Jack-a-iantera 

Showsyoiihiawayythoii^ yomhonldnneiyoiiroway 

Yoa oog^ not to be too eiact with him. 

Famt, MmrmuaoramLU, and Jamm-9Aimm to MUtrmmh 

Chonu, 

The limito of the sphere of dream. 

The bounds of true and fiUjfo, are paat^ 
Lead ns on, tfaoa wandering Gleam, 

Lead .08 onwaxd, fer and fest^ 

To the wide, the desert waste. 
Bnt see, how swift advance and shift 

Trees behind trees, row by row, — 
How, clift by elift, rocks bend and lift 

Onieir firowning foreheads as we go. 

The giant-snoated crags, ho ! ho ! 

How they snort, and £>w they blow I 

Throogh the mossy sods and.stones. 
Stream and streamlet hurry down, 
A rushing throng ! A sound of song 
Beneath the vault of Heaven is blown ! 
Sweet notes of love, the speaking tones 
Of this bright day, sent down to say 
That Paradise on Earth is known. 
Resound around, beneath, above. 
All we hope and all we love 
Finds a voice in this blithe strain. 
Which wakens hill and wood and rill, 
.And vibrates tar o'er field and vale. 
And which Echo, like the tale 
Of old times, repeats again. 

To-wboo ! to-whoo ! near, nearer now 

The sound of song, the rushing throng ! 

Arc the screech, the lapwing and the jay. 

All awake as if 'twere day I 

See, with long legs and belly wide, 

A salanuinder in the brake ! 

Every root is like a snake. 

And along the loose hill side. 

With strange contortions through the night. 

Curls, to seize or to affright ; 

And animated, strong, and niany, 

They dart forth polypus-antennso, 

To blister witli their poison spume 

The wanderer. Through the dazzling gloom 

The many-coloured mice that thread 

The dewy torf beneath our tread. 

In troops each other's motions cross. 

Through the heath and through the moss; 

And in legions intertangled. 

The fire-flies flit, and swarm^ and throng. 

Till all the mountain depths are spangl^. 



I 



Tdl me, shall we go or atsjl 
Shall we onward I ComeaioBfl 
KverythiDg aramd ia swept 
Foiinurd, onwaxd, iar awagr 1 
Trees and masses biteroept 
The si^Ft, and wiqis on mnr aide 
Ave puffsd up and mnltipliea. 



Now T^oroosly seize m v skiit, and gain 
This pinnaHe of iadated crag. 
One may observe with wonder from tins point . 
How liammon ^ows among the moanttniB. 

Ay- 

And strangely ihroash the solid depth bdoir 
A melaneholy Sriit, like the red dawn, 
Shoota from the lowest gorge of the alijaB 
Of moantaiu^ limiting hitherward; there, rii 



PiUars of smoke^; here, ehmda float gentfT by ; 
Here the li^ boms soft aa the enkmdled air. 
Or the illomined dust of golden flowers; 
And now it glides like tender eoloors q»eadin| ; 
And now bursto Ibrth in fomtains fron ue 

eart&; 
And now it winda one torrent of broad fig^ 
Through the fer valley with a hundred v eina; 
And now oneemore within that nanow comer 

Masses itself hitohitensestsplaBdoar. 

And near OS see qiarks spring ootof thegroondy 
Like golden sand scattered open the d a rkne ae ; 
The j^nnaelea of that Uack wall of moontaiiia 
That hems OS in are kindled. 

HEPHISIOPHKLES. 

Rare, infeith! 
Does not Sir Mammon gloriously illuminate 
His palace for this festival — it is 
A pleasure which you had not known before. 
I spy the boisterous guesto already. 



FAUST. 



How 

The children of the wind rage in the air ! 
With what fierce strokes they fall upon my 



! 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Cling tightly to the old ribs of the crsg. 
Beware ! for if with them thou warrest 
In their fierce flight towards the wilderness. 
Their breath will sweep thee into dust, and drag 
Thy body to a grave in the ab^-ss. 

A cloud Uiickens the night. 
Hark! how the tempest crashes through the forest! 

The owls fly out in strange affright ; 
The columns of the everffreen palaces 

Are split and shattered ; 

The roots creak, and streteh, and groan ; 

And ruinously overthrown, 

The trunks are crushed and shattered 

By the fierce bUst's unconquerable stress. 

Over each other crack and crash they all 

In terrible and intertangled fall ; 

And through the ruins of the shaken mountain 
The airs hiss and howl — 

It is not the voice of the fountain. 
Nor the wolf in his midnight prowl. 



Dost thou not hear I 

Strange accents are ringing 

Aloft, afar, anear ; 

The witches are singing ! 

The torrent of a raging wizard's song 
Streams the whole mountain along. 

CHORUS OP WITCHES. 

The stubble is yellow, the com is green, 
Now to the*Brocken the'witches go ; 
The mighty multitude here may be seen 
Gathering, wizard and witch, below. 
Sir Urean it sitting aloft in the air ; 
Hey over stock I and hey over stone ! 
'Twixt witches and.incubi, what shall be done J 
Tell It who dare ! tell it who dare I 

A VOICE. 

Upon a sow-swine, whose farrows were nine, 
Old Baubo rideth alone. 

CHORUS. 

Honour her to whom honour is due. 

Old mother Baubo, honour to you ! 

An able sow with old Baubo upon her. 

Is worthy of glory, and worthy of honour ! 

The legion of witches is coming behind. 

Darkening the night and outspeeding the wind — 

A VOICE. 

Which way comest thou \ 

A VOICE. 

Over Ilsenstein ; 
The owl was awake in the white moon-shine ; 
I saw her at rest in her downy nest. 
And she stared at me with her broad bright eyne. 

VOICES. 

And you may now as well take your course on to 



, you B 
Hell, 



Since you ride by so fast on the headlong blast. 

A VOICE. 

She dropt poison upon me as I past.' 
Here are the wounds — 

CHORUS OF WITCHES. 

Come away I come along I 
The way is wide, the way is long. 
But what is that for a Bedlam tmrong f 
Stick with the prong, and scratch wim the broom. 
The child in the cradle lies strangled at home. 
And tlie mother is clapping her hands. — 

SEMI-CHORUS OF WIZARDS I. 

We glide in 
Like snails when the women are all away ; 
And from a house once given over to sin 
Woman has a thousand steps to stray. 

SEMI-CHORUS II. 

A thousand steps must a woman take, 
Where a man but a single spring will make. 

VOICES ABOVE. 

Come with us, come with us, from Felunsee. 

VOICES BELOW. 

With what joy would we fly through the upper sky; 
Weare washed, we are 'nointed, stark naked are we! 
But our toil and our pain are for ever in vain. 



BOTH CHORUSSES. 

The wind is still, the stars are fled. 
The melancholy moon is dead ; 
The magic notes, like spark on spark. 
Drizzle, whistling through the dark. 
Come away I 

VOICES BELOW. 

Stay, oh stay 1 

VOICES ABOVE. 

Out of the crannies of the rocks 
Who calls! 

VOICES BELOW. 

Oh, let me join your flocks ! 

I, Uiree hundred years have striven 

To catch your skirt and mount to Heaven, — 

And still in vain. Oh, might I be 

With company akin to me ! 

BOTH CHORUSSES. 

Some on a ram and some on a prong. 

On poles and on broomsticks we flutter alone ; 

Forlorn is the wight who can rise not to>night. 

A HALF WITCH BELOW. 

I have been tripping this many an hour : 
Are the others already so far before ! 
No quiet at home, and no peace abroad ! 
And less methinks is found by tlie road. 

CHORUS OF WITCHES. 

Come onward, away ! aroint thee, aroint ! 
A witch to be strong must anoint — anoint — 
Then every trough will be boat enough ; 
With a rag for a sail we can sweep throu^ the sky, 
Who flies not to-night, when means he to fly ! 

BOTH CHORUSSES. 

We cling to the skirt, and we strike on the ground; 
Witch-legions thicken around and around ; 
Wizard-swarms cover the heath all over. 

[2'A<jf descend, 
MEPHISTOPHELBS. 

What thronging, dashing, raging, rustling ! 
What whispering, babbling, hissing, bustling ! 
What glimmering, spurting, stinking, burning ! 
As Heaven and earth were overturning. 
There is a true w^itch element about us ; 
Take hold on me, or we shall be divided :— 
Where are you 1 

FAUST (from a distance). 
Here! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What! 
I must exert my authority in the house. 
Place for young Voland 1 Pray make way, good 

people. 
Take hold on me, doctor, and with one step 
Let us escape from this unpleasant crowd : 
They are too mad for people of my sort. 
Just there shines a peculiar kind of light — 
Something attracts me in those bushes. — Come 
This way ; we shall slip down there in a minute. 

FAUST. 

Spirit of Contradiction I Well, lead on~- 
'Twere a wise feat indeed to wander out 
Into the Brocken upon May-day night, 
And then to isolate oneself in scorn. 
Disgusted with the humours of the time* 



^ 
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B« gndtd wm Ij My fliii JOB duul baj 
A Moid ol flcMm vftk a dnm of tradMt. 
Ihwgflwia— thdripmiiWiMli am— it 
Gat ttiad to lirii town I Mn^fag. Chm^ I'D 

load JOB 
AnooatbMi; aad what tiMia job do aad wi^ 
As a mrii ooBMaol \visl OS two ■hall bo. 



HowMjjoBaovl lUi^Mfloioiridoi 
Look fatty jw^eoaBot lee the ood of 
A Iraadiod boafino bafa ia iw%aad hm^ 
Who tfcioBg aioBBd flw mtm fam ia notaM o : 
Daneing and drinking^ jabbering, making lore. 
And eookingy are at work. Now tell me, friend. 
What is there better in the world than thio ! 

FAcar. 

In iairodneing nsy do jou asrame 
The eharseter of wizudorof deril! 

MEPHISIOFHILEB. 

In tnithy I generallj go aboot 
In strict inoognito ; and jet one likes 
To wear one's ordm upon ipda dajs. 
I have no ribbon at my knee ; but here 
At home the cloren foot is honourable. 
See JOU that snail there f — she oomes creeping up, 
And with her feeling ejes hath smelt out some- 
thing: 
I oould not, if I would, mask mvself here. 
Come now well go about from nre to fire : 
111 bo the pimp, and jou shall be the lover. 

[7o tame old Wtmen, teho are tilting round a heap 
Hf glimmering eoali. 

Old gentlewomen, what do jou do out here t 
You ought to be with the young rioters 
Right in the thickest of the revelry — 
But every one is best content at home. 

GENERAL. 

Who dare confide in right or a just daim 1 
So much as I had done for them ! and now — 

With women and the people 'tis tlie same, 
Youth will stand foremost ever^-— age may go 

To the daric grave uuhonoured. 
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I ted Iha fssfla ripe far the lart d^jy 
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GsBrtsmoB ; do not hvrrj as so fiMi^ 
And lose the cbanee of a good 
I have a pack fnU of tin chok 
Of efOfj sorty and jat IB all 017 



la BoHifaig like wfaa^ bhij bo iBand ob 
rtUBHrttai' "^ 



bowl 



NoUdBg ttai ia a moBient wiD 
Hen and the world with fine malidoaB 
There is no dagger drunk with blood ; no 
From which con sum ing poison may be 
Bv innocent and healthy lips ; no jewel. 
The price of an abandoned maiden's 
No sword which cuts the bond it cannot 
Or staba the wearer's enemy in the back ; 
No 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Gossip, you know little of these times. 
What hss been, has been ; what is done, is paaL 
They shape themselves into the innovataons 
They breed, and innovation drags ns with iL 
The torrent of the crowd sweeps over ns ; 
You think to impel, and are yoaisdf nmpeUed. 



Who is that yonder t 



PAUST. 



Lilith. 



Who! 



MBPHISTOPHELBS. 

Mark her well. 

FAUST. 



It 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Lilith, the first wife of Adam. 

Beware of her fiur hair, for she excels 

All women in the magic of her locks ; 

And when she winds them round a young man's 

neck, 
She will not ever set him free again. 

« A aoit of fkmdholder. 



^ 
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FA.UST. 

There -ait a girl and an old woman — ^they 
Seem to be tired with pleasure and with play. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

There is no rest to-night for any one : 
When one dance ends another is begun ; 
Come, let us to it. We shall have rare fun. 

[Faust dancet and tings with a Oirl, and Bfspmsro- 
PHSUBB with an old Woman, 

BIOCTO-PHANTASMIST. 

What is this cursed multitude about ? 

Have we not long since proved to demonstration 

That ghosts move not on ordinary feet ! 

But these are dancing just like men and women. 

THE aiRL. 
What does be want then at our ball t 

FAUST. 

Oh! he 
Is far above fu all in his conceit : 
Whilst we enjoy, he reasons of enjoyment ; 
And any step wUch in our dance we tread. 
If it be left out of his reckoning, 
Is not to be considered as a step. 
There are few things that scandalise him not ; 
And, when you whirl round in the circle now, 
As he went round the wheel in his old mill. 
He says that you go wrong in all respects^ 
Especially if you congratulate him 
Upon the strength of the resemblance. 



BBOCTO-PHANTASMIST. 



Fly! 



Vanish 1 Unheard-of impudence! What, still there! 
In this enlightened age too, since you have been 
Proved not to exist I — But this infernal brood 
Will hear no reason and endure no rule. 
Are we so wise, and is the pond still haunted! 
How long have I been sweeping out this rubbish 
Of superstition, and the world will not 
Come clean with all my pains ! — it is a case 
Unheard of ! 

THE GIRL. 

Then leave off teasing us so. 

BROCTO-PHANTASMIST. 

I tell you, spirits, to your faces now. 
That I should not regret this despotism 
Of spirits, but that mine can wield it not. 
To-night I shall make poor work of it, 
Yet I will take a round with you and hope 
Before my last step in the living dance 
To beat the poet and the devil together. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

At last he wiU sit down in some foul puddle ; ' 
That is his way of solacing himself ; 
Uutil some leech, diverted with his gravity. 
Cures him of spirits and the spirit together. 

[To Fawt, who has seceded from the dance. 

Why do you let that fair girl pass from you. 
Who sang so sweetly to you in the dance 1 



raun. 
A red mouse in the middle of her singing 
Sprang from her mouth. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

That was all right, my friend : 
Be it enough that the mouse was not grey. 
Do not disturb your hour of happiness 
With close consideration of sucn trifles. 



Then saw I~ 



FAUST. 
MEPHISTOPHELES. 

What! 



FAUSV. 

Seest thou not a pale 
Fair girl, standing alone, far, far awav ! 
She drags herself now forward with slow steps, 
And seems as if she moved with shackled feet : 
I cannot overcome the thought that she 
Is like poor Margaret. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Let it be — pass on — 
No good can come of it — it is not well 
To meet it — it is an enchanted phantom, 
A lifeless idol ; with its numbing look. 
It freezes up die blood of man ; and they 
Who meet its ghastly stare are turned to stone, 
Like those, who saw Medusa. 

FAUST. 

O, too true ! 
Her eyes are like the eyes of a fresh corpse 
Which no beloved hana has dosed. AhuB ! 
That is the breast which Margaret yielded to me— 
Those are the lovely limbs which I enjoyed ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

It is all magic, poor deluded fool ! 

She looks to every one like his first love. 

FAUST. 

what delight ! what woe I I cannot turn 
My looks from her sweet piteous countenance. 
How strangely does a single blood-red line. 
Not broader than the shi^ edge of a knife. 
Adorn her lovely neck I 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Ay, she can carry 
Her head under her arm upon occasion ; 
Pei^eus has cut it off for her. These pleasures 
End in delusion. — Gain this rising ground. 
It is as airy here as in a [ ] 

And if I am not mightily deceived, 

1 see a theatre. — What may this mean ! 

ATTENDANT. 

Quite a new piece, the last of seven, for 'tis 
The custom now to represent that number. 
'Tis written by a Dilettante, and 
The actors who perform are Dilettanti ; 
Excuse me, gentlemen ; but I must vanish. 
I am a Dilettante curtain-Ufter. 



TBE END. 
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